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ON   HBCEIylNG    A    COPY    C 

When  j-our  new  Tennyson  I  hold,  dear  friend. 
Where  blue  and  gold,  like  iky  and  sunbeam,  blend, — 
A  fairy  tome — of  not  too  large  a  grasp 
For  Q^eeii  Titania's  dainty  hand  to  clasp, — 
I  feel  fresh  truth  In  the  old  saying  wise. 
That  greateft  worth  in  smalleft  parcel  lies. 
Will  not  the  diamond,  that  fiery  spark, 
Buy  a  whole  quarry  fiall  of  granite  ftark  ? 
Does  not  ihe  Sa.unting  hollyhock  give  place 
■  To  that  pale  flower,  with  downward — drooping  fece. 
Which  summer  fashions  of  the  moonbeams  sheen 
And  sets  in  tents  of  pureft  emerald  green  ? 
Well  suits  your  book  with  this  sweet  month  of  June, 
When  earth  and  fky  are  in  their  perfefl  tune  ( 
For  when  I  read  its  golden  words,  1  think 
I  hear  the  brown  thrush  and  the  bob-o-ljnk ; — 
I  hear  the  summer  brook,  the  summer  breeze, 
I  hear  the  whisper  of  tlie  swaying  trees ; 
Bettveen  the  lines  ted  roses  seem  to  grow. 
And  lilies  white  around  the  margin  blow; 
Cloud-shadows  swift  across  the  meadows  pass. 
And  fruit-trees  drop  their  lilossoms  on  the  grass  ; 
The  wild  bee  hums  upon  the  clover's  cheek. 
And  the  pert  robin  pipes  with  reftless  beak. 

Thanks  to  the  poet,  who  to  dufty  hearts 

The  balm  and  bloom  of  summer  fields  imparts ; 
Who  gives  the  toil-worn  mind  a  passage  free 
To  the  brown  mountain  and  the  sparkling  sea ; 
Who  lifts  the  thoughts  from  earth,  and  pours  a  ray 
Of  feiry  land  around  life's 


h..,L=-jL,GoOglc 


H..,L=-JnGoogIc 


H..,L=-JnGoogIc 


POETICAL    WORKS 


ALFRED     TENNYSOK, 


COMPISTfl  IN  ONS  VOr.UMB. 


B  O  ST  ON: 
TIOKNOR    AND    FTBTjDS. 


h..,L=-j.,Googlc 


h..,L=-j.,Googlc 


CONTENTS. 


The  Poet 

The  roet  i  Mind 

TheDjingSimn 


ihe  Mannan 
The  Meimaid 
Sonnet  to  J   M   K 
1  he  Lady  of  bbalott 
MHtitma  in  the  South 


Ihe  Palioe  of  Art 


L  OOgIt 


The  Lotos  Ea  ere 

A  Dream  of  Fair  Woman 

Tho  Bl— '-'■ 
The  D 
To  J.  S  . . 

."  Tou  ask  ms  why    hough  il  at  ease 
"  Of  old  sat  freedom  on  Bia  he  ghlfl 
"  LoTO  thou  thy  laa   with  love  fax  brougl  t 
The  Goose 
TheEplo. 
■  -Morte  D' Arthur 
The  Gardener'a  Daughter 

Andley  Oonrt 
Walkini;  to  the  Ma 
St.  Simeon  S  }   tes 
The  Sea-Fau'  ea 
Tlia  Deseited  House 
Edvpiu  Morris    or  the  Lake 

To after    ead  ng  a  L  e  and  Lette  s 

To  E.  L.,  on  h  3  Travels  in  Greece 
"  Come  not  when  I  am  dead 
The  Eagle    a  F  agment 
The  Talkl  a  Oak 
Love  and  Duty 
The  Golden  Year 
Ulyases  , . 
Xocksley  Hall 

The  TwoVoioes 
The  Day-Dream  — 

Prologue 

The  Sleep  ng  Fa  ate 

The  S  e"pm_  Beanty 

The  A    Till 

The  PeviTa 

The  Departure 


Will  Waterproof's  Lyrical  Monologue 331 

Laaj  Clare aS3 

The  Lord  of  Burleiah 211 

Sir  Launcelot  and  Quean  GuinOTBrB 24* 

A  Fsrswell 246 

TiieBeesM-  Maid 246 

The  Vision  of  Sin 347 

The  Skipping  Bope 268 

"  Move  eastward,  nappy   eaiHi,  and  leave  " 354 

flBreafc,  bi'eak,  break " 254 


In  Memoriero S51 

Maud 451- 

The  Brook!  an  Idyl 600 

The  Letfera 6tHr 

Ode  on  the  Death  ttf  tie  Dute  of  WBlDngton 508 

The  Daisy 616 

To  tha  Rev.  F.  D.  Maurice 520 


The  Charge  of  the  Light  Brigade. 


H..,L=-jnGoOgIc 


H..,L=-JnGoogIc 


TO  THE  QUEEN. 


Ebveked,  belored,— O  yon  that  hold 

A  nobler  office  upon  earth 

Than  srms,  or  power  of  brain,  or  birtb, 
Conld  giia  the  warrior  kings  of  old, 

Victoria,— since  yonr  Eoyal  grflca 
To  one  of  less  desert  allows 
This  laurel  greener  from  the  brows 

Of  bhn  that  ntteved  nothing  base; 


Then — while  a  sweeter  rnusio  wakea, 
And  through  wild  Msrch  the  throstle  calls, 
Where,  ail  about  your  palaoe-walls, 

The  Etinlit  almond-blossom  ehalies — 

Take,  Madam,  this  poor  book  of  songj 
For,  though  the  feults  were  thiofc  aa  dust 
In  vacant  chambei's,  I  could  trust 

Tout  kuidness.     May  jou  rule  us  long, 

And  leaye  us  ruleis  of  your  blood 

As  noble  till  the  latest  day ! 

May  children  of  our  children  Bay, 
''  She  wrought  her  people  losdng  good ; 
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"Har  court  was  pure;  lier  life  serene; 

God  gave  her  pence;  her  land  repoeed; 

A  tiiousantl  claims  fo  iBserance  closed 
In  her  hs  MoUier,  Wife  and  Qnaeni 

"  And  stB.tesiiien  at  Iier  conneil  met 
Who  ItiieH'  the  aaaaona,  whan  to  take 
Occasion  bv  the  hand,  and  make 

The  bounds  of  freedom  wider  y«t, 

By  BliHping  some  augnst  deci'ee, 

Whioli  kept  her  throne  nnshflkeo  still. 
Broad-based  upon  her  people's  will, 
And  comp;issad  by  the  inviolate  sea." 
March,  1861. 
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CLAEIBEL. 


Where  Claribel  low-!ieth 
Tbe  breezes  pause  and  die, 
LetlJHg  the  roae-leaves  fall 
But  the  solemn  oak-tree  sigheth, 
Thick-leaved,  ambrosial, 
With  an  ancient  melodj- 
Of  an  inward  agony. 
Where  Claribel  low-lieth. 

At  eve  the  beetle  boometh 

Athwart  the  thicket  lone : 
At  noon  the  wild  bee  hummeth 

About  the  mossed  headstone : 
At  midnight  the  moon  cometli 

And  loofeeth  down  alone. 
Her  Bong  the  lintwhite  swelleth,\ 
The  clear-voieed  mavis  dwelletli, 

The  Hedging  throstle  lispeth, 
Tlie  slumbrous  wave  outwelleth. 

The  babbling  runnel  erispetb. 
The  hollow  grot  replieth 


Where  Claribel  low-lieth. 
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LILIAN. 

AlKT,  fejty  Lilian, 

Flitting,  fiurj'  Lilian, 
When  I  ask  her  if  she  love  me, 
Clasra  her  iiny  hands  above  me. 

Laughing  all  she  can ; 
She'll  not  tellme  if  she  love  me, 

Crnel  litUo  LUian. 

When  my  passion  seeks 

Pleasance  in  tove-sighs, 
She,  looking  throngh  and  through  me 
Thorotif^hly  to  imdo  me, 

Smding,  never  speafcs : 
So  innocent-arch,  so  cunning-simple. 
From  beneath  her  gathered  wimple 
Glancin"  with  black-beaded  eyes, 
Till  the  li^tning  laughters  dimple 

The  baby-roses  in  her  ehcelis ; 

Then  amay  she  flies. 

Prithee  weep,  May  Lilian ! 
Gaye^  without  eclipse 

Wearieth  me.  May  Liuan : 
Through  my  verj"  heart  it  thriUeth 

When  mm  cnmson-threaded  Ups 
Silver-treble  laughter  trillcth : 

Prithee  weep,  May  Lilian. 

Praying  all  I  can, 
If  prayers  will  not  Imsh  thee, 

Aary  Lilian, 
I^ike  a  rose-leaf  I  ivill  crash  thee, 

Fairy  Lilian. 
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ISABEL. 

Eyes  not  down-dropt  nor  over-bright,  but  fed 
With  the  clear-pointed  flame  of  oliastity, 
Clear  without  heat,  undyin",  tended  by 
Pure  vestal  thoughts  in  3ie  translucent  fane 
Of  her  still  spirit ; -locks  not  wide  dispread, 
Madonna-wise  on  either  side  her  head  ; 
Sweet  lips  whereon  perpetually  did  reign' 
The  summer  calm  of  golden  chanty, 
Were  fixed  shadows  of  thy  fixed  mood, 

Revered  Isabel,  the  crown  and  head. 
The  stately  flower  of  female  fortitude. 

Of  perfect  wifehood  and  pure  lowlihead. 

The  intuitive  decision  of  a  bright 
And  thorough-edged  intellect  to  part 

Error  from  crime  ;  a  prudence  to  withhold ; 

The  laws  of  marriage  charactered  in  gold 
Upon  the  blanched  tablets  of  her  heart; 
A  love  still  burning  upward,  giving  light 
To  read  those  laws ;  an  accent  very  low 
Iq  blandishment,  but  a  most  diver  flow 

Of  subtle-paced  counsel  in  disti«s£. 
Bight  to  the  heart  and  brain,  though  uudescried, 

Winning  its  way  with  extreme  gentlanesa 
Through  all  the  outworks  of  suspicious  pride ; 
A  courage  to  endure  and  to  obey  ; 
A  hate  of  gossip  parlance,  and  of  sway, 
Crowned  kabel,  through  all  her  placid  life. 
The  queen  of  marriage,  a  most  perfect  wife. 

The  mellowed  reflex  of  a  winter  moon  ; 

A  clear  stream  flowing  with  a  muddy  one, 

mi  in  its  onward  current  it  absorbs 

With  swifter  movement  and  in  purer  light 
The  vexed  eddies  of  its  wayward  brother : 
A  leaning  and  upbearing  parasite. 
Clothing  the  stem,  which  else  liad  feUen  quite, 
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With  clustered  flower-bells  and  amhroaal  orbs 
Of  ricli  fruit-bunches  leaning  on  each  other — 
Shadow  forth  thee : — the  worTd  hath  not  anotlira 

(Though  all  her  fairest  foma  are  types  of  thee, 

And  thou  of  God  in  thy  great  charity) 

Of  such  a  finished  chastened  purity. 


With  blacteat  moss  the  flower-plota 

Were  thickly  crusted,  one  and  all : 

The  ruBted  nada  fell  from  the  knots 

That  held  the  peach  to  the  garden-wall. 
The  broken  sheds  looked  sad  and  strange  : 
tJnlifted  waa  the  clinking  latch ; 
Weeded  and  worn  the  ancient  thatch 
Upon  the  lonely  moated  gran^. 

She  only  said,  "  My  life  is  dreary, 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 

She  said,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  I  were  dead  I  " 

Her  tears  fell  with  the  dews  at  even  ; 

Her  teara  fell  ere  the  dews  were  dried ; 
She  could  not  look  on  the  sweet  heaven. 

Either  at  morn  or  eventide. 
After  the  Hitting  of  the  hats, 

When  thickest  dark  did  trance  the  sky. 
She  drew  her  caaement-curtain  by, 
And  glanced  afhwai-t  the  glooming  flats. 
She  only  said,  "  The  night  is  dreary, 

He  Cometh  not,"  ahe  aaid ; 

She  S£ud,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  I  were  dead  ! " 
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Upon  the  middle  of  the  ui^it, 
Waking  she  heard  the  lught-fbwl  croi 

The  cock  sung  out  an  hour  ere  light : 
From  the  dark  fen  the  oxen's  low 


Till  cold  winds  woke  the  gray-eyed  mo 
About  the  lonelj^  moated  gran^. 

She  only  said,  "  The  day  is  dreary, 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 

She  said,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  I  were  dead ! " 


About  a  stone-cast  from  the  wall 

A  sluice  with  blackened  waters  slept, 
And  o'er  it  many,  round  and  small. 

The  clustered  maiish-mosses  crept 
Hard  by  a  poplar  shook  alway, 

All  silver-green  with  gnarled  bark : 
For  leagues  no  other  ti-ee  did  mark 
The  level  waste,  the  rounding  gray. 
She  only  said,   "  My  hfe  is  dreary, 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 

She  S!ud,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  I  were  dead ! " 


And  ever  when  the  moon  was  low, 

And  the  shrill  winds  were  up  and  aivay, 
In  the  white  curtain,  to  and  fro, 

She  saw  the  gusty  shadow  sway. 
But  when  the  moon  was  very  low. 

And  wild  winds  bound  within  iiieir  cell, 

The  shadow  of  the  poplar  fell 
Upon  her  bed,  across  her  brow. 

She  only  said,  "  The  night  is  dreary, 
He  Cometh  not,"  she  s^d ; 
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All  day  within  the  dreamy  hciuse 

The  doors  upon  their  hinges  creaked ; 
The  Islue  Hy  sung  i'  the  pane ;  the  mouse 

Behind  the  mouldering  wainscot  shrieked, 
Or  from  the  crevice  peei-ed  about. 

Old  faces  ^nunered  through  the  doors, 
Old  footsteps  trod  the  upper  floors, 
Old  voices  called  her  fi-om  without. 
She  only  said,  "  My  life  ia  dreary. 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 
She  swd,  "  1  am  aweary,  aweary, 
I  would  that  I  were  dead  ! " 


The  sparrow's  chirrup  on  tlie  roof, 

The  dow  dock  ticking,  and  tiie  sound 
Which  to  the  wooing  wind  aloof 


When  the  thick-mofed  sunbeam  lay 
Athwart  the  ohamliers,  and  the  day 
Was  sbping  toward  his  western  hower. 
Then,  said  she,  "  I  am  very  dreary, 

He  will  not  come,"  she  said ; 

She  wept,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

0  God !  that  I  were  dead  ! " 


CLBAR-nEADiin  friend,  \vho3e  joyful  scorn. 

Edged  with  shaip  laughter,  cuts  atwain 

The  knots  that  tanfle  human  creeds. 

The  wounding  cords  niat  bind  and  strain 


H..,L=-jnGooglc 


The  heart  until  it  bleeds, 
Eay-fiinged  cyetids  of  the  mom 

Eoof  not  a  glance  so  keen  as  thine : 
If  auaht  of  prophecy  be  mine, 
Thou  wilt  not  live  in  vain. 

Low-cowering  shall  tlie  Sophist  sit ; 
Falsehood  shall  bhre  her  plaited  brow : 
Fair-fronted  Truth  eliall  droop  not  now 

With  shrilling  shafts  of  subtle  wit. 

Nor  martjT-flames  nor  trenchant  swords 
Can  do  away  that  ancient  lie : 
A  gentler  death  shall  Falsehood  die, 

Shot  through  and  though  with  cunning  words. 

Weak  Truth,  a-leaning  on  her  crutch, 

Wan,  wasted  Truth,  in  her  utmost  need. 

Thy  kingly  intellect  shall  feed. 

Until  she  be  an  athlete  bold, 

And  weary  with  a  finger's  touch 

Those  writhed  limbs  of  lightning  speed ; 
Like  that  strange  angel  which  of  old, 

Until  the  breaking  of  tie  light, 
Wrestled  with  wandering  Israel, 

Past  Tabbok  brook  the  lingering  night, 
And  heaven's  mazed  agns  stood  sffll 
In  the  dim  tract  of  Penuel. 


MADELINE. 

Thod  art  not  steeped  in  golden  languors, 
No  tranced  summer  calm  is  thine. 
Ever  yarying  Madeline. 

Through  light  and  sliadow  thou  dost  range, 
Sudden  glances,  sweet  and  strange, 
Delicious  spites,  and  darling  angers, 
And  airy  forms  of  flitting  change. 
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I  MADELIHB. 

Smiling,  frowning,  evermore. 
Thou  are  perfect  in  loye-lore, 
Eevealinm  deep  and  clear  are  liiine 
Of  wealtny  smiles :  but  who  may  know 
Whether  smile  or  frown  be  fleeter  ? 
Whether  smile  or  frown  be  sweeter, 
Who  may  know  ? 

Frowns  perfect-sweet  along  the  brow 

Light-glooming  over  eyes  divine, 

Lite  httle  clouds  sun-fringed,  ai'C  thine, 

Ever  varying  Madeline. 
Thy  funile  and  frown  are  not  aloof 
From  one  another. 
Each  to  each  is  dearest  brother ; 
Hues  of  the  silken  sheeny  woof 
Momently  shot  into  each  other. 
All  the  mj^tery  is  thine ; 
Smiling,  irownin^,  evermore. 
Thou  art  perfect  in  love-iore. 
Ever  varying  Madeline. 

A  subtle,  sudden  flame. 

By  veering  pasaon  fimned, 

About  thee  breaks  and  dances ; 

When  I  would  kiss  thy  hand, 
The  flush  of  angered  shame 

O'erflows  thy  calmer  glances, 
And  o'er  black  brows  drops  down 
A  sudden-curved  frown  r 
But  when  I  turn  away. 
Thou,  willing  me  to  stay, 

Wooest  not,  nor  vainly  wranglest, 

But,  looking  fixedly  the  while, 

AH  my  bounding  heart  entanglest 

In  a  golden-netted  smile ; 
Then  in  madneiss  and  in  bliss, 
If  my  lips  should  dare  to  kiss 
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iG.— THE  ovn.. 


Thy  taper  fingers  amorously, 
Again  moa  blushest  angerly ; 
And  o'er  black  brows  drops  down 
A  sudden-curved  frown. 


SONG.  — THE   OWL, 

WaEiSt  cals  run  Lome  and  ligtil.  is  come, 

And  dew  is  cold  upon  the  eroiind, 

And  the  fer-off  stream  is  dumb, 

And  the  whirring  sail  goes  round, 

And  the  whirring  siiil  coes  round; 

Alone  and  warming  nis  five  wits, 

Tlie  white  owl  in  the  belfry  mt». 

When  merry  milkmaids  click  the  latch, 
And  rarely  Bmells  the  new-mown  hay, 
And  the  cock  hath  sung  beneath  the  thatch 
Twice  or  thrice  his  roundelay. 
Twice  or  thrice  his  roundelay ; 
Alone  and  warming  his  five  wita, 
The  white  owl  iu  the  belfry  ats. 


SECOND   SONG. 


Thy  tuwhits  are  lulled,  I  wot. 
Thy  tuwhoos  of  yeatem^ht, 
Which  upon  the  dark  afloat, 
-   So  took  echo  with  delight, 
So  took  echo  with  delight, 
That  her  voice,  untunefiil  grown. 
Wears  all  day  a  fainter  tone. 
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I  would  mock  thy  chant  anew ; 

But  I  cannot  mimic  it; 
Not  a  whit  of  thy  tumhoo, 
Thee  to  woo  to  thy  tuwhit, 
Thee  to  woo  to  thy  tuwhit, 

With  a  lengthened  loud  halloo, 
Tuwhoo,  tuwhit,  tuwhit,  tuwhoo-o- 


RECOLLECTIOMS 

THE  AKARIAN  NIGHTS. 

When  the  breeze  of  a  joyful  dawn  blew  free 

In  the  silken  sail  of  infancyj 

The  tide  of  IJme  flowed  back  irith  me. 

The  forward-flowing  tide  of  lime ; 
And  many  a  sheeny  si 
Adown  the  ISgris  I  w: 
By  Bagdat's  sminea  ot 
ffigh-w^ed  gardens  green  ai' 
True  Mussulman  waa  I  and  si 

For  it  waa  in  the  w  ' 


Anight  my  shallop,  rustling  through 
The  low  and  bloomed  foli^e,  drove 
The  fragrant,  glistening  deeps,  and  clove 
The  citron-shadowB  in  the  blue : 
By  gai-den  porchefl  on  the  brim, 
TTie  costly  doors  fluns  open  wide, 
Gold  glitterina;  through  lamplight  dim, 


And  broidered  sofas  oi 

In  sooth  it  was  a  goodly  time, 

For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 

Of  good  Haroun  Ali-aschld. 
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Often,  where  clear-stemmed  platans  guard 
The  outlet,  did  I  turn  away 
The  boat-iead  down  a  broad  canal 
rrom  the  main  river  elttieed,  whore  all 
The  sloping  of  the  moonlit  sward 
Was  dam^k-work,  and  deep  inlay 
Of  braided  blooms  wnmown,  which  crept 
Adown  to  where  the  waters  slept. 
A  goodly  place,  a  goodly  time, 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraachid. 


A  motion  from  the  river  won 
Kdged  the  smooth  level,  bearing  on 
My  shallop  through  the  atar-strown  calm, 
Until  another  night  in  night 
I  entered,  from  the  clearer  light, 
Imbowered  vaults  of  pillared  pahn, 
Lnprifioning  sweela,  which,  as  they  clomb 
Heavenward,  were  stayed  beneath  the  dome 

Of  hollow  boughs.- —  A  goodly  time. 

For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraachid. 

Siill  onward ;  and  the  clear  canal 
Is  rounded  to  as  clear  a  lake. 
From  the  green  liv^e  many  a  fell 
Of  diamond  rillets  musical. 
Through  little  crystal  arches  low 
Down  from  the  centra!  fountain's  flow 
Fallen  alver-chindng,  seemed  to  shake 
The  sparkling  flints  beneath  the  prow, 

A  goodly  ^ace,  a  goodly  time, 

For  it  was  ia  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid 
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Above  through  many  a  bowery  turn 
A  walk  ivilli  vaiy-cobred  shells 
"Wandered  engraiaed.     On  either  side 
All  roand  about  (he  fri^rant  maige 
From  Anted  vase,  and  brazen  urn, 
In  order,  eaatem  flowers  lai'ge, 
Some  dropping  low  their  crimson  bella 
Half-closed,  and  others  studded  wide 
With  disks  and  liars,  fed  the  lime 
With  odor  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 


Far  off,  and  where  the  lemon-grove 
In  closest  coverture  upsprung, 
The  Uving  airs  of  middle  night 
Died  round  the  bulbul  ae  he  sung ; 
Not  he ;  but  something  which  possessed 
The  darkness  of  (he  world,  dehght, 
Life,  anguish,  death,  immortal  love. 
Ceasing  not,  mingled,  unrepressed. 
Apart  from  place,  withholding  Ijme, 
But  flatterins  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraachid. 


Black  the  garden-bowers  and  grots 
Slumbered :  the  solemn  palms  were  ranged 
Above,  iinwooed  of  summer  wind : 
A  sudden  splendor  from  behind 
Flushed  all  the  leaves  with  rich  gold-green. 
And,  flowing  rapidly  between 
Their  interspaces,  oounterchanged 
The  level  lake  with  diamond-plots 
Of  dark  and  bright.     A  lovely  time. 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Ahascliid. 
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Dark-blue  the  deep  sphere  overhead, 
Distinct  with  vivid  stars  inlaid. 
Grew  darker  from  that  under-flame : 
So,  leaping  Ughtly  from  the  boat, 
With  silyec  anchor  left  afloat, 
In  marvel  whence  that  glory  came 
Upon  me,  as  in  sleep  I  sank 
In  cool  soft  turf  upon  the  bank, 

Entranced  with  that  place  and  time, 
So  worthy  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haronn  Alraschid. 


Thence  through  the  garden  1  was  drawn— 
A  realm  of  pleaaance,  many  a  mound, 
And  many  a  shadow-chequered  lawn 
Full  of  the  city's  stilly  sound. 
And  deep  myiTh-tluckets  blowing  round 
The  stately  eedar,  tamarisks. 
Thick  rosaries  of  scented  thorn, 
Tall  orient  shrubs,  and  obelisks 

Graven  with  emblems  of  the  time, 

In  honor  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Ali-aschid. 


With  dazed  vision  unawares 
From  the  long  alley's  lattice  shade 
Emerged,  I  c^ne  upon  the  great 
Pavilion  of  the  Caliphat. 
Eight  to  the  carven  cedani  doors, 
Flun^  inward  over  spangled  fioofs, 
Broad-baaed  fliehtB  of  marble  sKura 
Ran  up  with  golden  balusti-ade, 
After  the  feshion  of  the  time. 
And  humor  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 
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The  iburacore  windows  all  alight 
As  with  the  quinteaaonce  of  flame, 
A  million  tapers  iiaiing  bright 
From  twisted  silvers  looked  to  shame 
The  hollow-vaulted  dark,  and  streamed 
Upon  the  mooned  domes  aloof 
In  inmost  Bagdat,  till  there  seemed 
Hundreds  of  crescents  on  the  roof 

Of  night  new  risen,  that  marvellous  tin 
To  celebrate  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraachid. 

Then  stole  I  up,  and  trancedly 
Gazed  on  the  Persian  pri  alone, 
Serene  witli  at^ent-lidded  eyes, 
Amorous,  and  lashea  like  to  rays 
Of  darkness,  and  a  brow  of  pearl 
Tressed  with  redolent  ebony, 
In  many  a  dark  delicious  curl. 
Flowing  beneath  her  rose-hued  zone ; 
The  sweetest  lady  of  the  time. 
Well  worthy  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alrasehid. 


Six  columns,  three  on  either  side, 
Pure  silver,  nnderpropt  a  rich 
Throne  of  the  mas^ve  ore,  froni  which 
Down-drooped,  in  many  a  floating  fold, 
Enaarlanded  and  diapered 
With  inwrought  flowers,  a  cloth  of  gold. 
Thereon,  his  deep  eye  laughtev-atirred 
With  merriment  of  kingly  pride. 
Sole  star  of  all  that  place  and  lime, 
I  saw  him— in  his  golden  prime. 
The  good  Haeoun  Albaschid  ! 
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ODE  TO  MBMOKl. 


Thou  who  stealest  fire, 
From  the  founfcuas  of  the  past, 
To  glori^  the  present ;  oh,  haste, 

Visit  mj  low  deare  I 
Strengthen  me,  enlighten  me ! 
I  feint  in  this  obacnnty, 
Thou  dewy  dawE  of  memory. 


Come  not  as  thou  earnest  of  late, 
Flinging  the  ^loom  of  yesternight 
On  Mie  white  day ;  but  rohed  in  softened  light 

Of  orient  state. 
Whilome  then  earnest  with  the  morning  mist. 

Even  as  a  maid,  whose  staiely  brow 
The  dew-impeatled  winds  of  dawu  tave  kisaed, 

When  she,  as  thou, 
Stays  on  her  floating  locks  the  loyely  freight 
Of  overflowing  blooms,  and  earliest  shoota 
Of  orient  green,  gjving  safe  pledge  of  fruits, 
Which  in  winterbde  shall  st^ 
The  black  earth  with  brilliance  rare. 


Wbilome  tiion  camest  with  the  morning  mist. 

And  with  the  evening^  eloud. 
Showering  thy  gleaned  wealth  into  my  open  breast, 
(Those  peerless  flowers  which  in  the  rudest  wind 


-  Sb, 


iS"I. 


When  rooted  in  the  garden  of  the  mind. 
Because  they  are  the  earliest  of  the  year.) 
Nor  was  die  night  tliy  shroud. 
In  sweet  dreams  softer  than  unbroken  rest 
Thou  leddest  by  the  hand  thy  infant  Hope. 
The  eddying  of  her  garmenfa  caught.from  thee 
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The  light  of  thy  gi«at  presence ;  and  the  cope 

Of  flie  half-attuned  futurity, 

Though  deep,  not  iathonJeaa, 
Was  ulovea  with  the  million  stars  that  tremble 
O'er  the  deep  mind  of  dauntless  infancy. 
Small  iJiought  waa  there  of  life's  distress ; 
For  sure  she  deemed  no  mist  of  earth  could  dul 
Those  spiiit-thrilling  eyes  so  keen  and  beautiful 
Sure  she  was  nigher  to  heaven's  spheres. 
Listening  the  lordly  muMO  flowing  from 
The  illimitable  years. 

0  strengthen  me,  enlighten  me ! 

1  fiuttt  in  this  obscurity. 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 

Come  forth,  I  cbai^  tbee,  arise. 
Thou  of  the  many  tongues,  the  myriad  eyes  I 
Thou  eomest  not  mth  shows  of  flaunting  vinos 

Unto  mine  inner  eye, 

Divinest  memory ! 
Thou  wert  not  nursed  by  the  waterliill 
Which  ever  sounds  and  shines 

A  pillar  of  white  %ht  upon  the  wall 
Of  purple  cliffs,  aloof  descried  : 
Come  from  the  woods  that  belt  the  gray  hill-side 
The  seven  elms,  the  poplars  four, 
That  stand  beade  my  father's  door, 
And  chiefly  from  the  brook  that  loves 
To  purl  o'er  matted  cress  and  ribbed  sand. 
Or  dimple  in  the  dark  of  rushy  coves, 
Drawing  into  his  narrow  earthen  urn. 

In  even"  elbow  and  turn, 
Tho  filtered  tribute  of  the  rough  woodland. 

0 1  hither  lead  thy  feet ! 
Pour  round  mine  ears  the  livelong  bleat 
Of  the  thick-fleeced  sheep  from  wattled  folds. 

Upon  the  ridged  molds. 
When  the  first  matin-Bong  hath  wakened  loud 
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Over  the  dark  dewy  eartli  foi'lorn, 

What  lime  the  ambev  morn 

Portli  gushes  from  beneath  a  low-hung  cloud. 


LatBe  dowries  dotli  the  raptured  eye 
1^  the  young  spirit  present 
When  first  she  is  wed ; 

And  like  a  bride  of  old 
In  triuroph  led, 

Willi  muaie  and  sweet  showers 
Of  festal  flowers, 
Unto  the  dwelling  she  must  sway. 
Well  hast  tbou  done,  great  artist  Memory, 
In  setting  round  thy  first  experiment 
With  royal  frameworit  of  wrought  gold 
Needs  must  wiou  deariy  love  thy  first  essay. 
And  foremost  in  thy  various  gallery 
Place  it,  where  sweetest  sunlight  fells 
Upon  the  storied  walls ; 
For  the  discovory 
And  newness  of  thine  art  so  pleased  thee. 
That  all  which  thou  hast  drawn  of  forest 

Or  boldest  since,  but  lightly  weighs 
With  thee  unto  the  love  thou  bearest 
The  fitst-bom  of  thy  genius.     Ardst-like, 
Ever  retiring  thou  dost  gaze 
On  the  prime  labor  of  thine  eai'ly  days : 
No  matter  what  the  sketch  might  be ; 
Whether  the  high  field  on  the  bushless  Pike, 
Or  even  a  sand-built  ridge 
Of  heaped  hills  that  mound  the  sea, 
Overblown  with  murmurs  haish, 
Or  even  a  lowly  cottage  whence  we  see 
Stretched  wide   aad  wild  the   waste   enon 

Where  fi^m  the  fi-equent  bridge, 

Like  emblems  of  infinity. 

The  trenched  waters  run  from  slty  to  sky ; 
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Or  &  garden  bowered  closo 

With  plaited  aMeys  of  tlie  ti-ailin"  rose, 

Ijong  alleys  falling  down  to  twilight  grots, 

Or  opening  upon  level  plots 

Of  crowned  hlies,  standing  near 

Parpls-spiked  lafender : 

Whether  in  after  life  retired 

From  brawling  etonna. 

From  Tveary  wind, 

IVith  youtliflil  fancy  reinspu-ed, 

We  may  hold  converse  mfh  all  forms 

Of  the  many-sided  mind, 

And  those  wliom  pasdon  had  not  blinded, 

Subtle-thoHgbted,  myriad-minded, 

My  friend,  with  you  to  live  alone, 

Methinks  were  better  than  to  own 

A  crown,  a  sceptre,  and  a  throne. 

0  strengthen  me,  enlighten  me  I 

1  feint  in  this  obscurity, 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 


A  SPIRIT  liannts  the  year's  last  hoin-a, 
Dwelling  amid  these  yellowing  bowers : 

To  himself  he  talks ; 
For  at  eventide,  listening  earnestly, 
At  liis  work  you  may  hear  Lim  sob  and  sigh 

In  the  walks ; 

Earthward  he  boweth  the  heavy  stalks 
Of  the  mouldering  flowers ; 

Heavily  hangs  the  broad  sunflower 
Over  its  grave  i'  the  earth  bo  chilly ; 

Heavily  hangs  the  hollyhock. 
Heavily  hangs  the  fjgor-lily. 
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The  ^r  is  damp,  and  hushed,  and  dose, 

As  a  sick  man's  room  when  he  take^  repose 

An  hour  before  death ; 
My  very  heart  feints  and  rav  whole  soul  grieve 
At  the  moiat  rich  smell  of  tne  rotting  leaves. 

And  the  breath 

Of  the  fading  edges  of  box  beneath, 
And  tiie  year's  last  rose. 

Heavily  hangs  the  broad  sunflower 
Over  its  grave  i'  the  earth  so  clully ; 

Heavily  hangs  the  hollyhock, 
Heavily  Mngs  the  tiger-Uly. 


ADELINE. 

Mystery  of  mysteries, 
I'aintly  smilicc  Adeline, 
Scarce  of  earfli  nor  all  divine, 
Nor  unhappy,  nor  at  rest, 
But  beyond  expression  :^r, 
With  diy  floating;  flaxen  h^r ; 
Thy  rose-lips  and  full  blue  eyes 

Take  the  heart  from  out  my  breast. 
Wherefore  tliose  dim  looks  of  thine, 
Shadowy,  dreaming  Adeline  ? 

Whence  that  aeiy  bloom  of  thine, 

Like  a  lily  which  tie  sun 
liooks  through  in  his  sad  decline. 

And  a  rose-bush  leans  u;fon, 
Thou  that  laintly  smilest  stdl, 
'    a  N^ad  in  a  weD, 


Looking  at  the  set  of  day, 

Or  a  phantom  two  hours  old 

Of  a  m^den  past  away. 
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Ere  tlie  placid  lips  be  cold  ? 
Wherefore  tliose  faint  sniiles  of  iliine, 
Spiritual  Adeline  ? 

Wbat  hope  or  fear  or  joy  is  thine  ? 

Who  fcdkoth  mth  thee,  Adeline  ? 

For  sure  thon  art  not  all  alone  r 

Do  heating  hearts  of  salient  springs 
Eeep  measure  with  thine  own  ? 
Hast  thou  heard  the  tiuttarflies 
What  they  say  hetwist  their  wings  ? 
Or  in  stillest  evenings 
With  what  voice  the  violet  ivoos 
To  his  heart  (he  silver  dews  ? 
Or  when  little  Mrs  arise, 
How  the  merry  hliiebeE  rings 
To  tlie  mosses  undenieath  ? 
Hast  tliou  looked  upon  the  hreafh 
Of  the  lilies  at  lunrise  ? 
Wherefore  fliat  feint  smile  of  thine, 
Shadowy,  dreMcing  Adeline  ? 

Some  honey-eonverae  feeds  thy  mind, 
Some  spirit  of  a  crimson  rose 
In  love  with  thee  forgets  to  close 
BGs  curtjuns,  wastiig  odorous  aghs 
All  night  long  on  darkness  hlind. 
What  aileth  See  ?  whom  wail»st  thou 
With  thy  softened,  shadowed  hrow. 
And  those  dew-ht  eyes  of  thine, 
Thou  faint  smiler,  Adeline  ? 

Lovest  thou  the  doleful  wind 

"'  When  thou  gazest  at  the  skies  ? 

Doth  the  low-tongued  Orient 

Wander  fi'om  me  ade  o'  the  mom. 
Dripping  with  Sahfean  spice 

On  thy  pilow,  lowly  hent 
With  melodious  airs  lovelorn, 
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A   CHAKACTEai. 

Breathing  light  against  thy  fece, 
While  Lis  locks  a-dropping  twined 
Bound  thy  neck  in  subtle  ring 
Make  a  carcaiiet  of/raya 
And  ye  tedk  together  stjll, 
In  the  language  wherewith  Spring 
Letters  cowslips  on  the  hill  ? 
Hence  that  look  and  aniile  of  thine, 
Spiritual  Adeline, 


A    CHAKACTEB. 


With  a  half-glance  upon  the  sky 
At  night  he  said,  "  Tne  wanderings 
Of  tlus  most  intricate  Universe 
Teach  me  the  nothingness  of  things." 
Yet  could  not  all  creation  pierce 
Beyond  the  bottom  of  his  eye. 


He  spalce  of  beauty ;  that  the  dull 

Saw  no  divinity  in  grass, 

Life  in  dead  stones,  or  spirit  in  air; 

Then  looking  as  'twere  in  a  glass, 

He  smoothed  his  chin  and  sleeked  his  hair. 

And  said  the  eailh  was  boautifol. 


He  spake  of  virtue :  not  the  gods 
More  purelv,  when  tbey  wish  to  charm 
Pallas  and  Juno  sitting  by : 
And  with  a  sweeping  of  the  arm. 
And  a  lack-lustre  dead-blue  eye, 
DcYolYod  his  rounded  periods. 
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Most  delicately  hour  by  tour 
He  canvassed  human,  mysteries, 
And  trod  on  silk,  as  if  the  winds 
Blew  Us  own  praises  in  Jiia  eyes, 
And  stood  aloof  from  other  minds 
In  impotence  of  fancied  power. 


With  lips  depressed  as  he  were  meek, 
Himaelf  unto  Mmself  he  sold : 
Upon  himaelf  himself  did  feed; 
Quiet,  dispas^onate,  and  cold. 
And  otier  than  his  form  of  creed, 
With  chiselled  features  clear  and  sleek. 


THE  POET. 

The  poet  in  a  golden  clime  was  horn, 

With  ^Iden  stars  above ; 
Dowered  with  the  hate  of  hate,  the  scorn  of  scorn. 
The  love  of  love. 

He  saw  through  life  and  death,  through  good  and  ill, 

He  saw  through  his  own  soul. 
The  marvel  of  the  everlasting  will. 
An  open  scroll. 

Before  him  lay ;  with  echoing  feet  he  threaded 

The  secret'st  walks  of  fame  : 
The  viewless  arrows  of  his  thoughts  were  headed 
And  winged  with  flame. 

Like  Indian  reeds  blown  from  his  silver  tongue, 

And  of  so  fierce  a  flight, 
From  Calpe  unto  Caucasus  they  aung. 

Filling  with  light 
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And  vagrant  melodies  the  winds  which  horo 

Them  earthivard  till  they  lit ; 
Then,  like  the  aiToir-seeds  of  the  field-flower, 

The  fruitful  wit, 

Cleaving,  took  root,  and  spiinging  forth  anew 

Where'er  they  fell,  behold. 
Like  to  the  mother  plant  in  semblance,  grew 

A  flower  all  gold, 

And  bravely  furnished  all  abroad  to  fling 

The  win^d  ahafe  of  truth, 
To  throng  ■vrifli  stataly  blooms  the  breathing  spring 

Of  Hope  and  Touth. 

So  many  minds  did  gird  their  orbs  with  be^ns, 

Though  one  dicf  fling  the  fire. 
Heaven  flowed  upon  the  soul  in  ma,ny  dreams 

Of  high  desire. 

Thus  truth  was  multiplied  on  trnth,  the  world 

Like  one  great  gai"den  showed. 
And  through  me  wreaths  of  floating  dark  upcurled 

Eara  sunrise  flowed. 

And  Freedcon  reared  in  that  august  sunrise 

Her  beautiful  bold  brow. 
When  rites  and  forms  before  his  burning  eyes 

Melted  like  snow 

There  was  no  blood  upon  her  rawden  robes 

Sunned  by  those  orient  skies ; 
But  round  about  the  cireles  of  the  globes 

Of  her  keen  eyes 

And  in  her  rEumenf  s  hem  was  traced  in  flamo 

Wisdom,  a  name  to  shake 
All  evil  dreams  of  power — a  sacred  name. 

And  when  she  sp^e. 
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Her  words  did  gather  thunder  as  they  rail, 
And  as  the  lightning  t»  the  thunder 

Which  followa  it,  nving  the  spirit  of  man, 
Making  earth  wonder, 

So  was  their  meaning  to  her  words.    No  sword 
Of  wrath  her  right  arm  whirled, 

But  one  poor  poet's  scroll,  and  with  kts  worf 
She  shook  the  world. 


THE    rOET'S    MIND. 


Vex  not  thou  the  poet's  mind 

With  thy  shallow  wit : 
Vex  not  thou  the  poet's  mind ; 

For  thou  canst  not  fethom  it. 
Clear  and  bright  it  should  he  ever, 
Flowing  like  a  crystal  river ; 
Bright  as  light,  and  clear  as  wind. 


Dark-hrowed  sophist,  come  not  anoar ; 

All  the  place  is  holy  ground ;  > 
Hollow  smile  and  frozen  sneer 

Come  not  here. 
Holy  water  will  I  pour 
Into  eveiy  spicy  ilower 
Of  the  laurel-shruhs  that  hedge  it  ai-ound. 
The  flowers  would  taint  at  your  cniel  cheer. 
In  your  eye  there  is  death. 
There  is  frost  in  vour  breath 
Which  would  blight  tie  plants. 
Where  you  stand  you  cannot  hear 
From  tlie  groves  within 
The  wild-bird's  din. 
In  die  heart  of  the  garden  the  moriy  bird  chants. 
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Tt  would  flJl  to  the  ground  if  you  came  in. 

In  the  middle  leaps  a  fountain 
Like  sheet  lightning, 
Ever  brightening 

With  a  low  melodious  thunder ; 
All  day  and  all  night  it  is  ever  drawn. 

From  the  hrmn  of  the  purple  mountain 

Which  stands  in  the  distance  yonder : 
It  springs  on  a  level  of  howeiy  lawn, 
And  the  mountain  dran^  it  from  Heaven  above. 
And  it  sings  a  song  of  undying  love ; 
And  yet,  though  its  voice  be  so  clear  and  fiill, 
Ton  never  would  hear  it — yonr  ears  are  so  dull ; 
So  keep  where  you  are :  you  are  foul  with  mk ; 
It  would  shrink  to  the  earth  if  you  came  in. 


THE    DYING    SWAN. 

The  plain  was  grassy,  wild  and  bare, 
Wide,  Tvild,  and  open  to  the  air. 
Which  had  built  up  everyivhere 

An  under-roofm  doleful  gray. 
With  an  inner  voice  the  river  ran, 
Adown  it  floated  a  dying  swan, 

Which  loudly  did  lament 
It  was  the  middle  of  the  day. 

Ever  the  weary  wind  went  on. 

And  took  the  reed-tops  as  it  went. 

Some  blue  peaks  in  the  distance  rose, 
And  white  against  the  cold-white  sky 
Shone  out  their  crowning  snows. 
One  mllow  over  the  river  wept, 
And  shook  the  wave  as  the  wind  did  sigh; 
Above  in  the  wind  was  the  swallow. 
Chasing  itself  as  its  own  wild  will. 
And  far  through  the  marish  green  and  still 
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The  tangled  watercoursea  slept, 
Shot  over  mth  purple,  and  green  and  yellow. 

The  irild  swan's  death-hymn  took  the  soul 

Of  tliat  waste  place  with  joy 

Hidden  in  sorrow ;  at  first  to  the  ear 

The  warble  was  low,  and  full  and  clear; 

And  floating  about  lie  under-sky. 

Prevailing  m  weakness,  the  coronach  stole 

Somelames  afar,  and  sometimes  anear; 

But  anon  her  awful  jubilant  voice. 

With  a  mnsie  strange  and  manifold, 

Flowed  forth  on  a  carol  free  and  bold : 

As  when  a  mighty  people  rejoice 

With  shawms,  and  with,  cymbals,  and  harps  of  gold. 

And  the  tumult  of  th«r  acclaim  is  rolled 

Through  the  open  gates  of  the  city  afer. 

To  the  shepherd  who  watoheih  the  evening  sfar. 

And  the  creeping  mosses  and  clambering  weeds, 

And  the  wiUow-branchea  hoar  and  dank, 

And  the  wavy  swell  of  the  soughing  reeds. 

And  the  wave-worn  horns  of  the  echoing  bank, 

And  the  silvery  maiish-flowers  that  throng 

The  desolate  creeks  and  pools  among, 

Were  flooded  over  with  eddying  Bong. 


Now  is  done  thy  long  day's  work  ; 
Fold  thy  palms  across  thy  breast, 
Fold  thme  arms,  turn  to  thy  rest 

Let  them  rave. 
Shadows  of  the  ^Iver  birk 
Sweep  the  green  that  folds  thy  gra 

Let  them  rave. 
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Thee  nor  carketB  earn  nor  slander ; 
Nothin"  but  the  small  cold  norm 
Frettetn,  thine  enahrouded  form. 

Let  tliem  rave. 
Light  and  shadow  ever  wander 
O'er  lie  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 


Thou  wilt  not  turn  upon  thy  hed ; 
Chanteth  not  the  brooding  bee 
Sweeter  tones  than  calumny  ? 

Let  them  rave. 
Thou  wilt  never  raise  thine  head 

n  that  folds  thy  grav 


Let  them  r: 


Crocodiles  wept  tears  for  thee ; 

The  woodbine  and  eglatere 

Drip  sweeter  dews  tmn  traitor's  tear. 

Let  them  rave. 
Rain  makes  muaie  in  the  tree 
O'er  tbe  ^en  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  tbem  rave. 


Round  thee  blow,  self-pleached  deep 
Bramble-roses,  f£unt  and  pale, 
And  long  purples  of  the  dale. 

Let  them  rave. 
These  in  every  shower  creep 
Through  the  green  that  folds  thy  grav< 

Let  them  rave. 


The  gold-eyed  kingcups  fine, 
The  &ail  bluebell  peereth  over 
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Eare  broidry  of  the  purple  clover. 

Let  tliem  rave. 
Kings  have  no  such  couch  as  thine, 
As  Uie  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  fhem  rave. 


WHd  wordg  wander  here  and  there ; 
God's  great  gift  of  speech  abused 
Makes  thy  memory  confiised — 

But  let  them  rave. 
The  balm-cricket  carols  clear 
In  the  green  tliat  folds  thy  gi-ave. 

Let  thorn  rave. 


LOVE  AND  DEATH. 

What  time  the  mighty  moon  was  gathering  light, 

Love  paced  the  fhymy  plols  of  Paradise, 

And  sul  about  him  rolled  hia  lustrous  eyes; 

When,  turning  round  a  cassia,  fiill  in  view 

Death,  walking  aU  alone  beneath  a  yew. 

And  talking  to  himself,  first  met  his  aght : 

"  Yon  must  begone,"  said  Death ;  "  these  walks  arc 

Love  wept  and  spread  his  sheeny  vans  for  flight ; 
Yet  ere  he  parted  said,  "  This  honr  is  Ihine ; 
Thon  art  the  shadow  of  life,  and  aa  the  tree 
Stands  in  the  sun  and  shadows  all  beneath, 
So  in  the  light  of  great  eternity 
Life  eminent  creates  the  shade  of  death ; 
The  shadow  passeth  when  the  tree  shall  f^ 
But  I  shall  reign  forever  over  all." 
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THE  BALLAD  OF   ORIANA. 

My  heart  is  ivasted  witli  my  woe, 

Oi'iaaa. 
There  is  no  rest  for  me  below 

Oriana. 
When  the  long  dun  wolds  ai*  ribbed  with  snow, 
Ajid  loud  tiie  Norland  whirlwinds  blow, 

Oriana, 
AJone  I  wander  to  and  fro, 

Oriana. 

Ere  the  light  on  dark  was  growing, 

At  midnight  the  cock  was  crowing, 

Oriana: 
Winds  were  blowing,  waters  flovring. 
We  heard  the  steeds  to  battle  goiog. 


In  the  yew-wood,  black  aa  night, 

Oriana, 
Ere  I  rode  info  the  fight, 

Oriana, 
While  bliaaM  tears  blinded  my  sight, 
By  star-shine  and  by  moonlight, 

Oi'iana, 
I  to  thee  my  troth  did  plight, 

Oriana. 

She  stood  u^n  the  caslle  wall, 

Oriana ; 
She  watched  my  creat  among  them  all, 

Oriana : 
She  saw  me  light,  she  hea»l  me  call, 
When  forth  there  stept  a  foeman  tall, 

Oriana, 
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Atween  me  and  the  castle  wall, 


The  biaer  arrow  went  adde, 

Oriana ; 
The  flJse,  fldse  arrow  went  aside, 

Oriana; 
The  damned  arrow  glanced  aside, 
And  pierced  thy  heart,  my  love,  my  b 


Thy  heart,  my  life,  my 
Oriana  I 

love,  my  bride, 

0  !  narrow,  narrow  was  the  space, 

Oriana. 
Loud,  loud  rung  out  the  bugle's  brays, 

0 1  deathful  stabs  were 
The  battle  deepened  ir 

Oriana  ; 
But  I  was  down  upon  i 

!  dealt  apace, 
1  its  place. 

.,f.0=, 

They  should  have  slabbed  me  where  I  lay, 

Oriana  I 
How  could  I  rise  and  come  away, 

Oriana? 
How  could  I  look  upon  the  day  ? 
They  aliould  liave  stabbed  me  where  I  lay. 

Oriana — 
They  should  have  trod  me  into  day, 

Oriana. 

O!  breaking  heart  that  will  not  break, 

Oriana ; 
O  !  pale,  pale  fece  so  sweet  and  meeic, 

Omna. 
Thou  smilest,  but  thou  dost  not  speak, 
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And  then  the  tears  run  down  my  clisei, 

Oriana  : 
What  wantest  thou  ?  whom  dost  thou  seek, 

Oriana  ? 

I  cry  aloud :  none  hear  my  cries, 

Oriana. 
Thou  comeft  atween  me  and  the  sides, 

Oriana. 
I  feel  ihe  tears  of  bbod  arise 
Up  from  my  heart  unto  my  eyes, 

Oriana. 
"Within  thy  heart  my  ai'i-ow  lies, 

Oriana. 

O  cursed  hand  1  oh  cursed  blow  I 
Oriana ! 

0  liappy  thou  that  liest  low, 

Oriana  I 
All  night  the  silence  seems  to  flow 
Beside  me  in  my  utter  woe, 

Oriana. 
A  weary,  weaiy  way  1  go, 

Oriana. 

When  Norland  winds  pipe  down  the  sea, 
Oriana, 

1  walk,  I  dajre  not  think  of  thee, 

Oriana. 
Thou  liest  beneatli  the  greenwood  tree, 
1  dare  not  die  and  come  to  thee, 

Oriana. 
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CIRCUMSTANCE. 

Two  cbildren  in  two  neighbor  villages 
Playing  mad  pranfcs  along  the  healhy  leas ; 
Two  strangers  meeting  at  a  festival ; 
Two  lovers  whispering  by  an  orchard  wall ; 
Two  lives  bound  fest  in  one  with  golden  ease ; 
Two  graves  grass-green  beside  a  gray  cliurcli-tower, 
Washed  with  still  rains  and  dalsy-Hossomed ; 
Tiyo  children  in  one  hamlet  born  and  bred  ; 
So  runs  the  round  of  life  from  hour  to  hour. 


THE  MEEMAN. 

Who  would  be 
A  merman  bold 
Sitting  alone, 
Singing  alone 


I  would  be  a  merman  bold ; 
I  would  sit  and  sing  lie  whole  of  the  day ; 
I  ■would  fill  the  sea-halls  with  a  voice  ol  power, 
But  at  night  I  would  roam  abroad,  and  play 
With  the  merm^ds  in  and  out  of  the  rocks, 
Dreasms  their  bait  with  the  white  sea-fiower ; 
And  hcfding  them  back  by  their  flowing  locks, 
I  would  kiss  them  often  under  the  sea, 
And  kiss  them  again  till  they  kissed  me 

Laughingly,  laughingly ; 
And  then  we  would  wander  away,  away 
To  the  pale-green  sea-gixives  straight  and  high. 

Chasing  each  other  merrily. 
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There  would  be  neither  moon  nor  star ; 
But  the  wave  would  make  music  above  us 
Low  tiunder  and  light  in  the  mafflo  night 

Neither  moon  nor  star. 
We  would  call  aloud  in  the  dreamy  della, 
Call  to  each  other  and  whooj  and  eiy 

All  night,  merrily,  mernly ; 
They  would  pelt  me  with  atariy  !. 
Laughing  ana  clapping  their  hanc 

All  night,  merrily,  merrily ; 
But  I  wouM  tlirow  them  back  in  mine 
Turkia  and  agate  and  almondine : 
Then  leaping  out  upon  fJiem  unseen, 
I  would  km  them  mien  nnder  the  sea. 
And  kiss  &em  again  till  they  kissed  me 

Laughingly,  laughingly. 
O !  what  a  happy  life  were  mine 
Under  the  hollow-hung  ocean  green  I 
Soft  are  the  moss-heds  under  tie  sea ; 
We  would  live  merrily,  merrily. 


THE  MEKMAID. 

Who  would  be 
A  mermaid  &ir, 

Singing  alone. 
Combing  her  htdi 
Under  fte  sea, 
In  a  golden  curl 
With  a  comb  of  pearl, 

Oq  a  throne  ? 

I  would  be  a  mermaid  lair  ; 
I  would  sing  to  myself  the  whole  of  the  day ; 
With  a  PonS)  of  pearl  I  would  comb  my  hair ; 
And  still  as  I  combed  I  would  sing  and  say, 
"  Who  is  it  loves  me  ?  who  loves  not  me  ?  " 
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I  would  comb  my  liMr  till  my  ringlets  would  fall, 

]j)w  adown,  low  axJown, 
From  under  my  starry  sea-bud  crown 

Low  aclown  and  around, 
And  I  should  look  like  a  fountain  of  gold 
Springing  alone 

With  a  ihrm  inner  sound. 
Over  the  throne 

In  tbe  midst  of  the  hall ; 
Till  tliat  great  sea-snake  under  the  sea 
From  his  coiled  sleeps  in  the  central  deeps 
Would  slowly  trail  himself  sevenfold 
Round  the  Ml  where  I  sate,  and  look  in  at  the  gate 
With  his  large  calm  eyes  for  the  love  of  me. 
And  all  the  mermen  under  the  sea 
Would  feel  their  immortality 
Die  in  their  hearts  for  the  love  of  mc. 

But  at  night  1  would  wander  away,  away_, 

I  would  fling  on  each  aide  my  low-flowing  looks 

And  hghtly  vault  irom  the  throne  and  play 
With  the  mermen  in  and  out  of  the  rocks ; 

We  would  run  to  and  fro,  and  hide  and  seek, 
On  the  broiid  sea-wolds  i'  the  crimson  shells. 
Whose  silvery  spikes  are  nighest  the  sea. 

But  if  any  came  near,  I  would  call  and  sbriefc, 

And  adown  the  steep  like  a  wave  I  woold  leap 
From  the  diamond  ledges  that  jut  from  &s  dells. 

For  I  would  not  be  kissed  by  all  who  would  list, 

Of  the  bold  merry  mermen  under  the  sea ; 

They  would  sue  me,  and  woo  me,  and  flatter  me, 

In  the  purple  tmlights  under  the  sea ; 

But  the  king  of  them  all  would  carry  me, 

Woo.  me,  and  win  me,  and  marry  me, 

In  the  branching  jaspers  under  the  sea ; 

Then  all  (he  dry  pied  things  that  be 

In  the  hueless  mosses  under  the  sea 

Would  curl  round  my  silver  feet  silently, 

All  looking  up  for  the  love  of  me. 
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SONNET  TO  J 


And  if  I  should  carol  aloud,  from  aloft 
All  tMiiga  that  are  forked,  acd  horuei],  and  soft, 
Woald  lean  out  from  the  hollow  sphere  of  the  se 
All  looking  down  for  (he  love  of  me. 


SONNET    TO  J.  M.  K. 

Mr  hope  and  heart  is  with  thee — thou  wilt  be 

A  latter  Luther,  and  a  eoldiep-priest 

To  scare  church-harpies  from  the  master's  feast ; 

Our  dusted  velvets  have  much  need  of  thee : 

Thou  art  no  sabbath-drawler  of  old  saws, 

DistiUed  from  some  worm-oankered  homily ; 

But  spurred  at  heart  with  fieriest  enei^ 

To  emhatfail  and  to  wall  about  thy  cause 

With  iron-worded  proof,  hating  to  hark 

The  humming  of  the  drowsy  pulpitdrone 

Half  God's  good  sabbath,  while  the  worn-out  clerk 

Brow-beats  his  desk  below.     Thou  from  a  throne 

Mounted  in  heaven  wilt  shoot  into  the  dark 

ArrowB  of  lightnings.    I  will  stand  and  mark. 
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THE  LADY  OF  SHALOTT. 


On  eidier  side  the  river  lie 
Long  fields  of  barley  and  of  rye, 
That  clothe  the  irold  and  meet  the  sky ; 
And  thro^h  the  field  the  road  runs  by 

lo  many-towered  Camelot ; 
And  up  and  down  the  people  go, 
Gazing  where  the  lilies  blow 
Round  an  island  there  below. 

The  island  of  Shalott 

Willows  whiten.,  aspens  <^iver, 
Little  breezes  dusk  and  Silver 
Through  the  wave  that  runs  forever 
By  the  island  in  the  river 

Flowing  down  to  Camelot. 
Four  gray  walls,  and  four  gray  towers, 
Overlook  a  space  of  flowers, 
And  the  alent  isle  embowers 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

By  the  mai^n,  willow-veiled, 
Slide  the  heavy  barges  trailed 
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Skimmmg  dowu  to  Camelot ; 
Bnt  who  hath  seen  her  wave  her  hand  i 
Or  at  the  casement  seen  her  etaud  ? 
Or  is  she  known  in  all  the  land, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott  ? 

Only  reapers,  reaping  early 
In  among  the  heardwl  bai'iey, 
Hear  a  song  that  echoes  cheerly 
From  the  river  winding  clearly. 

ilown  to  towered  (Jamelot : 
And  by  the  moon  the  reaper  weary, 
Piling  sheaves  in  uplands  airy. 
Listening,  whispers  "  '1^  the  feiry 

Lady  of  Shalott." 


A  m^ie  web  with  a 

She  I^  heard  a  whisper  say, 

A  curse  is  on  her  if  she  stay 

To  look  down  to  Camelot. 
She  knoivB  not  what  the  curse  may  be, 
And  BO  she  weavetli  steadily, 
And  little  other  care  hath  she. 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

And  moving  through  a  mirror  deai 
That  hangs  before  her  all  the  year. 
Shadows  of  the  world  appear. 
There  she  sees  the  liighway  near 

Winding  down  to  Camelot : 
There  the  river  ^dy  whirls, 
And  there  the  surly  village-churls, 
And  the  red  oloais  of  market-girls. 

Pass  onivard  from  Shalott 
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THE   I.ADV   OF    SHALOTT. 

Sometbnes  a  troop  of  damsels  glad, 
An  abbot  on  an  aniUlng  pad, 
Sometimes  a  emly  Bhephcrd4ad, 
Or  long-haired  page  in  crimson  clad, 

Goea  By  to  towered  Camelot ; 
And  sometimes  throu^li  the  mirror  blue 
The  knights  come  riding  two  and  two : 
She  hath  no  loyal  knighc  and  true, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

But  in  her  weh  she  still  delights 
To  weave  the  mirror's  magic  sichts. 
For  often  through  the  silent  nimits 
A  funeral,  with  plumes  and  lights, 

And  music,  went  to  Camelot : 
Or  when  the  moon  was  overhead. 
Came  two  yoang  lovers  lately  wed ; 
"  I  am  half-sick  of  shadows,"  s^d 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 


A  BOW-SHOT  from  her  hower-eaves, 
He  rode  between  the  barley  sheaves, 
The  sun  came  daazling  through  the  leaves, 
And  flamed  upon  the  brazen  greaves 

Of  bold  Sir  Lancelot. 
A  redcross  knight  forever  kneeled 
To  a  lady  in  his  shield, 
That  sparkled  on  the  yellow  field, 

Beade  remote  Shalott 


As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot  r 
And  from  his  blazoned  baldiic  slung 
A  mighty  alver  bugle  hung, 
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And  as  he  rode  Iiis  (irmor  rung, 
Beside  remote  ShaJolt. 

All  in.  the  blue  unclouded  weather 
Thiek-je welled  shone  the  saddle-leather, 
The  helmet  and  the  helmet-feather 
Burned  like  one  burning  flame  together, 

As  be  rede  down  to  Camelot 
As  often  through  the  purple  night. 
Below  the  atarrj-  clusters  cright, 
Borne  bearded  meteor,  trailing  light, 

Moves  over  slili  ShalotL 

lEs  broad  dear  brow  in  sunlight  glowed ; 
On  burnished  hooves  his  war-horse  trode ; 
From  underneath  his  helmet  flowed 
Hia  coal-black  curls  aa  oa  he  rode, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot. 
From  tlie  bank  and  from  Ihe  river 
He  flashed  into  the  crystal  nurroi', 
"  Tjrra  lirra,"  by  the  river 

Sang  Sir  Lancelot 

She  left  the  web,  she  left  the  loom. 
She  made  three  paces  through  the  room, 
She  saw  the  water-lily  bloom, 
She  saw  the  hehnet  and  the  plume. 

She  looked  down  to  CameloL 
Out  flew  the  web  and  floated  wide ; 
The  mirror  cracked  from  side  to  ride ; 
"  The  oarse  is  come  upon  me,"  cried 

The  Lady  of^Shalott. 


In  the  stormy  eastrwind  straining, 
The  pale  yellow  woods  were  waning, 
The  broad  stream  in  his  banks  complaining. 
Heavily  the  low  sky  raining 

Over  towered  C^ielot ; 
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Down  slie  came  and  found  a  boat 
Beneath  a  willow  left  afloat, 
And  round  about  the  prow  she  yvnyte 
The  Lady  of  Shaloll. 

And  down  the  river's  dim  expanse — 
Like  some  bold  seer  in  a  trance, 
Seeing  all  his  own  mischance — 
With  a  glassy  countenance 

Did  she  look  to  Camelot. 
And  at  the  cloang  of  the  day 
She  loosed  the  ctoin,  and  down  she  lay ; 
The  broad  stream  bore  her  far  away. 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Lyine,  robed  in  snowy  white 
'rtiat  loosely  flew  to  left  and  right — 
The  leaves  upon  her  falling  light — 
Through  the  noises  of  the  night 

She  floated  down  to  Camelot : 
And  as  the  hoat-head  wound  along 
The  willowy  hills  and  fields  among, 
They  heard  her  singing  her  last  song. 

The  Lady  of  Shabtt 

Heard  a  carol,  mournflil,  holy. 
Chanted  loudly,  chanted  lowly, 
Till  her  blood  was  frozen  slowly, 
And  her  eyes  were  darkened  wholly. 

Turned  to  towered  Camelot ; 
For  ere  she  reached  npon  tlie  tide 
The  first  house  by  the  water-side, 
Singing  in  her  song  she  died, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Under  tower  and  balcony, 
By  gardeu-wall  and  gallery, 
A  gloaniing  shape  she  floated  by, 
A  corae  between  the  houses  high, 
Silent  into  Camelot. 
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Out  upon  the  wharves  they  carae, 
Knight  and  hui^her,  lord  and  dame. 
And  round  the  prow  they  read  her  nan 
Tks  Lady  of  ShalotU 

Who  13  this  ?  and  what  is  here  ? 
And  in  the  lighted  palace  near 
Died  the  sound  of  royal  cheer ; 
And  they  crossed  themselves  for  fear, 

All  the  knights  at  Comelot : 
But  Lancelot  mused  a  little  space ; 
He  saJA,  "  She  has  a  lovely  moe ; 
God  in  his  mercy  lend  her  grace, 

The  Lady  of  Shafott." 


MARIANA  IN   THE   SOUTH. 


With  one  black  shadow  at  ilB  feet, 
The  house  through  all  the  level  shines, 

Close-latticed  to  the  brooding  heat. 
And  silent  in  its  dusty  vines : 

A  feint-bine  ridge  upon  die  right. 


empty  river-bed  before, 
1  shallows     -  -  -■-'---■  - 


And  shallows  on  a  distant  diore, 
In  glaring  sand  and  inleta  bright. 

But  "  Ave  Mary,"  made  she  moan. 

And  "  Ave  Mary,"  night  and  mom. 

And  "  Ah,"  she  sang,  "  to  be  aU.  alone, 

To  live  forgotten,  and  love  forlorn." 


She,  as  her  earcJ  sadder  grew, 
From  brow  and  bosom  slowly  down. 

Through  rosy  taper  fingers  drew 
Her  streaming  curls  of  deepest  brown 

To  left  and  right,  and  made  appear, 
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THE  eOTJTH. 

Still-lighted  in  a  secret  slmne, 

Her  melancholy  eyes  divitte, 

The  home  of  woe  without  a  tear. 

And  "  Ave  Marj-,"  was  her  moan, 

"  Madonna,  sad  is  night  and  morn ; " 

And  "  Ah,"  she  sang,  "  to  be  all  alone. 

To  live  forgotten,  and  love  forlom." 


Till  all  the  crimson  changed,  and  past 

Into  deep  orange  o'er  the  sea, 
Low  on  her  knees  herself  she  cast, 

Before  Our  Lady  murmured  she ; 

Compliuning,  "  Mother,  ^ve  me  grace 

To  help  me  of  my  weary  load." 

And  on  the  hquid  miiTor  glowed 

The  clear  perfection  of  her  fitce. 

"  le  this  the  form,"  she  made  her  moan, 

"  That  won  his  piwees  night  and  mora  ? 
And  "  Ah,"  she  said,  "  but  I  w^e  alone, 
I  sleep  fei^otten,  I  ivake  forlorn." 


Bor  bird  would  aJng,  nor  Iamb  would  bleat, 

Hor  any  cloud  would  cross  the  vault, 
But  day  increased  from  heat  to  heat. 

On  stony  drought  and  steaming  salt ; 
Till  now  at  noon  she  slept  again. 
And  Eeemed  knee-deep  in  mountain  grass, 
And  heard  her  native  breezes  pass. 
And  runlets  babbling  down  flie  glen. 

She  breathed  in  sleep  a  lower  moan. 

And  murmuring,  as  at  night  and  mom, 
She  thought,  "  My  spirit  is  here  alone. 
Walks  foi^tten,  and  is  forlom." 
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She  wote ;  the  babble  of  the  stream. 

Fell,  and  without  the  steady  glare 

Shrank  the  sick  olive  sore  and  smalL 

The  river-bed  was  dnsty  white ; 

And  all  the  furnace  of  the  light 

Struck  up  agiunst  the  bliading  wall. 

She  whispered,  with  a  stifled  moan. 

More  inward  than  at  night  or  morn, 
"  Sweet  Mother,  let  me  not  here  alone 
Live  forgotten,  and  die  forlorn." 


And,  rising,  from  her  bosom  drew 

Old  letters,  breathing  of  her  worth, 
For  "  Love,"  they  said,  "  must  needs  be  true 

To  what  is  loyeliest  upon  earth." 
An  image  seemed  to  pass  the  door. 
To  took  at  her  witH  slight,  and  say, 
"  But  now  thy  beauty  flows  away, 
So  be  alone  for  eTermore." 

"  O  cruel  heart,"  she  changed  her  tone, 
"  And  cruel  love,  whose  end  is  soom. 
Is  this  the  end  to  be  left  alone, 

To  live  forgotten,  and  die  forlorn ! " 


But  sometimes  in  the  falling  day 

An  image  seemed  to  pass  the  door. 
To  look  into  her  eyes  and  say, 

"  But  thou  shalt  be  alone  no  more." 
And  flaming  downward  over  all 

From  heat  to  heat  the  day  decreased. 
And  slowly  rounded  to  the  east 
The  one  black  shadow  from  the  wall. 

"  The  day  to  night,"  she  made  her  moaJ 
"  The  day  to  night,  the  night  to  mori 
And  day  and  night  I  am  left  alone. 
To  live  forgotten,  and  love  fovlom." 
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At  eve  a  dry  cicala  sang, 

There,  came  a  sound  as  <rf  the  sea ; 
Backward  the  lattice-blind  she  flung, 

And  leaned  upoa  the  balcony. 
There  all  in  spaces  rosy-bright 

Lai^e  Hesper  glittered  on  her  tears. 
And  deepening  through  the  silent  spheres, 
Heaven  over  Heaven  rose  the  night- 

And  weeping  then  she  made  her  moan, 

"  The  night  comes  on  that  knows  not  mom, 
When  I  shall  cease  to  be  all  alone, 
To  live  forgotten,  and  love  forlorn." 


ELEANORE. 


For  there  is  nothing  here. 
Which,  from  the  outward  to  the  inward  brought, 
Moulded  thy  baby  thought. 
Far  off  from  human  neighborhood, 

Thou  wert  bom,  on  a  summer  morn, 
A  mile  beneath  the  cedar-wood. 
Thy  bounteous  forehead  was  aot  lanned 

With  breezes  from  our  oaken  jlades, 
But  thou  wert  nursed  in  some  delicmus  land 

Of  lavish  lights,  and  floating  shades : 
And  flattering  thy  childish  thought 
The  oriental  liiiry  brought, 

At  the  moment  of  thy  birth, 
From  old  well-heads  of  haunted  rills, 
And  the  hearts  of  purple  hills. 

And  stadowed  coves  on  a  sunny  shore, 
The  choicest  wealth  of  all  the  earth, 
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BLEANOUE. 


To  deck  thy  cradle,  Elei 

Or  the  yellow-baaded  bees, 
Through  half-open  lattices 
Coming  in  the  scented  breeze, 

Fed  thee,  a  cluld,  lyin"  alone. 

With  wliitest  honey  in  Mry  gai-dena  culleil 
A  glorious  child,  dreaming  alone, 
In  ailk-soft  folds,  ujion  yielding  djDwn, 
Wiih  the  lium  of  swarming  bees 

Into  dreamful  dumtier  lulled. 

Who  may  minister  to  thee  f 
Summer  herself  should  minister 

To  thee,  with  fruitage  golden-rinded 

On  golden  salvers,  or  it  may  be. 
Youngest  Autumn,  in  a  bower 
Grape-thiekened  from  the  hght,  and  blinded 

With  many  a  deep-hued  bcll-lilte  flower 
Of  fragrant  tKulers,  when  the  air 

Sleepeth  over  all  the  heaven, 

And  the  crag  that  fronts  the  Even, 
All  along  the  shadowing  shore, 
Ci'imsons  over  an  inland  mere, 
EleSnore ! 

How  may  fiill-sailed  verse  express, 
How  may  measured  words  adore 
The  fuU-fiowing  harmony 
Of  thy  swan-like  stateSness, 
Eleanore  ? 
The  luxuriant  symmetry 
Of  thy  floating  gracefulness, 
Eleanore? 
Every  turn  aJid  glance  of  thine, 
Every  lineament  divine. 


And  the  stsady  sunset  glow, 
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ELBANOnE. 

That  stays  upon  thee  ?     For  in  thee 

Is  nothing  sudden,  nothing  single ; 
Like  two  streams  of  incense  free 

Thought  and  motion  mingle, 
Mingle  ever.    Motions  flow 
To  one  another,  even  as  though 
They  were  modulated  so 

To  an  unheard  melody, 
Which  lives  about  thee,  and  a  sweep 

Of  richest  pauses,  evermore 
Drawn  from  each  other  mellow-deep ; 

Wio  may  express  thee,  EleSnore  ? 

I  stand  before  thee,  EleSnore ; 

1  see  thy  beanty  gradually  unfold, 
Dtuly  and  houriy,  more  and  more. 
I  muse,  as  in  a  toanee,  the  while 

Slowly,  as  from  a  cloud  of  gold. 
Comes  out  thy  deep  ^nbroaal  smile. 
I  mtae,  as  in  a  trance,  whene'er 

The  languors  of  thy  love-deep  eyes 
Float  onto  me.    I  would  I  were 

So  tranced,  so  rapt  in  ecstasies. 
To  stend  apart,  and  to  adore. 
Gazing  on  thee  for  evermore, 
Serene,  imperial  EleSnore! 

Sometimes,  with  most  intensity 

Gazing,  I  seem  to  see 

Thought  folded  over  thought,  smiling  asleep, 

Slowly  awakened,  grow  so  tail  and  deep  . 

In  tliy  large  eyes,  that,  overpowered  quite, 

I  cannot  veil,  or  droop  my  sight, 

But  am  as  nothing  in  its  ught : 

As  thoi^h  a  star,  m  inmost  heaven  set, 

Even  whjie  we  gaze  on  it, 

Should  slowly  i-ound  his  orb,  and  slowly  grow 

To  a  full  face,  there  like  a  sun  remain 
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Fixed — tlien  as  slowly  fiide  a^in, 

And  draw  itself  to  what  it  was  before ; 
So  foil,  so  deep,  ao  alow, 
Thought  seems  to  come  and  go 
In  thy  large  eyes,  imperial  Eieanore. 

As  thunderdouda  that,  hung  on  high, 

Eoofed.  the  world  ivith  doubt  and  fear, 
Floating  through  an  evening  atmosphere, 
Grow  golden  all  about  the  &y ; 
In  thee  all  passion  becomes  pasMonless, 
Touched  by  thy  spirit's  mellowness, 
Losii^  his  fire  and  active  might 

hi  a  silent  meditation. 
Falling  into  a  still  delight, 

And  luxury  of  contemplation ; 
As  waves  that  up  a  quiet  cove 
Rolling  slide,  and  lying  stil! 

Shadow  forth  the  banks  at  iriU ; 
Or  sometimes  they  swell  and  move, 
Pressing  up  against  the  land, 
With  motions  of  the  out«r  sea : 
And  the  selfsame  influence 
Controlleth  all  the  soul  and  sense 
Of  Passion  gazing  upon  thee. 
His  bowstring  slackened,  languid  Love, 
Leaning  his  cheek  upon  hia  hand. 
Droops  DOth  his  wings,  regarding  thee, 
And  so  would  languish  evermore, 
Serene,  imperial  Eieanore. 

But  when  I  see  thee  roam,  with  tresses  tmconfiucd. 
While  the  amorous,  odorous  wind 

Breathes  low  between  the  sunset  and  the  moon ; 
Or,  in  a  shadowy  saioon, 
On  silken  cushions  half  reclined ; 

I  watch  thy  grace ;  and  in  its  place 
My  heart  a  charmed  slumber  keeps, 
While  I  muse  upon  thy  fece ; 
4 
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And  a  languid  fire  creeps 
Through  iiw'  veins  to  all  my  frame, 
Dissolyingly  and  slowly:  soon, 

From  thy  ro3e-red  lips  my  name 
Flowoth ;  and  then,  as  in  a  swoon, 

With  dinninff  sound  my  ears  are  rife, 

My  tremuEms  lonsue  faltercth, 

I  lose  my  color,  I  lose  my  breatli, 

I  drink  the  cup  of  a  costly  death, 

Brimmed  with  delirious  draughts  of  warmest  liffe. 

I  die  with  my  delight,  oefore 

I  hear  what  I  would  hear  from  thee ; 
Yet  tell  my  name  again  to  me. 
I  would  be  dying  evermore. 
So  dying  ever,  Eleanore. 


THE   MILLER'S    DAUGHTER. 

I  3EE  lie  wealthy  milier  yet, 

TTia  double  chin,  his  portly  size. 
And  who  that  Icnew  him  could  forget 

The  busy  wrinkles  K>und  his  eyes  1 
The  slow  wise  smile  that,  round  about 

His  dusty  forehead  dryly  curied, 
Seemed  half-within  and  lialf-withOTit, 

And  Ml  of  dealings  with  the  world  ? 

In  yonder  chair  I  see  him  sit. 

Three  fingers  round  ihe  old  silver  cup — 
I  see  his  gray  eyes  twinkle  yet 

At  his  own  jest— gray  eyes  lit  up 
With  summer  lightmngs  of  a  soul 

So  full  of  summer  warmth,  so  glad. 
So  healthy,  sound,  and  clear  and  whole, 

His  memory  scarce  can  malte  me  sad. 
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There's  soinewhat  in  thia  world  ajnias 

Shall  be  unriddled  by  aad  by. 
There's  somemliat  flows  to  us  in  life. 

But  more  ia  taken  quite  away. 
Pmy,  Alice,  pray,  my  darling  wife, 

'That  we  may  die  uie  aelfeaiue  day. 

Have  1  not  found  a  happy  earth  ? 

I  least  should  breatlie  a  thought  of  pain. 
Would  God  renew  me  from  my  birth 

Pd  almost  liye  my  life  again. 
So  sweet  it  seems  with  thee  to  walk, 

And  once  again  to  woo  thee  mine — 
It  seems  in  after-dinner  Ulk 

Across  the  walnuts  and  the  wine — 

To  bo  the  long  and  listless  boy 

Late  left  an  orphan  of  the  squire. 
Where  this  old  mansion  mounted  high 

Looks  down  upon  the  village  spire : 
For  even  here,  where  I  and  you 

Have  lived  and  loved  alone  so  long, 
Each  morn  my  sleep  was  broken  through 

By  some  wild  skylark's  matin  song. 

And  oft  I  heard  the  tender  dove 

In  firiT  woodlands  making  moan ; 
But  ere  I  saw  your  eyes,  my  love, 

1  had  no  motion  of  my  own. 
I'or  scarce  my  life  with  fancy  played 

Before  I  dreamed  that  pleasant  dream — 
Still  hither  thither  idly  swayed 

Like  those  bug  mosses  in  the  stream. 


g-flowers,  where  they  sprung 
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THE    miller's    daughter. 

Below  tlie  range  of  stepping  stones, 
And  iLose  three  chestnuts  near,  that  hung 
In  masses  thick  with  milky  conea. 

But,  Alice,  what  an  hour  was  that, 

When,  after  roving  in  tlie  woods, 
("Twas  April  then,)  I  came  and  sat 

Below  the  ehestouts,  when  their  bnds 
Were  glistening  to  the  breeay  blue ; 

And  on  the  dope,  an  absent  fool, 
I  cast  me  down,  nor  tliought  of  you. 

But  angled  in  the  higher  pool. 

A  love-Bong  I  had  somewhere  read. 

An  echo  from  a  measured  strain, 
Beat  time  to  notliing  in  the  head 

From  some  odd  comer  of  the  br^n. 
It  haunted  me,  the  morning  long. 

With  weary  sameness  in  the  rhymes. 
The  phantom  of  a  silent  song. 

That  went  and  came  a  thousand  times. 


.tcfied  th 


d  the  iittle  circles  die ; 
They  past  into  the  level  flood, 

And  there  a  vision  caught  my  eye ; 
The  reflex  of  a  beauteous  form, 

A  glowing  arm,  a  gleaming  necfc. 

Within  the  dark  and  dimpled  beck. 

For  you  remember,  you  had  set. 

That  morning,  on  tlie  easement's  edge 
A  long  green  box  of  mignonelie. 

And  you  were  leaning  from  the  ledge : 
And  when  1  raised  my  eyes,  above 

They  met  with  two  so  fiiU  and  bright — 
Such  eyea !  1  swear  to  you,  my  love, 

That  these  have  never  t(»it  their  light. 
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THE  milleb's  DAUOHTEB,  I 

I  loved,  and  lore  dispelled  the  fear 

Tkit  I  should  die  an  early  death ; 
For  love  possessed  the  atmospliere, 

And  filled  the  breast  witli  purer  breath. 
My  moth^  thought,  What  ails  tlie  boy  ? 

For  I  was  altered,  and  be^an 
To  move  about  the  house  with  joy, 

And  with  the  certain  step  of  man, 

I  loved  the  brimming  wave  that  swam 

Through  quiet  meadows  round  the  mill, 
He  sleepy  pool  above  (he  dam. 

The  pool  beneath  it  never  still. 
The  meal-aacka  on  the  whitened  floor. 

The  dark  round  of  the  dripping  wheel. 
The  very  air  about  the  door 

Made  misty  with  the  floating  meal. 

And  oft  in  ramblinga  on  the  wold, 

When  April  nights  began  to  blow. 
And  April's  crescent  glimmered  cold, 

I  iaw  the  village  li^ts  below ; 
I  knew  your  taper  fiir  away, 

And  full  at  heart  of  trembling  hope, 
From  off  the  wo!d  I  came,  and  lay 

Upon  the  freshly-flowered  slope. 

The  deep  brook  groaned  beneath  the  mill ; 

And  "by  that  Tamp,"  I  tliought,  "  she  sita 
The  white  chalk-quarry  from  the  hill 

Gleamed  to  the  fl^ng  moon  by  fits. 
"  0  that  I  were  beside  her  now  1 

0  will  she  answer  if  I  call  ? 
0  would  she  give  me  vow  tor  vow, 

Sweet  Alice,  if  I  told  her  all  ?  " 


IV  you  at  and  spin ; 
And,  in  the  pauses  of  lie  wind, 
Someliines  I  heard  you  sing  within ; 
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i   DAUOHTBR. 


Sometimes  jour  shadow  ci-ossed  tlie  blind ; 
At  last  you  rose  and  moved  the  light, 
And  die  Iom  shadow  of  tlie  ohMr 


But  when  at  last  I  dared  to  speak, 

The  lanes,  you  know,  were  white  with  May 
Your  ripe  lips  moved  not,  but  your  cheek 

Flushed  like  the  coming  of  the  day ; 
And  BO  it  was— half-siy,  half^hj', 

Tou  would,  and  would  not,  httle  one  I 
Although  I  pleaded  tenderly, 

And  you  and  I  were  all  alone. 

And  skiwlv  was  my  mother  brought 

To  yiela  consent  to  my  desire ; 
She  wished  me  happy,  but  she  thought 

I  might  have  looked  a  little  higher ; 
And  I  was  young — too  young  to  wed: 

"  Yet  must  I  love  her  for  your  sake ; 
Go  fetch  your  Alice  here,"   she  said : 

Her  eyelid  q^uivered  as  she  spake. 

And  down  I  went  to  fetch  my  bride ; 

But,  Alice,  you  were  ill  at  ease ; 
This  dress  and  that  by  turns  you  toied, 

Too  fearful  that  you  should  not  please. 
I  loved  you  better  for  your  fears, 

I  knew  you  could  not  look  but  well ; 
And  dews,  that  would  have  ftll'n  in  tears. 

I  kissed  away  before  they  fell. 

I  watched  the  litfle  flutteriugs, 

The  doubt  my  mother  would  not  see  ; 

She  spoke  at  large  of  many  things, 
And  at  tlie  last  she  spoke  of  me ; 

And  tuminc;  looked  upon  your  face. 
As  near  this  door  you  sat  apart. 
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THE   MILLRB'S   DAUGHTBH.  t 

And  rose,  and,  with  a,  ailent  grace 

Approacliing,  pressed  you  heart  to  heart. 

Ah,  well— bat  sing  the  foolish  song 

I  gave  you,  Alice,  on  the  day 
When,  arm  in  arm,  wo  went  along, 

A  pensive  ptur,  and  vou  were  gay 
With  bridal  flowere — that  I  may  seem. 

As  in  the  nights  of  old,  to  lie 
Beade  the  mill-wheel  in  the  stream, 

While  those  full  chestnuts  whiaper  by. 


That  I  would  be  the  jewel  ' 
That  trembles  at  her  eari 
For,  Md  in  ringlets  day  and  night, 
I'd  touch  hei:  naok  so  warm  and  wh 


And  her  heart  would  beat  ngaint 

In  Borrow  and  in  rest ; ' 
And  I  shoald  know  if  it  beat  rig 
rd  olosp  it  round  so  close  and  tij 

And  I  would  be  the  necklace. 
And  bM  day  long  to  fall  and  rii 

Upon  her  balmy  bosom. 

With  her  Liughler  or  her  sight 

And  I  would  lie  eo  light,  so  light 

1  scnrcs  should  be  unclasped  at 


A  irifle,  sweet  I  which  true  love  spells — 
True  love  interprets — right  alone. 

His  light  upon  tJie  lett«r  dwells, 
For  a!l  the  spirit  is  his  own. 

So,  if  I  waste  words  now,  in  truth 
You  must  blame  Love.     Hia  eai'ly  rage 
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And  now  those  vivid  hours  are  gone, 

Like  mine  own  life  to  me  thou  art, 
Where  Fast  and  Present,  wound  in  oni 

Do  make  a  garlaad  for  the  heart: 
80  sin"  that  other  song  I  made, 

HaltflMgered  with  my  happy  lot, 
The  day,  when  in  the  lihestnut  shade 

I  found  the  blue  Forget-me-not. 


Many  a  ohanoe  tha  years  beget. 
Love  the  giii  Is  Lore  the  debt 

Even  so. 
Love  is  hurt  wilJi  jai-  and  fret. 
Love  is  made  a  vague  regret. 
Eyaa  with  !dla  tKirB  ara  wat 
Idle  habit  links  us  yet. 
What  is  love  V  for  we  forest  1 
Ali,nol  no  I 


Look  thiviugh  mine  eyes  with  thine.     True  wif 

Eound  my  true  heart  thine  arms  entwine ; 
My  other  dearer  life  in  life, 

Look  through  my  very  soul  with  tliine  ! 
Untouched  with  any  shade  of  years, 

May  those  kind  eyes  forever  dwell  I 
They  have  not  shed  a  many  tears, 

Dear  eyes,  since  first  I  know  them  well. 

Yet  tears  they  shed :  they  had  their  part 

Of  sorrow :  for  when  time  was  ripe, 
The  still  ajfection  of  the  heart 
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Became  an  outward  breathing  type, 
That  into  stiUnees  past  again. 

And  left  a  want  unknown  before ; 
Although  the  loss  that  brought  us  pain, 

That  loss  but  made  us  love  the  more, 

"With  further  lookinga  on.    The  Itisa, 

The  woven  ama,  seem  but  to  be 
Weak  aymbols  of  the  settled  bliss. 

The  oomfoi't,  I  have  found  in  thee : 
But  tiiat  God  bleas  thee,  dear — who  wrought 

Two  spirits  to  one  eciual  nund— 
With  blessings  beyond  hope  or  thought, 

With  blessings  ^ybich  no  words  can  find. 

Arise,  and  let  as  wander  forth 
To  yon  old  mil!  acrosi  fbe  wolds ; 

For  look,  the  sunset,  soutli  and  north, 
Winds  all  the  vale  in  rosy  folds, 

And  fires  your  narrow  casement  glass, 


0  LovB,  Love,  Love !  O  ivithering  might ! 
O  sun,  that  from  thy  noonday  height 
Shudderest  when  I  strwn  my  aght, 
Throbbing;  Uirough  all  thy  beat  and  light, 
I*,  iaibng  from  my  constant  mind, 
Lo,  parched  and  withered,  deaf  and  blind 
I  whirl  Eke  leaves  in  roaring  wind. 


Last  night  I  wasted  hateflil  hours 
Below  tka  dty's  eastern  towers ; 
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I  tliirsted  Ibr  die  brooks,  the  sliowors : 
I  roiled  among  the  tender  flowera : 

I  crushed  them  on  my  bi'east,  my  month : 
I  looked  athwart  tho  burning  droutli 
Of  that  long  desert  t»  the  south. 


Last  night,  when  some  one  spoke  his  name, 
From,  my  swift  blood  that  went  and  came 
A  thousand  litde  Ehaib  of  llame 
Were  shivered  in  nay  narrow  frame. 
O  Love,  0  Are!  once  he  drew 
With  one  long  kis?  my  whole  soul  through 
My  lips,  as  sunlight  drinketh  dew. 


Before  he  mounte  the  hill,  I  know 
He  Cometh  quickly :  from  below 
Sweet  gales,  as  from  deep  gardens,  blow 
Before  Turn,  striking  on  my  brow. 
In  my  dry  brain  my  spirit  soon, 
Down-deepening  from  swoon  to  swoon, 
FcUnts  like  a  dazzled  morning  moon. 


The  wind  sounds  like  a  silver  wire. 

And  from  beyond  the  noon  a  fire 

la  poured  upon  the  hills,  and  nigher 

The  sides  stoop  down  io  their  desire ; 
And,  isled  in  sudden  seas  of  light. 
My  heart,  pierced  throujrh  \n&  fierce  delight, 
Bursts  into  blossom  in  his  sight. 


My  whole  soul  Wfuling  silently. 
An  naked  in  a  sultry  slty, 
Droops  bluided  witli  his  shining  eye ; 
1  art// possess  him  or  will  die. 

I  will  grow  round  him  in  his  place 
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Gtow,  live,  dje  lookinn;  on  his  fiite, 
IM.e,  dying  clasped"  in  liis  embrace. 


CENONE. 

There  lies  a  vale  in  Ida,  lovelier 
Than  all  the  valleys  of  loman  hiUs. 
The  swimming  vapor  slopes  athwart  the  glen, 
Puts  forth  an  arm,  and  creeps  &om  pine  to  pini 
And  loiters,  slowly  draiyn.     On  either  hand 
The  lawns  and  meadow  ledges  midway  down 
Hang  rich  in  flowers,  and  &a  below  them  roars 
The  long  brook  Mhng  throngh  (he  cloven  ravii 
In  cataract  after  cataract  to  3ie  sea. 
Behind  the  valley  topmost  Gai^rus 
Stands  up  and  tdces  the  morning ;  but  in  front 
The  gorges,  opening  wide  apart,  reveal 
Troas  and  Ilion's  eolnmned  dtadel, 
Tlic  wown  of  Troas. 


Hither  came  at  noon 
Moumfiil  CEnone,  wandering  forlorn 
Of  Paris,  once  her  playmate  on  tbe  hills. 
Her  cheek  had  lost  the  rose,  and  round  her  neck 
Floated  her  hair  or  seemed  to  float  in  rest. 
She,  leaning  on  a  fragment  tvrfned  with  vine, 
Sang  to  tlie  stillness,  till  the  mountain-shade 
Sloped  downward  to  her  seat  from  the  upper  clilf. 

"  0  mother  Ida,  many-fountiuned  Ida, 
Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
For  now  the  noonday  quiet  hohls  the  hill  : 
Tlie  grasshopper  is  sdent  in  the  grass : 
Tlio  Ezard,  with  his  shadow  on  l£e  stone. 
Rests  like  a  shadow,  and  the  cicala  sleeps. 
The  purple  flowers  droop ;  the  golden  bee 
h  lily-cradled;  I  alone  awake. 
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My  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  love, 
My  heart  is  brealtiiig,  and  my  eyea  are  dim, 
And  I  am  all  aweary  of  my  life. 

"  0  mother  Ida,  many-ibuntained  Ida, 
Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
Hear  me  0  Earth,  hear  me  O  Hills,  O  Caves, 
Tliat  house  the  cold  crowned  anake !     0  mountain 

hrooks, 
I  am  the  daughter  of  a  Biver-God ; 
Hear  me,  for  I  wil!  apeak,  and  hiiild  up  all 
My  sorrow  with  my  son",  as  yonder  wails 
Eoae  slowly  to  a  made  slowly  breathed, 
A  clond  that  gathered  shape :  ftir  it  may  be 
That,  while  I  speak  of  it,  a  little  while 
My  heart  may  wander  from  its  deeper  woe. 

"  0  mother  Ida,  many-fount^ned  Ida, 
Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
I  waited  underneath  the  dawning  hills. 
Aloft  the  mountain  lawn  was  dewy-dark. 
And  dewy-dark  ^oft  the  mountain-pine ; 
Beautiful  Paiia,  evil-hearted  Paris, 
Leading  a  jet-black  goat  white-horned,  wbite-hooved, 
Came  up  from  reedy  Simois  all  alone. 

"  0  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
Far-off  the  torrent  called  me  from  the  cleft : 
Farup  the  eolitajy  morning  smote 
The  streaks  of  vii^n  snow.     With  down-drapt  eyes 
I  sat  alone :  white  breasted  like  a  star 
Fronting  the  dawn  he  moved ;  a  leopard  skin 
Drooped  from  his  shoulder,  but  his  sunny  hair 
Clustoi-ed  about  his  temples  lilte  a  God's ; 
And  his  cheek  brightened  as  the  foam-bow  brightens 
When  the  wind  blows  the  foam,  and  all  my  heart 
Went  forth  U        '  ' '  '  ' 


"  Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
He  smiled,  and  opening  out  his  milk-white  palm 
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Disclosed  a  fruit  of  pure  Hesperian  gold, 
Tliat  smelt  ambrosiaily,  aud  while  1  looked 
And  listened,  the  full-flowing  river  of  speech 
Came  down  upon  ray  iieart. 

"  '  My  own  (Enoue, 
Beautiful-bi-owed  CEnoiie,  my  own  soqI, 
Behold  this  fruit,  whose  gleaming  rind  engraTen 
"  For  the  most  &iv,"  would  seem  to  award  it  thine. 
As  lovelier  than  whatever  Oread  liaiint 
The  knolls  of  Ida,  loveliest  in  all  grace 

jnt,  and  the  charin  of  married  brows.' 


"  Dear  mother  Ida,  barken  ere  I  die. 
He  prest  tlie  blossom  of  his  lips  to  mine, 
And  added,  '  This  was  cast  upon  the  boai-d. 
When  all  the  full-faced  presence  of  the  Gods 
Ranged  in  the  halls  of  Peleus ;  whereupon 
Rose  feud,  with  question  unto  whom  'twere  duo ; 
But  light-loot  Iris  brought  it  jester-eve. 
Delivering  that  to  mo,  by  common  voice 
Elected  umpire.     Here  comes  to-day 
Faltes  and  Aplirodite,  claiming  each 
This  meed  of  fiurest.     Thou,  within  the  cave 
Behind  yon  whispering  tuft  of  oldest  pine, 
Mayst  well  behold  them  unbeheld,  unheard 
Hear  all,  and  see  thy  Paris  judge  of  Gods.' 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  harkcn  ere  I  die. 
It  was  the  deep  midnoon ;  one  silvery  eload 
Had  lost  his  way  between  the  piney  sides 
Of  this  long  glen.    Thea  to  the  bower  they  camv. 
Naked  they  came  to  that  smooth-swarded  bower, 
And  at  their  feet  the  crocus  brake  iike  fire, 
Violet,  amaracus,  and  asphodel, 
Lotos  and  hiies ;  and  a  wind  arose, 
Aud  overhead  the  wandering  ivy  and  vine, 
This  way  and  that,  ia  many  a  wild  festoon 
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Ran  riot,  garlanding  the  gnarled  bouglia 
With  bunch  and  beiiy  and   flower  through   and 
through. 

"  0  mother  Ida,  barken  ere  I  die. 
On  the  tiiie-tops  a  crested  peacock  ht, 
And  o'er  him  flowed  a  golden  cloud,  and  leaned 
Upon  him,  slowly  dropping  fraorant  dew. 
Then  first  I  beard  the  voice  of  ner,  to  whom 
Coming  through  Heaven,  like  a  light  that  grows 
Larger  and  dearer,  with  one  mind  the  Goda 
Kse  up  for  reverence.     She  to  Paris  made 
Proffer  of  royal  power,  ample  rule 
Unqueatjoned,  overflowing  revenue 
Wherewith  to  embeUish  state, '  from  manj'  a  vale 
And  river-sundered  champaign  elotbed  with  com, 
Or  labored  mines,  undrainable  of  ore. 
Honor,'  she  said,  '  and  homage,  tax  and  toll. 
From  many  an  inland  town  and  haven  tai^, 
Maat-tbronged  beneath  her  shadowing  citadel 
In  glassy  bays  among  her  tallest  towers.' 

"  O  mother  Ida,  barken  ere  I  die. 
Still  she  spake  on,  and  slill  she  spake  of  power, 
'  Which  in  ^1  action  is  the  end  of  aU  ; 
Power  fitted  to  the  season ;  wisdom-bred 
And  throned  of  wisdom — from  all  ndgUbor  crowns 
Alliance  and  alie^nce,  till  thy  hand 
Fail  from  the  sceptre-staff.     Such  boon  from  me. 
From  me,  Heaven's  Queen,  Paris,  to  thee  ting-bom, 
.A  shepherd  all  thy  Ufe,  but  yet  king-bom, 
Should  come  most  welcome,  seeing  men,  in  power 
Only,  are  likest  Gods,  who  have  attained 
Eest  in  a  happy  place  and  quiet  seats 
Above  the  thunder,  with  undying  bliss. 
In  knowledge  of  their  own  supremacy.' 
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Oat  at  arm's-length,  so  mucli  the  thought  of  power 
Flattered  his  spirit ;  but  Pallas  whera  she  stood 
Somewhat  apiut,  her  clear  and  bared  limbs 
O'erthwarted  with  die  brazen-headed  spear 
Upon  her  peai-ly  shoulder  leaning  cold, 
The  while,  above,  her  ftill  and  earnest  eye 
Over  her  snow-cold  breast  and  angry  cheek 
Kept  watch,  waiting  decision,  made  reply. 

'"  Self-reverence,  self-knowledge,  self-contrd, 
These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sovereign  power. 
Yet  not  for  power,  (power  of  herself 
Would  eome  uncled  for,)  but  to  live  by  law, 
Aeiing  the  law  we  live  by  without  fear ; 
And  because  right  is  right,  to  follow  right 
Were  msdom  in  the  scorn  of  consequence.' 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  barken  ere  I  die, 
Again  she  said :  '  I  woo  thee  not  with  gift3. 
Sequel  of  guerdon  could  not  alter  me 
To  foirer.    Judge  thou  me  by  what  I  am. 
So  slialt  thou  find  me  fairest. 

Yet,  indeed. 
If  gazing  on  divinity  disrobed. 
Thy  mortal  eyes  are  frtul  to  Judge  of  fair. 
Unbiased  by  self-profit,  oh  I  rest  thee  sure 
That  I  shall  love  thee  well  and  cleave  to  thee. 
So  that  my  vigor,  wedded  to  thy  blood. 
Shall  strike  within  thy  pulses,  like  a  God's, 
To  push  thee  forward  through  a  life  of  shoclts, 
Dangers  and  deeds,  until  endurance  grow 
Sinewed  with  action,  and  the  fiill-grown  will, 
Circled  through  all  experiences,  pure  law, 
Commeasure  perfect  freedom.' 

"  Here  she  ceased, 
And  Paris  pondered,  and  I  cried,  '  O  Paris, 
Give  it  to  Pallas  I '  but  he  heard  me  not, 
Or  hearing  would  not  hear  me,  woe  is  me  I 
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"  O  mother  Ida,  many-foiintaitied  Ida, 
Dear  mother  Ida,  liarken  ere  I  die. 
Idalian  Aphrodite  beautiful, 
Presh  aa  the  fbain,  new-bathed  in  PapMan.  wells, 
With  i-osy  slender  fingers  baciward  drew 
Prom  her  warm  brows  and  bosom  her  deep  hair 
Ambrosial,  golden  round  her  ludd  throat 
And  shoulder :  fixim  the  violets  her  light  foot 
Shone  rosy-white,  and  o'er  her  rounded  form 
Between  the  shadows  of  the  vine  bunches 
Floated  the  glowing  sunlights,  as  she  moved. 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  barken  ere  I  die. 
She  with  a  subtle  smile  in  her  mild  eyes. 
The  herald  of  her  triumph,  drawing  nigh. 
Half-whispered  in  his  ear, '  I  promise  thee 
The  foirost  and  moat  lavins  wife  in  Greece.' 
She  spoke  and  laughed :  Ishiit  my  eight  for  fear ; 
But  when  I  kwlteo,  Paris  had  raised  his  arm. 
And  I  beheld  great  Here's  angry  eyes, 
As  she  withdrew  into  the  golden  cloud. 
And  I  was  left  alone  within  the  bower ; 
And  from  that  time  to  this  I  am  alone, 
And  I  shall  ba  alone  until  I  die. 

"  Tet,  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  1  die. 
Farest — why  fairest  wife  ?  am  I  not  feir  ? 
My  love  hath  told  me  so  a  thousand  tunes. 
Methjnks  I  must  be  ftir,  for  yesterday, 
When  I  past  by,  a  wihi  and  wanton  pard. 
Eyed  like  the  evening  star,  with  playful  tail, 
Crouched  fiiwning  in  Uie  weed.    Most  loving  is  she  ? 
Ah  me,  my  mountain  shepherd,  that  my  arms 
Were  wound  about  thee,  and  my  hot  lips  prest 
Close,  close  to  thine  in  that  quick-felling  dew 
Of  fruitful  kisses,  thick  as  Autumn  rwns  ' 
Flash  in  tiie  pools  of  whirling  Simois. 
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My  dai-k  tall  pines,  tliat  plumed  the  craggj'  lodge 
liigli  over  the  blue  "oi^e,  and  all  between 
The  snowy  peak  and  enow-iyMte  cataract 
Fostered  the  callow  eaglet — from  beneath. 
Whose  thick  mystariouB  bon^  in  the  dark  mom 
The  paiitli9i,''a  roar  came  muffled,  while  I  sat 
Low  m.  the  viJley.    Never,  never  more 
Shall  lone  CBnone  see  the  morning  mist 
Sweep  througli  them ;  never  see  ^em  overlaid 
With  narrow  moonlit  slips  of  silver  dond, 
Between  the  load  stream  and  the  trembling  stars, 

"  0  mother,  bear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
I  wish  that  somewhei'e  in  the  ruined  folds, 
Among  (he  fragments  tumbled  from  the  glens, 
Or  the  dry  thidtets,  I  could  meet  with  her, 
The  Abominable,  liat  uninvited  came 
tnto  the  Mr  Peleiem  banquet-hall. 
And  cast  the  golden  fruit  upon  the  board. 
And  bred  this  change  ;   'Hiat  I  might  speak  my 

And  tcU  her  to  her  face  how  much  I  hate 
Tier  presence,  hated  both  of  Gods  and  men. 

"  O  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
Hath  he  not  sworn  his  love  a  thousand  times, 
In  this  green  valley,  under  this  green  hill. 
Even  on  this  hand,  and  sitting  on  this  stone  ? 
Sealed  it  with  kisses  1  watered  it  with  tears  ? 
0  happy  tears,  and  how  unlike  to  these  I 
O  happy  Heaven  1  bow  canst  thou  fiee  my  iace  ? 
0  happy  eartli,  how  canst  thou  bear  my  weight  ? 

0  death,  death,  death,  thou  ever-floatinw  cloud. 
There  are  enough  unhappy  on  this  earth ; 
Pass  by  the  happy  soula,  that  love  to  live : 

1  pray  thee  pass  before  my  light  of  hfe. 
And  sliadow  all  my  soul,  that  I  may  die. 
Thou  weighest  heavy  on  the  heart  within. 
Weigh  heavy  on  my  eyelids ;  let  me  die. 
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"  O  motlier,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
I  will  not  die  alone,  for  fiery  thoughts 
Do  shape  themselyes  within  me  more  and  more, 
Whereof  I  cateh  the  issue,  as  I  hear 
Dead  sounds  at  night  come  from  the  inmost  hills, 
Like  footsteps  upon  wool.    I  dimly  see 
My  fer-off  doubmd  purpose,  as  a  mother 
Conjectures  of  the  features  of  her  child 
Ere  it  is  born :  her  child ! — a  shudder  comes 
Across  me :  never  child  be  horn  of  me, 
Unblest,  to  vex  me  with  his  fether's  eyes  I 

"  0  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
Hear  me,  0  earth.    1  -mil  not  die  alone. 
Lest  their  shrill  happy  laughter  come  to  me 
Walkino;  the  cold  and  starfess  road  of  Death 
Uncomftirted,  leaving  my  ancient  love 
With  the  Greek  woman.     I  will  rise  and  go 
Down  into  Troy,  and  ere  the  stars  come  forth 
Talk  with  the  wild  Cassandra,  for  she  says 
A  fire  dances  before  her,  and  a  sound 
Rings  ever  in  her  ears  of  armed  men. 
What  this  may  be  I  know  not,  but  I  know 
That,  wheresoe'er  I  am  by  night  and  day, 
All  earth  and  air  seem  only  burning  fire." 


THE    SISTERS. 


Wb  were  two  daughters  of  one  race ; 
She  was  the  iairest  in  the  face : 

The  wind  is  blowing  in  turret  and  tree. 
They  were  together,  and  she  fell; 
Tlierefore  revenge  became  mo  well. 

0  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see ! 
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She  died  ;  ah©  went  to  burning  flame  ; 
She  mixed  her  ancient  blood  with  ghame. 

The  wind  ia  howling  in  turret  and  tree. 
Whole  weeks  and  months,  and  early  and  late. 
To  win  hia  love  I  lay  in  wait. 

0  the  Earl  was  &ir  to  see  1 


I  made  a  feast ;  I  hade  him  come : 
I  won  his  love,  I  braught  him  home. 

The  wind  is  roaring  in  turret  and  tj 
And  after  supper,  on  a  bed, 
Upon  my  lap  he  lajd  his  head : 

O  the  Earl  was  feir  to  see  I 


I  kissed  his  eyelids  into  rest ; 
His  ruddjf  cheek  upon  my  breast 

The  wind  ia  raging  in  turret  and  tn 
I  hated  him  with  the  hate  of  bell, 
But  I  loved  his  beauty  passing  wclL 

0  the  Earl  was  fiur  to  see ! 


I  rose  up  in  the  silent  night ; 

I  made  my  dagger  sharp  and  bright. 

The  wind  is  raring  in  turret  and  tree. 
As  half-asleep  his  breath  he  drew, 
Three  tJmesl  stabbed  him  through  and  through 

O  the  Earl  was  fidr  lo  see ! 


I  curled  and  combed  his  comely  head. 
He  looked  so  grand  when  he  was  dead. 

The  wind  ia  blowing  in  turret  and  tree. 
I  wrapt  his  body  in  the  sheet. 
And  laid  him  at  his  mother's  feet. 

O  the  Eari  was  Mr  to  see  1 
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I  SEND  jou  Iiefe  a  sort  of  alkgorv, 

(Tor  you  will  uaderatand  itJoTa  soul, 

A  anful  Boul  poasesaed  of  maTy  jy^'i 

A  spacious  garaen  t'ull  ol  dowering  weeds, 

A  glorious  DbtiI,  large  in  heart  and  brain, 

:Tliae  did  love  Beauty  only,  (Beauh'  seen 

^  all  varieties  of  mould  and  mind,) 

And  Knowledge  for  its  beauty ;  or  if  Good, 

Good  only  for  ita  beauty,  seeing  not 

That  Beauty,  Good,  and  Knowledge,  are  tliree  asters 

That  dote  upon  each  other,  friends  to  man, 

Living  together  under  the  same  roof, 

And  never  can  be  sundered  without  teaiB. 

And  he  that  shuts  Love  out,  in  turn  shall  be 

Shat  out  from  Love,  and  on  her  threshold  lie 

Howling  in  outer  darkness.     Not  for  this 

Was  common  clay  ta'on  from  the  common  earth, 

Moulded  by  God,  and  tempered  with  the  tears 

Of  angels  to  the  perfect  ahapc  of  man. 


THE    PALACE    OF   ART. 

[  liuiLT  my  soul  a  lordly  pleasure-house, 

Wherein  at  ease  for  aye  to  dwell. 
[  said,  "  0  Soul,  make  merry  and  carouse. 
Dear  soul,  for  all  is  well." 

A  huge  erag-platforra,  smooth  as  burnished  bra^, 
.  I  chose.     The  ranged  ramparts  bright 
From  level  meadow-oases  of  deep  grass 
Suddenly  scaled  tbe  light. 
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THE   tAtACE    OP    AET.  6 

Thereon  1  built  it  ftnn.     Of  ledge  or  shelf 

The  rock  rose  clear,  or  ivinding  stair. 
My  soul  would  live  alone  unto  herself 
In  ter  high  palace  there. 

And"  while  the  world  runs  round  a^id  round,"  I  saii 

"  Beign  tliou  apart,  a  (juiet  king, 
Stjll  as,  while  Saturn  whirls,  his  steadfast  shade 
Sleeps  on  Ins  luniinous  ring." 

To  which  my  soul  made  answer  readily : 

"  Trust  me,  in  bliaa  I  shall  abide 
In  this  great  mansion,  that  ia  built  for  me. 
So  royal-rich  and  wide," 


Four  courts  1  made,  East  and  West,  South  and 
Worth, 
In  each  a  squared  lawn,  wherefram 
The  golden  gorge  of  drs^ons  spouted  forth 
A  flood  of  fountain-foam. 

And  round  the  cool  green  courts  there  ran  a  row 

Of  eloisterSj  branched  like  mightr  woods, 
Echoin"  all  night  to  that  sonorous  ilow 
Of  spouted  fountain-floods. 


That  lent  broad  verge  to  distant  lands. 
Far  as  tiie  wild  swan  wings,  to  where  the  sky 
Dipt  down,  to  sea  and  sands. 

From  those  four  jets  four  currents  in  one  swell 

Across  the  mountain  stre^ned  below 
In  misty  folds,  that  floating  as  they  fell 
Lit  up  a  torrent-blow. 

And  high  on  every  peak  a  statue  seemed 
To  bang  on  tiptoe,  losing  up 
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So  tliat  she  thought,  "  And  wlio  shall  gaze  upon 

My  palace  wiui  unbliaded  eyes, 
While  this  great  bow  will  waver  in  the  aun, 
And  tmit  sweet  incense  rise  ?  " 

For  that  sweet  incenae  rose  and  never  failed, 

And,  while  day  sank  or  mounted  higher, 
The  light  aerial  gallery,  golden-railed, 
Burnt  Ijta  a  fringe  of  fire. 

IJkewiae  ihe  deep-set  windows,  stained  and  traced, 

Would  seem  slow-flaming  crimson  fires 
From  shadowed  grots  of  arehes  interlaced. 
And  tipt  wiui  frost-like  spires. 


Ful!  of  long-sounding  corridors  it  was. 

That  over-vanlted  grateful  gloom, 
Through  which  the  livelong  day  my  soul  did  pass, 
Well-pleased,  from  room  to  room. 

Full  of  great  rooms  and  small  the  palace  stood, 

All  various,  each  a  perfect  whole 

From  living  Nature,  fit  for  every  mood 

And  change  of  my  slill  souL 

For  some  were  hung  with  arras  green  and  blue. 

Showing  a  gaudy  siimmer-mom, 
Where  witji  puffed  cheek  the  belted  hunter  blew 
His  wreathed  bugle-horn. 

One  seemed  all  dai-k  and  red — a  tract  of  aaiid, 

And  some  one  pacing  there  alone, 
Who  paced  forever  in  a  glimmering  land, 
Lit  with  a  low  large  moon. 
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One  fihowai  aJi  iron  coast  and  augry  waves. 

Toa  seemed  (o  hear  them  climb  and  fall 
And  roar  rock-thwarted  under  bellowing  caves, 
Beneath  the  windy  wall. 

And  one,  a  ^jU^fed  river  winding  slow 

By  herds  upon  an  endlejs  piain, 
The  ragged  rjma  of  thunder  Drggding  low, 
Witk  shadow-streaks  of  ram. 

And  one,  the  reapers  at  their  sultry  toil. 

In  front  (hey  bound  the  sheaves.     Behind 
Were  realms  of  upland,  prodigal  in  oil, 
And  hoary  to  the  wind. 

And  one,  a  foreground  hlack  with  stones  and  slaga. 

Beyond  a  Une  of  heights,  and  higher 
All  barred  with  bi^  white  cloud  the  scornful  crt^s, 
And  highest,  snow  and  fire. 

And  one,  an  English  home — gray  twilight  poured 

On  dewy  pastures,  dewy  trees, 
Softer  than  sleep— all  things  in  order  stored, 
A  haunt  of  ancient  Peace. 

Nor  these  alone,  hut  every  landscape  fiiii'. 

As  fit  for  every  mood  of  mind. 
Or  gay,  or  grave,  or  sweet,  or  stem,  was  tliere, 
Not  less  than  trath  designed. 


Or  the  maid-mother  by  a  crucifix. 
In  tracts  of  pasture  sunny-warm. 
Beneath  branch-work  of  costly  sardonyx 
Sat  smiling,  babe  in  arm. 

Or  in  a  clear-walled  city  on  the  sea, 
Near  gilded  organ-pipes,  her  hair 
Wound  with  white  roses,  slept  St  Cedly ; 
An  angel  looked  at  her. 
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THE   PALACE    OF    ! 


Or  tlirongiii"  all  one  porch  of  Paradise, 

A  group  «■  Homis  Dowed  to  see 
The  dying  Ishamte,  wili  hands  and  eyes 
That  said,  we  wait  for  thee. 


le  iair  space  of  sloping  gi 
Lay,  dojiag  in  Uie  vale  of  Avalon, 
And  watched  by  weeping  queens. 

Or  hollowing  one  hand  against  his  ear. 

To  Hst  a  feotiaU,  ere  he  saw      ' 
The  mood-nyniph,  siaiyed  the  Tuscan  king  to  heai 
Of  wisdom  and  of  law. 

Or  oyer  hills  with  peaky  tops  engrfuled, 

And  many  a  tract  of  palm  and  rice, 

The  throne  of  Indian  Cama  dowly  siuled 

A  summer  fitnaed  with  spice. 

Or  aweet  Emxipa's  mantle  hiew  miclasped 
From  off  her  shoulder  backwawl  borne  ; 
From  one  hand  drooped  a  crocus ;  one  hand  grasped 
The  mild  bull's  golden  horn. 

Or  else  flushed  Ganymede,  his  rosy  thigh 

Half-biiried  in  tbe  Essie's  down. 
Sole  as  a  flying  star  shot  through  Hie  sky 
Above  the  pillared  town. 

Nor  these  alone :  but  eveiy  legend  fair 
Which  the  supreme  Caucasian  mind 
Caiwed  out  of  Nature  for  itself,  was  tliore. 
Not  less  than  life,  designed. 


Then  in  tlie  towera  I  placed  groat  bells  that  swu 

Moved  of  themselves,  mth  silver  sound ; 
And  with  choice  paintings  of  wise  men  I  huug 
The  royal  dais  round, 


H..,L=-jnGooglc 


For  fliere  ■was  Milton  like  a  seraph  stron", 
Beride  him  Sliakspenre  bknd  and  mild ; 
And  there  the  world-woi'n  Danie  gi'asped  his  song. 
And  somewhat  grimly  smiled. 

And  there  the  Ionian  fether  of  the  rest ; 

A  nullion  wrinkles  carved  his  skin ; 

A  hundred  winters  snowed  upon  his  breast, 

From,  cheek  and  throat  and  chin. 

Above,  the  fair  liall-eeiling  statAly-set 

Many  an  arch  high  up  did  lift, 
And  ^igels  rising  and  descending  met 
Wrm  interchange  of  g^. 

Below  was  all  mos^c  choicely  planned 

With  i^cles  of  the  human  tale 
Of  this  wide  world,  the  times  of  every  land 
So  wrought,  they  will  not  feil. 

The  people  here,  a  beast  of  burden  slow. 

Toiled  onward,  pricked  with  goads  and  stingp ; 
Here  played,  a  tiger,  rolling  to  and  fro 
The  heads  and  crowns  of  kings ; 

Here  rose,  an  athlete,  strong  to  break  or  Knd 

All  force  ia  bonds  that  might  endure, 
And  liere  once  more  like  some  sick  man  declined, 
And  trusted  any  cure. 

But  over  these  she  trod ;  and  those  great  bells 

Began  to  chime.     She  took  her  throne : 
She  sat  betmxt  the  shining  Oriels, 
To  sing  her  songs  alone. 

And  through  the  topmost  Oriels'  colored  flame 

Two  gooliko  iaces  gazed  below : 
Phto  the  wise,  and  large-browed  Vornlam, 
The  first  of  those  who  know. 
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74  THE    PAIACE    OF    AET. 

And  al!  those  names,  that  in  tlieir  motion  wer 

Full-welling  fountain-heads  of  change, 
Betwixt  the  slender  shafts  were  hlazoned  fair 


Tlirouffh  which  the  lights,  rose,  amber,  emerald,  blue, 

FluSied  in  her  temples  and  her  eyes, 
And  from  her  lips,  as  mom.  fix>ni  Memnon,  drew 
Eiver3  of  melodies. 

No  nightingale  delighteth  to  prolong 

Her  low  preamble  all  alone, 
More  than  my  soul  to  hear  her  echoed  song 
Throb  through  the  ribbed  atone ; 

SiM^i^  and  murmnring  in  her  feastful  mirth, 
Ooying  to  feel  herself  alive, 


Communing  with  herself:  "  All  these  are  mine. 

And  let  the  world  have  peace  or  wars, 
'Tis  one  to  me."     She — wtien  young  night  divine 
Crowned  dying  day  with  stars, 

Makir^  sweet  close  of  his  delicious  toils- 
Lit  light  in  wreaths  and  anadems. 
And  pure  qmntessences  of  precious  oils 
In  hollowed  moons  of  gems. 

To  munic  heaven ;  and  clapt  her  bauds  and  cried, 

"  I  marvel  if  my  still  dehght 
In  this  great  house  so  royal-rieh,  and  wide. 
Be  flattered  to  the  height 

"  From  shape  to  shape  at  first  within  tho  womb 

The  braia  is  modelled,"  she  began, 
"  And  through  all  phases  of  all  thought  I  come 
Into  the  perfect  man. 
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"  All  Natare  widens  upward.     Evermore 

The  ampler  essence  lower  lies : 
More  complex  is  more  perfect,  owning  more 
Discourse,  more  widely  wise." 

Then  of  the  moral  insdnct  would  she  prate, 

And  of  the  risino;  from  the  dead, 
As  hers  by  ri^ht  of  full-accomplished  Pate ; 
And  at  the  last  she  saiA : 

"  I  take  possession  of  men's  ininds  and  deeds. 

I  live  in  all  things  gi'eat  and  amall. 
1  sit  apart  holding  no  forms  of  creeds, 
But  contempkting  all." 


Full  oft  the  riddie  of  the  painflil  earth 
Flashed  through  her  as  she  sat  alone, 
But  not  Ihe  less  held  she  her  solemu  mirth. 
And  intellectual  throne 

Of  full-sphered  conteinj^tion.    tio  three  years 

She  throye,  but  on  the  fourth  she  fell. 

Like  Herod,  when  tlie  shout  was  in  his  eaiB, 

Struck  through  with  pangs  of  hell. 

Lest  she  should  fell  and  perish  utterly, 

God,  before  whom  ever  lie  bare 

The  abysmal  deeps  of  Personality, 

Pli^ed  her  with  sore  despair. 

When  she  would  think,  where'er  she  turned  ht 
sight, 
The  £ury  hand  confusion  wrought. 
Wrote  "  Mene,  mene,"  and  divided  quite 
The  kingdom  of  her  thought. 
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"  What !  is  not  this  my  place  of  strength,"  she  saiil , 

"  My  spacious  manaon  built  for  me, 
Whereof  the  strong  foundalion-stoiies  were  laid 
Since  my  first  memory  ?  " 

But  in  dark  comers  of  her  palace  stood 

Uncertain  shapes ;  and  unawares 
On  white-eyed  phautaems  weeping  tears  of  Hood, 
And  horrible  nightmares, 

And  hollow  shades  enclosing  hearts  of  flame, 

And,  with  dim  fretted  foreheads  all, 
On  corpses  three-months-old  at  noon  she  came, 
Tlat  stood  against  the  wall. 

A  spot  of  dull  stagnation,  without  light 

Or  power  of  moYemeut,  seemed  my  soul, 
'Mid  oaward-sloping  moiions  infinite 
Making  for  one  sure  goah 

A  still. salt  pool,  lotked  in  with  bars  of  sand ; 

Left  on  the  diore ;  tha,t  hears  aU  night 
~       '       '  IS  draw  backward  from  the  land 

led  waters  white. 

A  star  that  with  the  choral  starry  dance 

Joined  not,  but  stood,  and  standing  saw 
The  h^Jow  orb  of  moving  Cbcumstance 
±toJecl  round  by  one  fixed  law. 

Back  on  herself  hor  serpent  pride  had  curled. 

"  No  voice,"  she  shrieked  in  that  lone  hall, 
"No  voice  breaks   through   the   stillness  of  this 

One  deep,  deep  silence  all !" 
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She,  mouldering  with  tliu  dull  earfch'e  mouldering 

Inmrapt  tenfold  ia  dotMul  sliama, 

Lay  there  exiled  irora  eternal  God, 

Lost  to  her  place  and  name ; 

And  death  and  life  ahe  liated  equally, 

And  nothing  saw,  for  her  despiur. 
But  dreadfal  tune,  dreadful  eternity, 
No  comfort  anywhere ; 

Remaining  utterly  confused  with  feain. 
And  ever  worse  with  growing  time, 
And  ever  unrelieved  hy  dismal  tears, 
And  all  alone  in  erinie : 

Shot  up  as  in  a  crumhling  iamb,  girt  round 

With  hlacfcness  as  a  soud  wall, 
Far  off  she  seemed  to  hear  the  dully  sound 
Of  huQian  & 


As  in  strange  lands  a  travellor  walkin 
In  douht  and  great  perplexity. 


And  knows  not  if  it  be  thunder  or  a  sound 
Of  stones  thrown  down,  or  one  deep  cry 
Of  great  wild  heasta ;  then  thinbeth,  "1  have  found 
A  new  land,  but  I  die." 

She  howled  ^oud,  "  I  am  on  fire  within. 

There  comes  no  munour  of  reply. 
What  is  it  that  mil  take  away  my  sin. 
And  save  mo  lest  I  die  ?  " 

So  when  fouv  years  were  wholly  finished, 

She  threw  her  royal  robes  away. 
"  Mate  me  a  cottage  in  the  vale,"  she  said. 
"  Where  I  may  mourn  and  pray. 

H..,L=-JnGoogIc 


"  Yet  puU  not  down  my  palace  towers,  that . 

So  lightly,  beautifully  built : 
Pecchance  I  maj  return  jith  others  there 
When  I  have  pui^ed  my  giuK" 


Lady  clara  vere  de  vere. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

Of  me  you  shall  not  win  renown ; 
You  thought  to  break  a  country  heart 

For  pasljmej  ere  you  went  to  tovm. 
At  me  you  smiled,  but  unbe^iled 

I  saw  the  snare,  and  I  retired ; 
The  datighter  of  a  hundred  Earls, 

You  are  not  one  to  be  desired. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

I  know  yon  proud  to  bear  your  name ; 
Tour  pride  is  yet  no  mate  for  mine, 

Too  proud  to  care  from  whence  I  came 
Nor  would  I  break  for  your  sweet  sake 

A  heart  that  dotes  on  truer  charms. 
A  simple  miuden  in  her  flower 

Is  worth  a  hundred  coats-of-arms. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

Some  meeker  pupil  you  must  find, 
For  were  you  qneen  of  all  that  is, 

I  could  not  stoop  to  such  a  mind. 
Ton  sought  to  prove  how  I  could  love, 

And  my  disdain  ia  my  reply. 
The  lion  on  your  old  stone  gates 

Is  not  more  cold  to  you  than  I. 
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Not  tlirice  your  branching  limes  have  blown 
Since  I  beheld  young  Laurence  dead. 

0  j-our  sweet  eyes,  your  low  replies : 
A  great  enchantreaa  you  may  be ; 

But  tore  was  that  across  his  thi-oat 
WMch  you  had  hardly  cared  to  see. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Tere, 

When  thu3  ha  met  his  mother's  Tiew, 
She  had  the  passions  of  her  kind, 

She  B^ike  soma  certain  truths  of  you. 
Indeed,  I  heard  one  bitter  word 

That  scaice  is  fit  for  you  to  hear ; 
Her  manners  had  not  that  repose 

Which  stamps  the  caste  of  Vere  de  Vere. 

JjaAy  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

There  stands  a  spectre  in  your  hall : 
The  guilt  of  blood  la  at  your  door : 

You  changed  a  wholesome  heart  to  gall. 
You  held  your  course  without  remorse. 

To  make  him  trust  his  modest  worth, 
And,  last,  you  fixed  a  vacant  stare, 

And  slew  him  wilii  your  noble  birli. 

Trust  me,  Clai-a  Vere  de  Vere, 

From  yon  blue  heavens  above  us  bent 
The  grand  old  gardener  and  his  wife 

Smile  at  the  clauns  of  long  descent. 
Howe'er  it  be,  it  seems  to  me, 

Tia  only  noble  to  be  good. 
Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets, 

And  simple  feith  than  Norman  blood. 

1  know  you,  Clara  Vere  de  Vere :' 

You  pine  among  your  halls  and  towers, 
The  languid  light  of  your  proud  eyes 

Is  wearied  of  the  rolling  hours. 
Ii  glowing  health,  with  boundless  wealth, 
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But  sickeninff  of  a  raguo  disease, 
You  know  so  ill  to  deal  witli  lime, 
You  needs  must  play  such  pranks  a; 

Clara,  Clara  Vere  de  Tere, 

If  Time  be  heavy  on  your  hands, 
Are  there  no  beggara  at  your  gate. 

Nor  any  poor  about  your  lands  ? 
0 !  teach  the  orphan-boy  to  read, 

Or  teach  the  orphan-girl  to  sew, 
Pray  Heaven  for  a  hmnan  heart. 

And  let  the  foolish  yeoman  go. 


THE    J\I  Vy-    QtTLHW. 


YoTJ  mast  wake  and  till  me  e^il>     all  me  eai 

mother  dear 
To-morrow  'ill  be  the  happiest  time  of  all  the  gl 

New-year; 
Of  all  the  glad  New  ■yeai    mothei    the  maddi 

merriest  day 
For  I'm  to  be  Queen   j   the  Mi     m  ther,  I'm 

be  Queen  o'  the  Maj 


There's  many  a  black,  black  eye,  they  say,  but  none 
There's  Margaret  and  Mary,  there's  Kate  and  Caro- 
But  none  so  fair  aa  little  Alice  in  aE  the  land,  ihey 
So  I'm  ta  be  C 
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I  sleep  so  sound  all  night,  motiier,  that  I  sliall  never 
If  you  do  not  call  me  loud  when  the  day  be^na  to 

But  I  must  gather  knots  of  flowers,  and  huda  and 

garlands  gay, 
For  I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


He  thought  of  that  sharp  look,  mother,  I  gave  hii 

yesterday, — 
But  Pm  fo  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  Pm  t 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


He  thought  I  was  a  ghost,  mother,  for  I  was  aU  in 

And  1  ran  by  him  without  speaking,  like  a  flash  of 

fcht. 
Tliey  call  me  ei-uel-beairted,  but  I  care  not  what 

they  gay," 
For  I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


Tliey  say  he's  dying  all  for  love,  but  that  can  never 

be; 
They  say  his  heart  is  breaking,  mother — -what  ia 

that  to  me  ? 

There's  nnany  a  bolder  lad  'ill  woo  mo  any  summer 

And  I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mothur,  I'xn  to 
be  Queen  o*  the  May. 
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LiUle  Effie  eliail  go  with  me  to-morww  to  the  green, 
And  you'll  be  tiiere,  too,  mottcr,  to  see  me  roade 

the  Queen: 
For  the  fihepherf  lads  on  every  side  'ill  come  from 

fer  away, 
And  I'm  to  lie  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May, 


The  honeysuckle  round  the  porch  has  woven  its 

wavy  howera, 
And  by  the  meadow-trenches  blow  the  fiiint  sweet 

cuckoo-flowera ; 
And  the  ivild  marsh-marigold  shines  lilre  fire  in 

Bivamps  and  hollows  gray, 
And  I'm  to  De  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  Tm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


The  night-winds  come  and  ^o,  motlicr,  upon  the 

meadow  grass. 
And  (he  happy  stars  above  them  seem  to  brighten 

as  they  pass ; 
There  tri]]  not  be  a  drop  of  rain  the  whole  of  the 

livelong  day. 
And  I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother  I'm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


All  the  valley,  mother,  'ill  be  fresh  and  green  and 

stiU, 
And  the  cowshp  and  the  crowfoot  are  over  all  the 

hill. 
And  the  rivulet  in  tlie  flowery  dale  'ill  meniiy 

glance  and  play. 
For  I'm  to  he  Queen  o'  the  Mav,  mother,  I'm  to 

be  Queen  o'  tJie  May. 
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So  you  must  wake  and  call  me  early,  call  mo  early, 

mother  dear, 
To-morrow  '111  lie  the  happiest  time  of  aJJ  the  glad 

New-year : 
To-moiTow  'ill  be  of  all  the  year  the  maddest,  mei^ 

riest  day, 
For  I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  fo 

1)0  Queen  o'  the  May. 


NEW    YEAR'S    EVE. 


Jp  you're  waiting  pall  mc  early,  call  me  early, 
mother  dear, 

For  I  would  see  the  sun  rise  upon  the  glad  New- 
year. 

It  is  tie  last  New-year  that  I  shall  ever  see, 

Then  you  may  lay  me  low  i'  the  mould,  and  think 


To-night  I  saw  the  aun  act ;  he  set  and  left  behind 
The  good  old  year,  the  dear  old  time,  and  all  my 

peace  of  mind ; 
And  the  New-year's  coming  up,  mother,  hut  I  shall 

never  see 
The  blossom  on  the  blackthorn,  the  leaf  upon  the 


East  May  we  made  a  crown  of  flowers :  we  hai 

merry  day ; 
Beneath  the  hawthorn  on.  the  green  thcv  made 

Queen  of  May; 
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And  we  danced  about  the  May-pole  and  in  tlie 

hazel  copse, 
Ti]l  Charles's  Wain  carac  out  above  tte  tall  wliite 

ohimnej'-tops. 


Here  'a  not  a  flower  on  all  tho  liiHa :  the  froat  is 

the  pane : 
I  only  wisli  to  live  till  tlie  snowdrops  come  agMi 
I  wish  the  snow  would  melt  and  flie  bhu  come 

on  high; 
I  long  to  see  a  flower  so  before  the  day  I  die. 


The  building  rook  'Ul  ci 


pe  along  the  fidlow  1( 
e  back  agmn  with  au 


But  I  shall  lie  alone,  mother,  ■within  the  moulder- 
ing grave. 

VI. 

Upon  the  chancel-casement,  and  upon  that  grave 

of  mine. 
In  iJie  early  early  morning  the  summer  sun  'ill 

Before  the  red  cock  crowB  from  the  firm  upon  the 

bill. 
When  you  are  wanu-asleep,  mother,  and   all  ths 

world  is  still. 


When  the  flowers  come  again,  mother,  beneath  the 

waning  Ught 
Youll  never  see  me  more  in  the  long  gray  fielda  at 

When  irom  the  dry  dark  wold  the  summer  Eurs  blow 

ttn  the  oat-grass  and  the  swovd-graaa,  and  the  bul- 
rush in  the  pool. 
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Youll  bury  me,  my  motlier,  just  beneath  the  haw- 
thorn shade, 

And  youll  come  souietimeB  and  see  me  where  I  am 
lowly  hdd. 

I  shall  iiot  forget  you,  mother,  I  shall  hear  you  when 

With  your  feet  above  my  head  in  the  long  and 
pleasant  grass. 

I  have  been  wild  and  wayward,  but  you'll  forgive 
You'll  kiss  me,  my  own  mother,  upon  my  cheek  and 
Nay,  nay,  you  must  not  weep,  nor  let  yonr  grief  be 
le,  mother,  you   have 


If  lean  I'll  come  again,  mother,  from  out  my  resting- 

Though  youTI  not  see  me,  mother,  I  shall  look  upon 

your  face ; 
Though  I  cannot  speak  a  word,  I  shall  harken  what 

you  s! 


■night,  when  I  have  said  good-n 


And  you  see  me  carried  out  from  the  threshold  of 

the  door ; 
Don't  let  Effie  come  to  see  me  till  my  grave  be 

growing  green  : 
Shell  oe  a  better  child  to  you  tlian  ever  I  have 
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CONCLUSION. 


Let  her  take   i 

But  tell  her,  when  I'm  gone,  to  tr^n  the  ros« 
tliat  I  set 

About  the  parlor-window  and  the  bax  of  n 


Good-night,  sweet  mother;  call  me  before  the  day 

All  night  I  lie  awake,  but  I  fall  asleep  at  morn ; 
But  I  would  see  the  sun  rise  upon  the.  glad  JTew- 

year, 
So,  if  you're  waking,  call  me,  call  me  eai'Iy,  mother 


CONCLUSION. 


1  THOUGHT  to  pass  away  before,  and  yet  alive  I 

And  in  the  fields  all  round  I  hear  the  bleating  of 

the  lamb. 
How  sadly,  I  remember,  rose  the  morning  of  the 


O  sweet  is  the  new  yiolet,  that  coniei  beneath  the 
And  sweeter  is  the  young  lamb's  voice  to  me  that 
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And  sweet  is  all  tlie  land  abpiit,  and  all  the  flowers 

that  Wow, 
And  sweeter  lar  is  death  tiian  life  to  me  that  long 


It  seemed  so  hai'd  at  first,  mollier,  to  leave  the 

Weased  sun, 
Aad  now  it  seema  aa  hard  to  stay ;  and  yet,  His  will 

be  done ! 
But  still  I  think  it  can't  be  long  before  I  find  re- 

L,  the  clej^man,  has  told  mo 

his  kindly  voice  and  on  his  silver 

And  blesangs  on  Hs  whole  life  long,  until  he  meat 

me  there  I 
O  blesangs  on  his  tindly  heart  and  on  his  silver 

heSil 
A  thousand  times  1  blest  him,  as  he  Itnelt  beside  my 

bed. 

He  showed  rae  all  the  mercy,  for  he  taught  me  all 

tlie  sin. 
Now,  thoiwh  my  lamp  was  lighted  late,  there's  One 

wilfletmein: 
Nor  would  1  now  be  well,  mother,  again,  if  tliat 

eonld  be, 
For  my  desire  is  bat  to  pass  to  Him  tliat  died  for 


I  did  not  hear  the  dog  howl,  mother,  or  the  death- 
watch,  beat. 
There  came  a  sweeter  token  when  the  night  and 
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But  sit  beside  my  bed,  mother,  and  put  your  band 
And  Effie  on  the  otber  side,  and  I  will  tell  the  sign 

All  in  the  wild  Mareb-morning  I  heard  the  angeii 

call; 
It  was  when  the  moon  was  getting,  and  the  dark 

was  over  all;  . 

The  trees  began  to  whisper,  and  the  wind  began  to 

ing  I  lieard  them  call 

For  lying  broad  awake  I  thought  of  yon  and  Effie 
I  saw  you  sitling  in  the  house,  and  I  no  longer 
With  all  my  strength  I  prayed  for  both,  and  so  1 


I  thought  that  it  waa  tancy,  and  I  listened  in  my 

bed, 
And  then  did  something  speak  to  me — ^I  know  not 

what  was  said ; 
For  great  delight  and  shuddering  took  hold  of  all 


But  you  were  sleeping;  and  I  sidd,  "It's  not  for 

And  if  it  comes  three  IJmes,  I  thought,  I  t^ke  it  for 
a  sign. 


h..,L=-j,.,Googlc 


CON0I.D8I0N.  89 

And   once  again   it   came,   and   cloae   beside   the 

window-bars, 
Then  seemed  to  go  riglit  up  to  heayon  and  die 

among  the  Stars. 


So  now  I  think  my  time  is  near.    I  trust  it  is.    I 

The  blessed  music  went  tbat  way  my  soul  will  have 

And  for  myself,  indeed,  I  care  not  if  I  go  to-day, 
"Rut,  EHie,  you  must  comfort  her  wlieii  I  am  pa,st 

And  say  to  Eobin  a  kind  word,  and  tell  liim  not  to 

fret; 
There's   many  worthier  than  I  would  make  him 

liEippy  yet. 
If  I  had  lived— I  cannot  tell — I  might  have  been 

his  wife ; 
But  all  these  things  have  ceased  to  be,  with  my 

deare  of  liie. 


0  look  I  the  Bun  begins  to  rise,  the  heavens  are  in 

lie  shines  upon  a  hundred  fields,  and  all  of  them  I 

And  there  I  move  no  longer  now,  and  there  his 

light  may  shine — 
WUd  flowers  in  the  valley  for  other  hands  lian 


;eet  and  strange  it  seems  to  me,  that  ere  tliis 

day  is  done 
voice  that  now  is  spcalcing  may  be  beyonJ  the 
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30  THE   LOTOS-EATBES. 

Forever  and  forevar  with  those  just  souls  and  true — 
And  what  is  life,  tliat  we  sliould  moan  ?  why  make 
we  Eiich  ado  ? 


To  lie  within  the  liglit  of  God,  as  I  he  upon  your 

breast— 
And  the  wicked  cease  from  troubEng,  and  the  weary 


THE  LOTOS-EATERS. 


"  CoUKAGB  I "  he  said,  and  pointed  toward   the 

"  This  moimling  wave  will  roll  us  ehorewaid  soon." 
In  the  afternoon  they  oame  unto  a  land. 
In  which  it  seemed  always  afternoon. 
AU  round  the  coast  the  languid  air  did  swoon, 
Breathine  like  one  that  hath  a  weary  dream. 
FuU-feeed  above  the  valley  stood  iJie  moon ; 
And  Uke  a  downward  smoke,  the  slender  stveam 
Along  the  cliff  to  fell  and  pause  and  fall  did  seem. 


A  land  of  streams !  some,  like  a  downward  smoke, 
Slow-dropping  veils  of  thinnest  lawn,  did  go ; 
And  some  through  wavering  lights  aud  shadows 

■RolKng  a  alurabrous  sheet  of  foam  below. 
They  saw  tlio  gleaming  river  seaward  flow 

From  the  inner  land:  fiir-off,  tf '■ 

Three  silent  pinnacles  of  aged 
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Stocd   sunset-Huslied ;    and,  dewed  midi   shoiverj- 

drops, 
Up-clomb  the  shadowy  pine  above  the  woven  copse. 


The  charmed  sunset  lingered  low  adoivn 

In  the  red  West ;  through  mountain  clefts  the  d 

Was  seen  fir  inland,  ana  the  yellow  down 

Bordered  with  palm,  and  many  a  winding  valo 

And  meadow,  set  with  slender  galingale ; 

A  land  where  all  things  always  seemed  lie  same 

And  round  about  the  keel  with  faces  pale, 

Datk  faces  pale  against  that  rosy  fl^ne, 

The  mild-eyed  mSaucholy  Lotos-eaters  came. 


Branches  they  bore  of  that  enchanted  stem, 
Laden  with  flower  and  fruit,  whereof  they  gave 
To  each,  but  whoso  did  receive  of  them, 
And  taste,  to  him  the  gushing  of  the  wave 
Far,  far  away  did  seem  to  mourn  and  rave 
On  alien  shores ;  and  if  his  fellow  spake, 
His  voice  was  thin,  as  voices  from  the  grave ; 
And  deep-asleep  he  seemed,  yet  all  awake, 
And  music  in  his  ears  his  bealing  heart  did  make. 


They  sat  them  down  upon  the  yellow  sand, 
Between  the  sun  and  moon  upon  the  shore ; 
And  sweet  it  was  to  dream  of^  Father-land, 
Of  child,  and  wife,  and  slave ;  hut  evermore 
Most  weary  seemed  the  sea,  weary  the  oar, 
Weary  the  wandering  fields  of  barren  foam. 
Then  some  one  said,  "  We  will  return  no  more : 
And  all  at  once  tliey  sang,  "  Our  island  home 
Is  fiir  beyond  the  wave ;  we  will  no  longer  roan 
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CHOmC   SONG, 

There  ia  sweet  muMO  here  that  softer  ialls 

Than  petals  from  blown  roses  on  the  grass, 

Or  nighWews  on  still  waters  betiveen  walls 

Of  shadowy  granite,  in  a  gleaming  pass ; 

MuMC  that  gentlier  on  tbe  spirit  lies 

Than  tired  eyelids  upon  tilled  eyes ; 

Music  that  brings  aweet  sleep  down  from  tlic  bliss 

ful  skies. 
Here  are  cool  mosses  deep, 
And  throagh  the  moss  tlie  ivies  ci'cep, 
And  in  the  stream  the  lone-leaved  flowers  weep, 
And  from  the  craggy  ledge  tiie  poppy  hangs  in 

Why  are  we  weighed  upon  with  heaviness, 
And  utterly  consumed  with  sharp  distress. 
While  all  uiings  else  have  rest  from  weariness  ? 
All  things  have  rest :  why  should  we  foil  alone, 
We  only  toil,  who  are  the  first  of  things. 
And  make  perpetual  moan. 
Still  from  one  sorrow  to  another  thrown : 
Nor  ever  fold  our  wings, 
And  cease  fi-om  wanderings. 
Nor  steep  our  brows  in  slumber's  holy  balm ; 
Kor  hearken  what  the  inner  spirit  sings, 
"  There  is  no  joy  but  calm  I " 

Why  should  we  only  toil,  the  roof  and  crown  of 
things? 

3. 
Lo !  in  the  middle  of  the  wood, 
The  folded  leaf  is  wooed  from  out  the  bud 
With  winds  upon  the  branch,  and  there 
Grows  green  and  broad,  and  takes  no  care 
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Sun-steeped  at  noon,  and  in  the  moon 
Nightly  dew-fed ;  and  tiirnin";  yellow 
FaUa,  and  floats  adown  the  air. 
Lo  I  sweetened  with  the  summer  light, 
The  fiill-juiced  apple,  waxing  over-meliow, 
Drops  in  a  dlent  autumn  night 
*"  -iB  allotted  !en^  of  days, 

o  toil, 


Hateful  is  the  dark-blue  sky, 

Vaulted  o'er  the  dait-bhie  sea. 

Death  is  the  end  of  life ;  ah,  why 

Should  life  idl  lahor  be  ? 

Let  ua  alone.     Tuae  driveth  onward  fiat, 

And  in  a  little  while  our  lips  are  dumb. 

Let  us  alone.    What  ia  it  that  will  last  1 

All  tilings  are  taken  from  na,  and  become 

Portions  and  parcels  of  the  dreadful  Past. 

Let  us  alone.    What  pleasure  can  we  have 

To  war  with  evil  ?    Is  there  any  peace 

In  ever  climbing  up  the  climbing  wave  ? 

All  things  have  rest,  and  ripen  toward  the  grave, 


How  sweet  it  were,  hearing  tlie  downward  streaui, 

With  half-shut  eyoa  ever  to  seem 

Falling  asleep  in  a  half-dream  I 

To  dream  and  dream,  like  yonder  amber  light, 

Which  will  not  leave  the  myrrh-bush  on  the  height ; 

To  hear  each  other's  whispered  speech ; 

JGlating  the  Lotos,  day  by  day. 

To  watdi  tlie  Crispin"  ripples  on  the  beach, 

And  tender-curving  fines  of  creamy  spray : 
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To  lend  our  liearts  aud  spirits  wholly 

To  the  influence  of  nuld-minded  melancholy ; 

To  muse  and  brood  and  live  again  in  memory, 

With  those  old  feces  of  our  infency 

Heaped  over  with  a  mound  of  grass, 

Two  handftila  of  wMte  dust,  shut  in  an  urn 


G. 
Dear  ia  the  memory  of  our  wedded  lives, 
And  dear  the  last  embraces  of  our  wives 
And  their  warm  tears ;  but  all  hath  suffered  change ; 
For  surely  now  our  household  hearths  are  cold : 
Our  SODS  inherit  us :  our  looks  are  strange : 
And  we  should  come  like  ghosts  to  trouble  joy. 
Or  else  the  island  princes,  ove^-bold 
Have  eat  our  substance,  and  the  minstrel  mngs 
Before  them  of  iJie  ten-years'  war  in  Troy, 
And  our  great  deeds,  as  half-fbiaotten  things. 
Is  there  confiiaion  in  the  little  i^  ? 
Let  what  is  broken  so  remain. 
The  Gods  are  hard  to  reconcile ; 
'Tis  hard  to  settle  order  once  a^ain. 
There  is  coniuaon  worse  than  death, 
Trouble  on  trouble,  pain  on  pain, 
Long  labor  unto  aged  breath. 
Sore  task  to  hearts  worn  out  with  many  wars, 
And  eyes  grown  dim  with  gazing  on  the  pilot-stars. 


But,  propt  on  beds  of  amai-anth  and  molj', 

liow  sweet  (whUe  warm  airs  lull  us,  blowing  lo 

With  half-dropt  eyelids  slill. 

Beneath  a  heaven  dark  and  holy, 

To  watch  the  long  bright  river  drawing  slowlj 

His  waters  from  me  purple  hill — ■ 

To  hear  the  dewy  echoes  calling 

From  cave  to  cave  through  the  thick-twined  v 

To  hear  the  emerald-colored  water  tailing 
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Through  many  a  woven  acantliua-wreatli  divine  I 
Onlj-  to  hear  and  see  the  iar-off  sparkling  brine, 
Only  to  hear  were  sweet,  sti'etehed  out  beneath  the 


The  Lotos  blooms  behiw  the  flowery  peak ; 
The  Lotos  blows  by  every  winding  creek : 
All  day  the  wind  lireathes  low  with  mellower  tone : 
Through  every  hollow  eave  and  alley  lone 
Eoundand  round  the  spicy  downs  the  yellow  Lotos- 
dust  is  blown. 
We  have  had  enough  of  action,  and  of  motion  we. 
Rolled  U>  starboard,  rolled  to  larboard,  wlien  the 

surge  was  Boething  free, 
Where  the  w^owing  monster  spouted  Ms  foam- 
fountains  in  the  aea. 
Let  us  swear  an  oath,  and  keep  it  with  an   ei^ual 

In  the  hollow  Lotos-land  to  live  and  lie  reclined 
On  the  hills  like  Gods  together,  careless  of  man- 

For  they  lie  be^de  tlieir  nectar,  and  the  ix>lts  are 
hurled 

Far  below  them  in  the  valleys,  and  the  clouds  are 
lightly  curied 

Round  their  golden  houses,  girdled  with  the  gleam- 
ing world; 

Wiiero  they  smile  in  secret,  looking  over  wasted 

Blight  and  fkmine,  plague  and  earthquake,  roaring 

deeps  and  fiery  sands, 
Clangii^  fights,  aiiil  flajning  towns,  and  inking 

ships,  and  praj-in"  hands. 
But  they  smile,   they  bnd  a  music  centred  in  a 

doleful  song 
Steaming  up,  a  lamenta^tian  and  an  ancient  tale  of 

Like  a  tale  of  little  moaning,  though  the  words  are 
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96  A   BREAM    OF    PAIR   WOMBU. 

Chanted  from  an  Ul-iiaed  race  of  men  that  doavo 

the  soil, 
Sow  tlie  seed,  and  reap  the  harvest  with  enduring 

toil. 

little  dues  of  wheat,  and  wine  and 

Till  they  perish  and  they  suffer — some,  'tis  whis- 
pered— down  in  hell 
Suffer  eadleas  anguish,  others  in  Elyaan  valleys 

Kesdng  weary  limbs  at  kst  on  heda  of  aspliodcL 
Surely,  surely,  slumber  is  more  sweet  than  toil,  the 

Than  labor  in  the  deep  mid^joean,  wind  and  ware 

0  rest  ye,  brother  mai^ners,  we  will  not  wander 


A  DREAM  OF    I"  AIR  WOMEN. 


I  READ,  before  my  eyelids  dropt  their  sliade, 

"  The  Legend  of  Good  Women"  long  ago 
Sung  by  the  morning  star  of  song,  who  made 


Dan  Chancer,  the  first  warbler,  whose  sweet  breath 
Preluded  those  melodious  bui-sta,  that  fill 

The  sMeious  times  of  great  Elizabeth 
with  sounds  that  echo  alJU. 


And,  for  a  while,  the  knowledge  of  Ms  apt 

Held  me  above  the  subject,  as  strong  gales 

Hold  swulien  clouds  from  raining,  though  my  heart, 
Brimfii!  of  those  wild  tales. 
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Chained  both  mine  eyes  with  teara.    lu  every  land 

laaw,  whererer  light  illmniDeth, 
Beauty  and  anguish  wdking  hand  in  hand 

The  downward  slope  to  death. 


Those  finvrenowned  brides  of  ancient  song 

Peopled  the  hollow  dark,  like  burning  stars, 

And  I  heard  sounds  of  insult,  shiune,  and  wrong. 
And  triunpets  blown  for  wars ; 


And  clattenng  flints  battered  with  clanging  hoofi ; 

And  I  saw  crowds  in  eolumned  sanctuaries ; 
And  forma  that  passed  at  windows  and  on  roofs 

Of  marble  palaces; 


Corpses  across  the  ilreahold ;  heroes  tall 
Dislodging  pinnacle  and  parapet 

Upon  the  tortoise  creeping  to  the  wall ; 
Lancers  in  ambush  set ; 


And  high  shrine-doors  bnrsC  through  with  heated 
blasts 

That  run  before  the  fluttering-  tongues  of  fire  ; 
White  surf  wind-scattered  over  sfSs  and  masts, 

And  ever  climbing  higher ; 


Squadrons  and  squares  of  men  in  brazen  plates. 
Scaffolds,  still  sheets  of  water,  divers  woes, 

Ranges  of  glimmering  vaults  with  iron  grates, 
And  hushed  seraglios. 
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So  shape  chased  shape  as  swift  as,  "when  to  land 
Bluster  the  winds  and  tides  the  self-same  ivay, 

Crisp  foam-flakes  scud  along  tlie  level  sand, 
Torn  from  the  fringe  of  spray. 


tart«d  once,  or  seemed  to  start,  in  pain, 

Resolved  on  noble  tiling,  and  strove  to  speak, 
when  a  great  thought  strikes  along  the  brain, 
And  flushes  aU  the  cheek. 


And  once  my  arm  was  lifted  to  hew  down 
A  cavalier  from  off  liis  saddle-bow, 

T^t  bore  a  lady  from  a  lean;uered  town ; 
And  then,  I  know  not  how, 

xni. 
All  those  sharp  fancies,  by  down-lapsing  thought 

Streamed  onward,  lost  their  edges,  and  did  eree] 
KoUed   on   each  other,    rounded,    smoothed,   aoi 
.  brought 
Into  the  gulfs  of  sleep. 


Enormous  elm-tree  boles  did  stoop  and  lean 
Upon  the  dusky  brushwood  underneath 

Their  broad  curved  branches,  fledged  with  clearest 
green, 
New  from  its  alkeii  sheath. 
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The  dim  red  morn  bad  died,  her  journey  done, 

And  with  dead  lips  smiled  at  the  t>vdight  pliun, 

Half-fallen  across  the  threshold  of  the  sun, 
Never  to  rise  again. 

There  was  no  motion  in  the  dmnh  dead  air, 
Kot  any  song  of  bird  or  sound  of  rill ; 

Gross  darkness  of  the  inner  sepulchre 
Is  not  so  deadly  still 


As  that  wide  forest.     Growths  of  jasmine  turned 
Their  hiumd  arms  festooning  tree  to  tree, 

And  at  the  root  through  lush  green  grasses  bnmed 
The.redai - 


I  knew  the  flowers,  1  knew  the  leaves,  I  knew 
The  tearftd  glimmer  of  the  langnld  dawn 
On  those  long,  rank,  dark  wood-waJfcs  drenched  it 

Leading  fram  lawn  to  lawn. 


The  smell  of  violets,  hidden  in  the  green, 

Poured  back  into  my  empty  soul  and  frame 

The  times  when  I  remember  to  have  been 
Joyful  and  free  from  blame. 


And  from  within  me  a  clear  undei^tone 

Thrilled  through  jnino  ears  in  tbat  uub 

"  Pass  freely  through !  the  wood  is  all  thine  o 
Unlil  the  end  of  time," 
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At  length  I  saw  a  lady  witliiii  call, 

Stiller  than,  chiselled  marble,  standing  there ; 
A  daughter  of  the  goils,  divinely  tall, 

And  most  divinely  fetr. 

Her  loveliness  with  shame  and  with  surprise 

Froze  my  swift  speech  ;  she  turning  on  my  fec« 

The  star-like  sorrows  of  immortal  eyes, 
Spoke  slowly  in  her  place. 


"  I  had  great  beauty ;  aak  thou  not  my  n 
No  one  can  be  more  wise  than  desti 

tSaay  drew  swords  and  died.  Where'er 
I  brought  calamity." 


I  answered  free,  and  turning  I 


No  marvel,  sovereign  lady  1  in  fair  field, 
Myself  for  such  a  face  had  boldly  died," 

'  free,  and  turning  I  appe^ed 
L'o  one  that  stood  besii 

XXVI. 

he,  with  sick  and  scornful  looks  averse. 
To  her  frill  height  her  stately  stature  draws ; 


"  I  was  cut  off  finm  hope  in  that  sad  place, 

Which  yet  to  name  my  spirit  loathes  and  fears : 

My  iatlier  held  his  hand  upon  his  face : 
I,  blinded  with  my  tears. 


"Still  strove  to  spe^;  my  voice  was  thick  with  sighs 
As  ia  a  dream.    Dimly  I  could  descry 
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The  stern  black-bearded  kings,  witli  ivolflsh  eyes, 

"  The  blgb  masts  flickered  as  tiey  lay  afloat ; 

The  crowds,  the  temples,  ■wavered,  and  the 
shore; 
The  bright  death  quivered  at  the  yicilm'a  tliroat ; 

Touched ;  and  I  knew  no  more." 


Whereto  tie  other  with  a  downward  brow ; 

"  I  would  the  white  coid  heavy-plungin"  foam, 
Whirled  by  the  wind,  had  rolled  me  deep  below, 

Then  when  I  left  my  home." 


Her  slow  full  words  sank  through  the  silence  drear, 
Ab  thunder-drops  fell  on  a  sleeping  sea: 

Sudden  1  heard  a  voice  that  cried,  "  Come  hero, 
That  I  may  loot  on  thee." 


I  tarnii^  BftW,  throned  on  a  flowery  rise, 

One  sitting  on  a  ciTinson  scarf  unrolled ; 

A  queen  with  swarthy  cheeks  and  bold  black  eyes, 
Brow-bound  witi  burning  gold. 


8be,  flashing  forth  a  haughty  sn 
"  I  governed  men  by  chang 

All  mooSa.  'Tis  long  since  I  ha 
Once,  like  the  moon,  I  mat 


"  The  ever-shifling  currents  of  the  blood 
According  to  my  humor  ebb  and  flow. 

I  have  no  men  to  govern  in  this  wood ; 
That  makes  my  only  woe. 
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"  Say— jet  it  ehafee  me  that  I  could  not  bend 
One  wUl ;  nor  tame  and  tuWr  witli  mine  eyt 

That  dull  cold-blooded  Ctesar.     Prithee,  friend. 
Where  is  Mark  Antony  ? 


"  The  man  my  lover,  with  whom  I  rode  suWime 
On  Fortune's  neck :  we  sat  as  God  by  God : 

The  Nilus  would  have  risen  before  his  IJnie 
And  flooded  at  otiv  nod. 


"  We  drank  the  Ljbian  San  to  sleep,  and  lit 
Lamps  which  outburned  Canopus.     O  my 

In  E^^tl     O  tiie  dalliance  and  the  wit. 
The  flattery  and  the  strife, 


"  And  the  wild  kiss,  when  fresh  from  war's  alarms, 
M^  Hercules,  my  Koman  Antony, 

My  mailed  Bacchus  leapt  into  my  arms, 
Contented  there  to  die ! 

XXXIX. 
"  And  there  he  died ;  and  when  I  heard  my  name 

Sighed  fi3rth  with  life  I  would  not  brook  my  fear 
Of  the  other :  with  a  worm  I  ballced  his  lame. 

What  else  was  left  ?— look  here  I " 


(With  that  she  tore  her  robe  apart,  and  half 
The  polished  argent  of  her  breast  to  sight 

Laid  bare.    Thereto  she  pointed  with  a  laugh. 
Showing  the  aspick's  bite  ;) 


"  I  died  a  Queen.     The  Roman  soldier  found 
Me  lying  dead,  my  crown  about  my  briiws, 
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name  Ibrever ! — lying  robed  and  crowned, 
Worthy  a  Bomaa  spouse." 


Her  warbling  voice,  a  lyre  of  widest  range 

Struck  by  all  passion,  did  fell  doivn  and  glan 

!From  lone  to  tone,  and  glided  through  all  change 
Of  liveiiest  utterance. 


When  she  made  pause  I  knew  not  for  delight ; 

Because  with  sudden  molian  &oni  the  ground 
She  raised  her  piercing  orbs  and  filled  with  light 

The  interval  of  sound. 

XLIV. 

Still  with  thevv  fires  Love  tipt  his  keenest  darts ; 

As  once  they  drew  into  two  burning  rings 
All  beams  of  Love,  melting  the  mighty  hearts 

Of  captidns  and  of  kmgs. 

XLV. 
Slowly  my  sense  undaziled.     Then  I  heard 

A  noise  of  some  one  coming  through  the  lawn. 
And  singing  clearer  than  the  crested  bu-d, 

That  daps  his  wings  at  dawn. 

sxvi. 
"  The  torrent  brooks  of  hallowed  Israel 

From  craggy  hollows  pouring,  late  and  soon, 
Sound  all  night  long,  in  tailing  tlSough  the  dell, 

Far-heard  beneath  the  moon. 


■'  The  balmy  moon  of  blessed  Isi-ael 

Floods  all  the  deep-blue  gloom  with  beau 
divine : 
All  night  the  splintered  cr^s  tliat  irall  the  dell 

With  spires  of  silver  shine." 
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As  one  that  musetJi  where  broad  sunshine  laves 
Tbe  lawn  by  aome  cathedral,  through  the  door 

Hearing  the  ho!y  oi^n  rolling  wares 
Of  sound  on  roof  and  floor 


Within,  and  anthem  sung,  is  charmed  and  tied 
To  where  he  stands,— so  stood  I,  when  that  flow 

Of  muac  left  the  lips  of  her  that  died 
To  save  her  father's  vow ; 


The  daughter  of  the  warrior  Gileadite, 

A  maiden  pure ;  as  when  she  went  along 

From  Mizpoh's  towered  gate  with  welcome  l^ht, 
With  timbrel  and  with  song. 


My  words  leapt  forth :  "  Heaven  heads  the  c 
of  crimes   , 
With  that  wild  oati."    She  rendered  an 

"  Mot  so,  nor  onco  alpno ;  a  thousand  times 
I  would  be  born  and  die. 

"  Single  I  grew,  like  some  green  f^nt,  whose  i 
Creeps  to  the  garden  water-pipes  beneatli. 

Feeding  the  flower :  but  ere  my  flower  to  fruit 
Changed,  I  was  ripe  for  death. 


■:My  God,  my  land,  my  father— these  did  move 
Me  fi-om  my  bli^  of  Ufe,  that  Nature  gave, 

Lowered  sofdy  with  a  threefold' choivi  of  love 
Down  to  a  silent  grave. 
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"  And  I  went  mourning,  '  No  fair  llelji-ew  boy 
Shall  smile  away  my  maiden  blame  among 

The  Hebrew  motliera.'—eniplied  of  all  joy, 
Leaving  the  dance  and  song. 


"  Leaving  the  olive-gardens  fiir.  below, 

Leaving  tlie  promise  of  my  bridal  bower, 

The  valleys  of  giape-loaded  vines  that  glow 
Beneath  the  liittled  tower. 


"  The  light  white  cloud  swam  over  us.  Anon 
We  heard  the  lion  roaring  fixmi  his  den ; 

We  saw  the  law;e  white  stains  liso  one  by  one, 
Or,  from  the  darkened  glen. 


"  Saw  God  divide  the  night  with  flying  flame. 
And  thunder  on  the  everlasting  hills. 

1  heard  Him,  for  He  spake,  and  grief  became 
A  solemn  scorn  of  ills.  ■ 


"  When  the  next  moon  was  rolled  into  the  sky. 
Strength  came  to  me  that  equalled  my  desire. 

How  beautiful  a  tiling  it  was  to  die 
For  God  and  for  my  sire ! 


"  It  comforts  me  in  this  one  thought  to  dwell, 
That  I  subdued  me  to  my  father's  will ; 

Because  the  kiss  he  fjave  me,  ere  1  fell, 
Sweetens  the  spirit  stilL 
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She  locked  her  lips :  she  left  me  where  I  stood 
"  Glory  to  God,"  she  sang,  and  past  afar, 

Thridding  the  aombi-e  boskage  of  the  wood. 
Toward  the  morning-star. 


When  midnight  hells  cease  rin^og  suddenly, 
And  the  old  year  is  dead. 


"  Alas!  alas !"  a  low  voice,  full  of  cai-e. 

Murmured  beado  me ;  "  Turn  and  look  oi 

I  am  that  Rosamond,  whom  men  call  fair, 
If-whatlwaslhe. 


"  "Would  I  had  been  some  maiden  coarse  and  poor  1 
O  me  1  that  I  should  ever  see  the  light ! 

Those  dragon  eyes  of  angei-ed  Eleanor 
Do  hunt  me,  day  and  night," 

ixv. 
She  ceased  in  tears,  fellen  from  hope  and  trust : 

To  whom  the  Egyptian;  "  0,  you  tamely  died  1 
Tou  sliould  have  clung  to  Fulvia's  waist,  and  thrust 

The  da^er  through  hev  M.de." 


With  that  sharp  sound  the  white  dawn's  creeping 
beams. 

Stolen  to  my  bnun,  dissolved  the  mystery 
Of  folded  sleep.     The  captain  of  my  di'Cains 

Euled  in  the  eastern  sky. 
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VIom  broadened  on  the  bordei-s  of  the  dark. 
Ere  I  saw  hor  who  clasped  in  her  last  trai 

Eler  murdered  father's  bead,  or  Joan,  oi'  Arc, 
A  light  of  ancient  France ; 


Or  her,  who  tnew  that  Love  can  vanquish  Death, 
Who  kneeUng,  with  one  arm  about  her  king, 

Drew  forth  the  poison  with  her  balmy  breath, 
Sweet  as  new  buds  in  Spring. 


No  memory  labors  longer  from  the  deep 

Gold-mines  of  thought  to  lift  the  hidden  o 

That  glimpses,  moving  up,  thaji  I  &om  eieep 
To  gather  and  tell  o'er 


Each  little  sound  and  sight.     With  what  dull  pain 
Compassed,  how  eagerly  1  sought  to  strike 

Into  that  wondrous  track  of  dreams  agMn  I 
But  no  two  dreams  are  lilto. 

hxxi. 

As  ivheu  a  aoul  lamente,  which  hatli  been  blest, 
Desiring  what  is  mingled  with  past  years, 

In  yearnings  that  can  never  be  exprest 
By  signs  or  groans  or  tears ; 


Because  all  wi 

Failing  tc  ^  .  , 

Wither  beneath  the  palate,  and  the  heart 

Faints,  faded  by  its  heat. 
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MAEGARET. 

0  SWEET  paie  Margaret, 

O  rare  pale  Maigaret, 

What  lit  your  eyes  with  tearful  power, 

Like  moonlight  on  a  fiJling  shower  ? 

Who  lent  jou,  love,  your  mortal  dower 

Of  pensive  thought  and  aspect  pale, 

Your  melancholy,  sweet  and  frail 
As  perfume  of  the  euckoo-flower  ? 
From  the  westward-winding  flood. 
From  the  evening-lighted  wood, 

From  all  things  outward  you  have  woi 
A  tearful  grace,  as  thougli  you  stood 

Between  the.  rainbow  and  the  sun. 

The  very  smile  before  you  speak, 
That  dimples  yonr  transparent  cheek,  . 
Encircles  all  tlie  heart,  and  feedeth 
The  senses  with  a  still  delight 

Of  dainty  sorrow  without  sound. 
Like  the  tender  amber  round, 
Which  the  moon  about  her  spreadeth. 
Moving  through  a  fleecy  night 

You  love,  remaining  peacefully, 

To  hear  the  murmur  of  the  strife, 
Bnt  enter  not  the  toil  of  life. 

Toiu'  spirit  is  the  calmed  sea. 

Laid  by  the  tumnlt  of  the  fight 

Tou  are  the  evening  star,  alway 

Bem^ning  betwixt  dark  and  bright: 

Lolled  echoes  of  laborious  day 

Come  to  you,  gleams  of  meUow  light 
Float  by  you  on  the  verge  of  night. 
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MAESAKET.  ] 

The  lion-heart,  Plantagenet, 

Sang  IooMqs  tlirough  his  prison  ters  ? 

ExquiaiteMai^ret,  who  can  tell 

The  last  wild  thought  of  Chatelet, 

Just  era  the  Slljng  axe  did  part 

The  burning  brfun  from  the  true  heart, 

Even,  in  her  aght  he  loved  so  well  ? 

A  fairy  shield  jtdut  Genius  made 

And  gave  you  on  your  natal  day. 
Your  soiTOW,  only  sorrow's  shade, 

Keeps  real  sori'Ow  fiir  away. 
You  move  not  in  such  solitudes, 

You  ai'e  not  lees  divine. 
But  more  human  in  your  moods, 

Thau  your  twin-aister,  Adeline. 
Your  hair  is  darker,  and  your  eyes 

Touched  with  a  somewhat  darker  hue. 

And  less  aerially  blue, 

But  ever  (remblin^  through  the  dew 
Of  dainty-woful  aymp*3iies. 

O  sweet  pale  Margaret, 
O  rare  pale  Maj^aret, 

Come  down,  come  down,  and  hear  me  apea 
Tie  up  the  ringlets  on  your  cheek : 
The  sun  is  just  about  to  set. 
The  arahing  limes  are  tall  and  shady, 
And  taint,  rainy  lights  are  seen, 
Moving  in  the  leavy  beech. 
Kise  from  the  feast  of  sorrow,  lady, 

Where  all  day  long  you  at  between 

Joy  and  woe,  and  whisper  each. 
Or  only  look  across  the  lawn. 

Look  out  bdow  your  boweiveaves. 

Look  down,  and  let  your  blue  eyes  dawn 

Upon  me  through  the  jasmine-leaves. 
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i;  ulaokbiud. 


THE  BLACKBIED. 

O  Blackbikd  !  sin"  aia  sometliing  well ; 
While  all  the  neighbors  slioot  thee  round, 
I  keep  smooth  plats  of  fruitful  ground, 

Where  thou  maj'at  warble,  eat  and  dwell. 

The  espalicra  and  the  standards  all 

Are  thine ;  tlie  I'an^e  of  lawn  and  park ; 
The  Tinnetted  blacfchearts  ripen  dark. 

All  thine,  against  the  garden  walL 


Thy  sole  delight  is,  sitting  st 
With  that  goU  da^r  of  thy  bill 
To  fret  the  summer  jennetin. 

A  golden  bill  I  the  siiver  tongue, 

Cold  February  loved,  is  dry : 

Plenty  corrupts  the  melody 
That  made  thee  famous  once,  ■when  young ; 

And  in  the  sultry  garden-squares, 

Now  thy  flute-notes  are  changed  to  coars 
I  hear  thee  not  at  all,  or  hoarse 

As  when  a  hawker  hawks  his  wares. 

Take  warning!  he  that  will  not  sing 
Wliile  yon  sun  prospers  in  the  blue. 
Shall  sing  for  want,  ore  leaves  are  new, 

Caught  in  the  frozen  palms  of  Spring. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  THE  OLD  YEAE. 


FiiLi.  knee-deep  lies  the  winter  snow, 
And  the  winter  winilg  are  wearily  sighing: 
Toll  ye  the  chnrch-beU  sad  and  slow, 
And  tvead  softly  and  speak  low, 
For  the  old  year  lies  a-djing. 
Old  year,  you  must  not  die ; 
You  came  to  as  so  readily. 
You  lived  witfi  us  so  steadily, 
Old  year,  you  shall  not  die. 


He  lieth  sfjll ;  he  dofh  not  move : 

He  will  not  see  the  dawn  of  day. 

He  hath  no  other  life  above, 

He  gave  me  a  friend,  and  a  true,  true-love. 

And  the  New-year  will  take  'em  away. 

Old  year,  you  must  not  go ; 

So  long  as  you  have  been  with  us. 

Such  joy  as  you  have  seen  with  us. 

Old  year,  you  shall  not  go. 


Ho  frothed  his  bumpers  to  the  brim; 

A  jollier  year  we  siitJl  not  see. 

But  though  his  eyes  are  waxing  dim, 

And  though  his  foes  speak  ill  of  liim, 

lEo  was  a  friend  to  me. ' 

Old  year,  you  shall  not  die ; 
Wo  did  so  laugh  and  cry  with  you, 
I've  half  a  mind  to  die  with  you, 
Old  year,  if  you  must  die. 
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To  see  Tiim  die,  across  the  waste 
His  son  and  heir  doth  ride  post-haste, 
But  hell  be  dead  before. 

Every  one  for  his  own. 

The  night  is  starry  and  cold,  my  friend, 

And  the  Few-year,  blithe  and  boM,  myfrieiid, 

Comes  up  <o  take  his  own. 

How  hard  he  breathes !  orer  the  snow 
I  heard  just  now  the  eromng  eocfc. 
The  shadows  flicker  to  and  fro : 
The  cricket  chirps ;  the  light  bums  low ; 
'Tis  nearly  twelve  o'clock. 

Shake  hands,  befoi*  you  die. 

Old  year,  well  dearly  rue  for  you : 

What  is  it  we  can  do  for  you  ? 

Speak  out  before  you  die. 


His  fece  is  growing  sharp' and  thin. 
Alack  I  our  friend  is  gone. 
Close  up  his  eyes :  tie  up  his  chin  : 
Step  from  the  corpse,  and  let  him  in 
That  standeth  there  alone, 

And  wwteth  at  the  door. 

There's  ft  new  foot  on  the  floor,  my  friend. 

And  a  new  face  at  the  door,  my  fnend, 

A  new  face  at  tlie  door. 


Thb  wind,  that  beats  the  mountain,  blows 
More  softly  round  the  open  wold, 

And  gently  comes  the  world  to  those 
That  are  east  in  gentle  mould. 
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And  me  this  knowledge  bolder  made, 
Or  else  I  had  not  dared  to  flow 

In  these  words  toward  you,  and  ioyade 
Even  with  a  verse  your  holy  woe. 

TMs  strange  that  liose  we  lean  on  most, 

Those  in  whose  laps  our  limbs  are  nursed, 

Fall  into  shadow,  soonest  lost ; 

Those  we  love  first  are  token  fiist. 


God  gives  us  love.     Sometliin^  to  love 

He  lends  us ;  but,  when  love  is  grown 

To  ripeness,  that  on  which  it  throve 
Falls  off,  and  love  is  left  alone. 


This  is  the  curse  of  time.    Alas ! 

In  grief  I  am  not  all  unlearned  ; 
Once  thiflugh  mine  own  doors  Death  did  p 

One  went,  who  never  hath  returned. 


Ho  \nll  not  smile— not  speak  to  me 

Onee  more.     Two  years  his  chair  is 

Empty  before  us.    That  was  he 

"Without  whose  life  I  had  not  been. 


Your  loss  is  rarer ;  for  this  star 

Rose  ivjtli  you  thi-ough  a  little  are 

Of  heaven,  nor  having  wandered  far, 
Sliot  oil  the  sudden  into  dark. 
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I  haye  not  looked  upon  you  nigh, 

Since  that  dear  soul  hath  feUfen  a 

Great  Nature  is  more  wise  than  1 1 
I  will  not  tell  yon  not  to  weep. 


And  though  my  oivn  eyes  fill  irith  dew, 

Drawn  from  the  spirit  ilmiugh  the  briun, 

I  Tvill  not  even  preach  lo  you, 

"  Weep,  weeping  dnUs  tie  inward  pain." 


Let  Grief  be  her  own  mistress  still. 

She  lovetli  her  own  anguish  deep 
More  than  much  pleasure.     Let  her  will 

Be  done — to  weep  or  not  to  weep. 


I  wiE  not  say  "  God's  ordinance 

Of  Death  is  blown  in  every  wind ; " 

For  that  is  not  a  common  chance 
That  takes  away  a  noble  mind. 

XUl. 
His  memory  long  will  live  alone 

In  all  our  hearts,  as  mournful  light 
That  broods  above  the  feUen  sun. 

And  dwells  in  heaven  half  the  night 

Vain  solace !    Memory  standing  near 

Cast  down  her  eyes,  and  in  her  throat 

Ker  voice  seemed  distant,  and  a  tear 
Dropt  on  the  letters  aa  I  I'lDte. 
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1  wrote  I  know  not  ivhat.     In  iJ-uth, 
How  should  I  soothe  you  anyway, 

Who  miss  the  brother  of  your  youth  7 
Yet  something  I  did  wish  to  say : 


For  he  too  was  a  friend  to  me  : 

Both  are  my  friends,  and  my  tri 

Bleedeth  for  both ;  yet  it  may  he 
That  only  silence  suiteth  best 


Words  weaker  tlian  your  grief  woald  make 
Grief  more.    'Twere  better  I  should  ceai 

Although  myself  could  almost  take 

The  place  of  him  that  sleepa  in  peace ; 


Sleep  sweedy,  tender  heart,  in  peace : 
Sleep,  holy  spirit,  blessed  soul, 

While  the  stare  bum,  the  moons  mcrea 
And  the  great  E^es  onward  roll. 


Tou  ask  rae,  why,  though  ill  at  ease, 
Within  this  region  I  subsist. 
Whose  spirits  Jaltor  m  the  mist, 

And  languish  for  the  puiple  soaa  ? 
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It  is  tlie  land  tlat  freemen,  till, 

That  sobcr-aulted  Freedom  chose, 

The  land  where,  girt  with  friends  or  fttes, 

A  man  may  apealt  the  thing  he  will ; 

A  land  of  settled  government, 

A  land  of  just  and  dd  renown, 
Where  Freedom  broadens  slowly  down 

From  P         '        ' 


Where  faction  seldom  gathers  head, 
But  by  degrees  to  fulness  wrought. 
The  ati-ength  of  some  diffusive  3ioaght 

Hath  time  and  space  to  work  and  spread. 

Should  banded  miions  persecute 
Opinion,  and  induce  a  time 
"HTien  sinde  thought  is  civil  crime. 

And  individuaT  freedom  mute  ; 

Though  Power  should  make  from  land  to  land 
The  name  of  Briton  trebly  great— 
Though  every  channel  of  the  State 

Should  almost  choke  with  golden  sand — 

Tet  waft  me  fi-om  the  harbor-mouth, 
Wild  wind !    I  seek  a  warmer  sky, 
And  I  will  see  before  I  die 

The  palms  and  temples  of  the  South. 


Op  old  sat  Freedom  on  the  heights, 

The  thunders  breaking  at  her  feet : 

Above  her  shook  the  starry  lights ; 
She  heard  the  torrents  meet. 
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Within  her  place  she  did  rejoice, 

Self-gathered  in  her  prophet-mind. 

But  fragments  of  her  mighty  voice 
Came  rolUng  on  the  ■wind. 

Then  stept  she  down  through  town  and  field 

To  mingle  with  the  human  race. 
And  part  by  part  to  men  revealed    . 

The  fulness  of  her  face- 
Grave  mother  of  majestic  works, 

From  her  iaie-altar  gazing  down, 
Who,  God-like,  grasps  the  triple  forka, 

And,  King-fike,  wears  the  crown ; 

Her  open  eyes  desire  the  truth. 

iSie  wisdom  of  a  thousand  years 
Is  in  them.     May  perpetual  youth 

Keep  dry  their  light  from  tears ; 

■Hiat  her  feir  form  may  stand  and  sliine, 

Make  hright  our  days  and  light  our  dreams, 

Turning  to  scorn  with  hps  divine 
The  felsehood  of  extremes ! 


LoTE  thou  thy  land,  with  love  lar  brought 
From  out  the  storied  Past,  and  used 
Within  the  Present,  hut  transfused 

Through  future  time  by  power  of  thought. 

True  love  turned  round  on  fixed  poles. 
Love  that  endures  not  sordid  ends. 
For  English  natures,  freemen,  friends. 

Thy  brothers  and  immortal  souls. 
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But  pamper  not  a  liaaty  time, 
Nor  feed  widi  crude  ima^inos 
The  lierd,  ivilil  hearts  and  feeble  wings, 

That  every  sophister  can  Kme. 

Deliver  not  the  tasks  of  might 

To  iveatneaa,  neither  hide  the  ray 
From  those,  not  blind,  who  wait  for  day, 

Though  dttiug  girt  with  doubtftil  Ught. 

Make  knowledge  circle  with  the  winds ; 

But  let  her  herald,  Keverence,  fly 

Before  her  W  whatever  sky 
Bear  seed  of  men  and  growth  of  minds. 

Wateh  what  msun-eurrents  diaw  the  years : 
Cut  Prejadice  agfunst  the  grain : 
But  gentle  words  are  always  gain : 

E^jird  the  weakness  of  thy  peers : 

Nor  toil  for  title,  place,  or  touch 

Of  pension,  neither  count  on  prfuse ; 
It  grows  to  guerdon  after-daj^ : 

Nor  deal  in  watchwords  overmuch ; 

Not  clinging  to  some  ancient  saw ; 

Not  mastered  by  some  modem  term ; 

Not  swift  nor  slow  to  change,  but  firm ; 
And  in  its  season  bring  the  law ; 

That  from  Discussion's  lip  may  fall 

With  Life,  that,  working  strongly,  binds — 
Set  in  all  lights  by  many  minda, 

To  dose  the  interests  of  all. 

For  Nature  also,  cold  and  warm, 
And  moist  and  dry,  devising  long. 
Through  niany  agents  making  strong. 

Matures  the  individual  form. 
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Meet  is  it  ciangea  should  conk'ol 
Our  being,  lesfc  we  rust  in  case. 
We  all  are  ciiansed  by  still  degrees, 

All  but  the  basis  of  the  soul. 

So  let  the  change  which  comes  be  free 
To  ingcoove  iteeif  ^with  that,  whioh  flies 
And  work,  a  joint  of  state,  that  plies 

Its  office,  moTed  with  sympathy. 

A  saying  hard  to  shape  in  act ; 
Fop  aS.  the  past  of  Time  reveals 
A  brida!  dawn  of  thunder-peals. 

Wherever  Thought  hath  wedded  Fact. 

Even  now  we  hear  with  ijiward  strife 
A  motion  toihng  in  the  gloom — 
The  Spirit  of  the  years  to  come 

Teaming  fo  mi^  himself  with  life. 

A  slow-developed  strength  awjuta 
Completion  in  a  painfttl  school ; 
Pliantoms  of  other  forms  of  rule. 

New  Majesties  of  mighty  States— 

The  warders  of  Ihe  growing  hour, 
Btit  vagtie  in  vapor,  hard  lo  mark ; 
And  round  them  sea  and  Eur  are  dark 

With  great  contrivances  of  Power. 

Of  many  changes,  aptly  joined, 
la  Jjodied  forth  the  second  whole. 
Regard  gradation,  lest  the  soul 

Of  Discord  race  the  rising  viind : 

A  wind  to  puff  your  idol-firea. 
And  heap  their  ashes  on  the  head ; 
To  shame  the  boast  so  often  made, 

That  we  are  wiser  than  our  ares. 
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0  yet,  if  Nature's  evli  star 

Drive  men  in  manliood,  as  in  youth, 

To  follow  flying  ateps  of  Tmth 
Across  tlie  brazen  bridge  of  war— 

If  New  and  Old,  disastrous  feud, 
Must  erer  Bhock,  like  armed  foes. 
And  this  be  true,  till  Time  shall  cloge. 

That  Principles  are  rained  in  blood ; 

Not  yet  the  wise  of  heart  would  cease 

To  hold  his  hope  through  shame  and  guilt. 
But  with  hia  hand  against  the  hilt, 

Would  pace  the  troubled  land,  like  Peace ; 

Not  lesa,  though  do^s  of  Faction  hay, 
Would  serve  his  tiod  in  deed  and  word. 
Certain,  if  knowledge  bring  the  sword. 

That  knowledge  takes  the  sword  away — 

Would  love  the  gleams  of  good  that  broke 
From  either  side,  nor  veil  his  eyes : 
And  if  some  dreadful  need  should  rise, 

Would  strike,  and  firmly,  and  one  stroke : 

To-mon-ow  yet  would  reap  to-day. 
As  we  bear  blossom  of  the  dead ; 
Earn  well  the  thrifty  months,  nor  wed 

Raw  Haste,  half-sister  to  Delaj. 


THE    GOOSE. 


I  KNEW  an  old  wife  lean  and  poor. 
Her  rags  sca,roe  held  together ; 

There  strode  a  stranger  to  the  door, 
And  it  was  ivindy  weather. 
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H«  held  a  goose  upoa  his  anii, 
He  uttered  rhyme  and  reason, 

"  Here,  take  the  gooae,  and  keep  jou  w 
It  is  a  stormy  stiason." 


She  caught  tte  white  goose  by  the  h 
A  goose — 'twas  no  great  matter. 

The  goose  let  fell  a  golden  egg 
With  cadde  and  with  clatter. 


She  dropt  the  goose,  and  oaught  the  pelf, 
And  ran  to  tell  her  neighbors ; 

Aiid  blessed  herself,  and  cui'sed  herself, 
And  rested  from  her  labors. 


And  feeding  high,  and  living  soft, 
Grew  plump  and  ab!e-bomed ; 

Until  the  grave  cburcbwarden  doffed, 
The  parson  smirked  and  nodded. 


So  Mtting,  served  by  man  and  maid, 
She  felt  her  heart  grow  prouder : 

But  all !  the  more  the  white  goose  Ifdd, 
It  clacked  and  cackled  louder. 


It  cluttered  hero,  it  chuckled  there; 

It  sdrred  tlie  old  wife's  mettle : 
She  shifted  in  hei-  elbow-chfur, 

And  hurled  the  pan  and  kctfle. 
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"  Go,  take  the  goose,  and  wring  her  throat, 
I  will  not  bear  it  longer ." 


Then  yelped  the  cur,  and  yawled  the  cai 
Kan  Gaffer,  stumbled  Gammer. 

The  goose  fiew  this  way  and  flew  that. 
And  filled  the  house  with  clamor. 


As  head  and  heels  upon  the  floor 
They  floundered  all  together. 

There  strode  a  stranger  to  the  door, 
And  it  was  windy  weather : 


He  took  the  coose  upon  his  ann. 
He  uttered  woi-ds  of  scorning; 

"  So  keep  you  cold,  or  keep  you  warm. 
It  is  a  stormy  morning." 


The  wild  wind  rang  from  park  and  plain, 
And  round  the  atljcs  rmnbled, 

Tdl  all  the  tables  danced  ag^ii, 
And  half  the  chimneys  tumbled. 


And  a  whirlwind  cleaved  the  larde 


And  while  on  all  ddes  breaking  lo< 
Her  household  fled  the  danger, 

Quotli  she,  "  The  Devil  lake  the  gc 
And  God  forget  the  st 
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THE    EPIC. 

At  Francis  Allen's  on  the  Christmas-eve, — 
The  game  of  forfeits  done — the  girls  all  kissed 
Beneath  the  sacred  bush  and  past  away — 
The  parson  Holmes,  (he  poet  Eyerard  Hall, 
The  host  and  1,  sat  round  the  wasswl-howl, 
Then  half-way  ebbed ;  and  there  we  held  a  talk. 
How  all  the  old  honor  had  from  Christmas  gone, 
Or  gone,  or  dwindled  down  to  some  odd  games 
In  some  odd  nooks  lifie  this;  till  I,  tired  out 
Wilh  cutting  eights  (hat  day  upon  the  pond, 
Where,  three  tunes  slipping  from  the  outer  edge, 
I  humped  the  ice  into  three  several  stars, 
Fell  in  a  doze ;  and  half-awake  I  heard 
The  parsou  takiu"  wide  and  wider  sweeps, 
Now  harping  on  the  ehureh-eonuniarioners, 
Wow  hawking  at  Geology  and  schism ; 
Until  I  woke,  and  found  him  settled  down 
Upon  the  general  decay  of  faith 
Kight  through  the  world — "  at  home  was  littie  left. 
And  none  abroad ;  there  was  no  anchor,  none. 
To  hold  by."    Francis,  laughing,  clapt  his  hand 
On  Everard's  shoulder,  with  "  I  hold  oy  Mm." 
"  And  I,"  quoth  Everard,  "  by  the  wassail-bowl." 
"  "Why  yes,    I  s^d,  "  we  knew  your  gift  that  way 
At  college :  but  another  which  you  had, 
I  mean  of  yerae,  (for  so  we  held  it  then,) 
What  came  of  that?"  "You  know,"  said  Frank, 

"  he  hung 
His  epic  of  King  Arthur  in  the  fire  '■ " 
And  then  to  me  demanding  why?    "  O,  sir, 
He  thought  that  nothing  new  was  said,  or  else 
Something  so  said  'twas  nothing — that  a  truth 
Looks  freSiest  in  the  iaahion  of  the  day ; 
God  knows :  he  has  a  mint  of  reasons :  ask. 
It  pleased  me  well  enough."    "  Nay,  nay,"  said  Hall, 
"Why  take  the  style  of  those  heroic  times? 
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Foi^  nature  brings  not  baob  the  Mastodon, 
Nor  we  those  times ;  and  why  slioald  any  man 
Remodel  models  ?  these  twelve  books  of  mine 
Were  faint  Homeric  echoes,  nothing  worth. 
Mere  chaff  and  drafF,  much  better  burnt."    "Butl," 
Said  Francis, "  picked  the  eleventh  from  this  hearth, 
And  have  it:  keep  a  thing,  its  use  will  come. 
I  hoard  it  as  a  sugar-rilum  ibr  Holmes." 
He  laughed,  and  1,  though  sleepy,  like  a  horse 
That  hearB  the  corn-bin  open,  pricked  my  eaw ; 
For  I  remembeved  Everard's  college  iatne 
When  we  were  Freshmen :  then  at  my  request 
He  brought  it;  and  the  poet,  litde  urged, 
But  vrith  some  prelude  of  disparagement, 
Kead,  mouthing  out  his  hollow  oes  and  aes, 
Deep-chested  mudc,  and  to  this  result. 


MORTE  D'AETHUK. 

So  ail  day  long  the  noise  of  battle  rolled 
Among  the  mountans  by  the  winter  sea ; 
tJnti!  King  Arthur's  table,  man  bj^  man. 
Had  fellen  in  Lyonness  about  their  Lord, 
King  Arthur :  then,  because  his  wound  was  dei 
'The  bold  Sir  Bedivere  upMfted  him. 
Sir  Bedivere,  the  last  of  all  his  knights. 
And  bore  him  to  a  chapel  nigh  the  field, 
A  broken  chance!  with  a  broKen  cross. 
That  stood  on  a  dark  strfut  of  barren  land. 
On  one  ade  lay  the  Ocean,  and  on  one 
Lot  a  great  water,  and  the  moon  was  full. 

Then  spake  King  Arthur  to  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  The  sermel  of  to^OT  unsolders  all 
The  goodliest  fellowship  of  famous  kniglits 
Whereof  this  world  holds  record.     Such  a  slee 
They  sleep — the  men  I  loved.     1  think  that  we 
Shaft  never  more,  at  any  future  time, 
Delight  our  souls  with  talk  of  knightly  deeds, 
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Walking  about  the  gardens  and  iJie  halls 

Of  Camelot,  as  in  the  days  that  ware. 

I  perish  by  tliis  people  which  I  made, — 

Though  Merlin  swars  that  I  should  come  again 

To  rule  once  more — but  let  what  will  be,  bo, 

I  am  so  deeply  smitten  through  the  helm 

That  without  help  I  cannot  last  till  morn. 

Thou  therefore  take  my  brand  Exealibur, 

"Which  was  my  pride :  for  thou  rememberest  how 

In  those  old  days,  one  summer  noon,  an  arm 

Rose  up  from  out  the  bosom  of  the  lake, 

Clothed  in  white  samite,  myatio,  wonderful, 

Holding  tlie  sword — and  how  I  rowed  aeroas 

And  took  it,  and  have  worn  it,  lite  a  king : 

And,  wheresoeTer  I  am  sung  or  toid 

In  aftertjme  tliis  also  shall  be  known : 

But  now  delay  not ;  take  Excalibur, 

And  ffin^  him  far  into  the  middle  meer ; 

Wateh  what  thou  seest,  and  lightly  bring  me  word." 

To  him  replied  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  It  is  not  meet,  Sir  King,  to  leave  thee  thus, 
Aidless,  alone,  and  smitten  through  the  helm. 
A  little  thing  may  hann  a  wounded  man. 
Yet  I  thy  hest  mil  all  perform  at  full, 
Watch  what  I  see,  and  lightly  bring  thee  word." 

So  saying,  from  the  rumed  shrine  he  stept. 
And  in  lie  moon  athwart  the  place  of  tombs, 
Where  lay  the  mighty  bones  o£  ancient  men. 
Old  knights,  and  over  them  the  sea-wind  sang 
Shrill,  cfuU,  with  flakes  of  foam.  He,  stepping  down 
By  zigzag  paths,  and  juts  of  pointed  rofik. 
Came  on  the  shining  levels  of  the  lake. 

There  drew  he  forth  the  brand  Excalibur, 
And  o'er  him,  drawing  it,  the  winter  moon, 
Brightening  the  skirls  of  a  long  cloud,  ran  forth 
And  sparkled  keen  with  frost  against  the  hilt ; 
For  all  the  hatl  twinkled  with  diamond  studs, 
Myriads  of  topaz-lights,  and  jacinth-work 
Of  subtlest  jewelleiy.     He  gazed  so  loi^g 
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That  both  his  eyes  were  dazzled,  as  he  stood 
This  way  aad  that  dividing  tlie  swift  mind, 
In  act  to  throw ;  but  at  the  last  it  seemed 
Better  to  leave  Excalibur  concealed 
There  in  the  many-knotted  waterfags, 
That  whistled  stiff  and  dry  about  the  marge 
So  sti'ode  lie  back  slow  to  the  wounded  King. 

Then  spake  King  Arthur  to  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  Hast  Uiou  performed  my  misaon  which  I  gave  ? 
What  is  it  thou  hast  seen  ?  or  what  hast  heard  ?  " 

And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  I  heard  the  ripple  washing  in  the  reeds, 
And  the  wild  water  lapping  on  the  crag." 

To  whom  replied  Kmg  Arthur,  fiunt  and  pale : 
"  Thou  hast  betrayed  thy  nature  and  thy  name, 
Not  rendering  (rue  answer,  as  beseemed 
Thy  fealty,  nor  like  a  noble  knight : 
For  surer  mga  had  followed,  either  hand 
Or  voice,  or  else  a  motion  of  the  raeer. 
This  is  a  sliameful  thing  for  men  to  lie. 
Yet  now,  I  cliai^  thee,  quickly  go  again 
As  thou  art  lief  and  dear,  and  do  the  thing 
I  bade  thee,  watch,  and  lightly  bring  rae  word." 

Then  went  Sir  Bedivere  the  second  time. 
Counting  the  dewy  pebbles,  fixed  in  thought ; 
But  when  he  saw  the  wonder  of  the  hilt, 
How  curiously  and  strangely  chased,  he  smote 
His  palms  together,  and  he  cried  aloud. 

"  And  if  indeed  I  cast  the  brand  away. 
Surely  a  precious  thing,  one  worthy  note, 
Should  thus  be  lost  forever  from  the  earth, 
Which  might  have  pleased  the  eyes  of  many  men. 
What  good  should  follow  this,  if  this  were  done  ? 
What  harm,  undone  ?  deep  harm  to  disobey. 
Seeing  obedience  is  the  bond  of  rule. 
Were  it  well  to  obey  tJien,  if  a  king  demand 
An  act  unprofitable,  agiunst  himself? 
The  king  is  ack,  and  knoivs  not  what  he  does. 
What  record,  or  what  relic  of  my  lord 
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Should  be  to  afterlime,  but  empty  breath 

And  rumors  of  a  doubt  ?  but  were  this  kept, 

Stored  in  some  treasure-house  of  mighly  kings, 

Some  one  might  show  it  at  a  joust  ttf  arms, 

Saying, '  King  Arthur's  sword,  Excalibur, 

Wrought  bj'  the  lonely  maiden  of  the  Lake. 

Nina  years  she  wrought  it,  attiag  in  the  deeps 

Upon  the  hidden  bases  of  the  hilla.' 

So  might  some  old  man  speak  in  the  aftertimo 

To  all  the  people,  winning  reverenee. 

But  now  much  honor  and  much  feme  were  lost." 

So  spake  he,  elouded  with  his  own  conceit, 
And  hid  Escalibm'  the  second  time, 
And  ao  strode  back  slow  to  the  wounded  King. 

Then  spoke  King  Artiur,  breathing  heayilj ; 
"  What  Js  jt  thou  hast  seen  ?  or  what  hast  heard  ?  " 

And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Eedivore : 
"  I  heard  the  water  lapping  on  the  crag. 
And  tie  long  ripple  washing  in  tie  reeds." 

To  whom  replied  King  Arthur,  much  in  wrath : 
"  Ah,  miserable  and  unkind,  untrue, 
Unkniahtly,  traitor-hearted  I     Woe  is  me ! 
Authority  foiwete  a  dying  king, 
Laid  widowed  of  the  power  in  his  eye 
That  bowed  the  will.    1  see  thee  what  thou  art 
For  thou,  the  latest  left  of  all  my  knights, 
In  whom  should  meet  the  office  of  all. 
Thou  wouldst  betray  mc  for  the  precious  hilt ; 
Either  from  lust  of  eold,  or  like  a  givl 
Valuing  the  g^ddy  pleasure  of  the  eyes. 
Yet,  for  a  man  may  Ml  m  duty  twice, 
And  the  third  time  may  prosper,  get  thee  hence : 
But,  if  thou  spare  to  fiing  Excalibur, 
I  will  arise  and  slay  thee  with  my  hands." 

Then  quiekly  rose  Sir  Bediyete,  and  ran. 
And,  leaping  down  the  ridges  lightly,  plunged 
Among  tiie  bulrush-beds,  and  clutched  the  sword, 
Ami  strongly  wheeled  aiid  threw  it.  The  great  brand 
Made  lightnings  in  the  splendor  of  the  moon, 
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us 

And.  flaaMng  round  and  round,  aad  ivliii-lod  in  an 

Shfltjike  a  streamer  of  the  northern  morn, 
Seen  where  the  moving  isles  of  winter  siiock 
By  night,  with  noisea  of  the  northern  sea. 
So  flj^ed  and  feU  the  brand  Sscalibur : 
Bat  ere  he  dipt  the  surikce,  rose  an  arm 
Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic,  wonderful, 
And  caught  him  hy  the  hilt,  and  brandished  bim 
Throe  times,  and  drew  him  under  in  the  meer. 
And  ligM)'  went  tbe  other  to  the  Kina. 

Then  spoke  Kin^  Arthur,  drawing  thicker  breath : 
"  Now  see  I  by  (bine  eyes  that  this  is  done. 
Speak  out :  what  is  it  thou  bast  heard,  or  seen  1 " 

And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bechvore : 
"  Sir  King,  I  closed  mine  eyelids,  lest  the  gems 
Should  bhnd  my  purpose,  ior  I  never  saw, 
Nor  shall  see,  here  or  elsewhere,  till  I  die, 
Not  though  I  live  three  lives  of  mortal  men. 
So  great  a  miracle  as  yonder  hiit. 
Then  with  both  hands  I  flung  bim,  wbeehng  liim ; 
But  when  I  looked  ag^ii,  behold  an  arm. 
Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic,  wonderful. 
That  caught  him  by  the  lult,  and  brandished  him 
Three  times,  and  drew  liim  under  in  the  mecr." 

And  answer  made  King  Arthur,  breathing  hard ; 
"My  end  draws  nigh ;  'tis  time  that  I  were  pone. 
.  Make  broad  tby  shoulders  to  rccave  my  weight, 
And  bear  me  to  the  marmn ;  yet  I  fear 
My  wound  hath  taken  cold,  and  I  shall  die.' 

So  saying,  from  the  pavement  he  half  rose, 
Siowh',  wim  pain,  reclining  on  his  arm, 
And  looking  wistftiUji'  with  wide  blue  eyes 
As  in  a  picture.     Him  Sir  Bedivere 


Then  took  with  care,  and  kneeling  on  one  knee. 
O'er  both  his  shoulders  drew  the  languid  hands. 
And  rising  bore  him  through  the  place  of  tombs. 
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But,  as  he  walked,  King  Arthur  pantod  hard 
Like  one  that  feels  a  nightmare  on  his  bed 
Wlien.  all  the  house  is  mute.     So  sighed  the  King, 
Muttering  and  mumiuring  at   hia   ear,   "  Quick 

qmok  1 
I  fear  it  is  too  laf©,  and  I  shall  die." 
But  the  other  swiftly  strode  from  vidge  to  ridge. 
Clothed  with  his  breath,  and  looking,  as  he  walked 
Larger  than  human  on  the  frozen  hills. 
He  heard  the  deep  beMnd  him,  and  a  cry 
Before.     His  own  thought  drove  him  like  a  goad. 
Dry  clashed  Ids  harness  in  the  icy  caves 
And  barren  chasms,  and  all  to  left  and  right 
The  bare  bliick  diff  clanged  round  him,  as  he  based 
His  feet  on  juts  of  slippery  crag  that  ran" 
Sliarp-smitten  mth  the  dint  of  armed  heels — 
And  on  a,  sudden,  lo  I  the  level  lake, 
And  the  long  glories  of  the  winter  moon. 

Then  saw  they  how  there  hove  a  dusky  barge, 
Dark  aa  a  funeral  scarf  from  stem  to  sf«m, 
Beneath  them ;  and  descending  they  were  wave 
Tliat  all  the  decks  were  dense  with  stately  forms 
Blaek-stoled,  black-hooded,  like  a  dream— by  these 
Tliree  Queens  with  crowns  of  gold — and  from  them 

A  cry  that  shivered  to  the  tingling  stars. 

And,  as  it  were  one  vcdce,  an  agony 

Of  lamentation,  like  a  wind,  that  shrills 

All  night  in  a  waste  land,  where  no  one  comes, 

Or  haSi  come,  since  the  making  of  the  world. 

Then  murmured  Arthur,  "  Place  me  in  the  barge," 

And  to  the  barce  they  came.    There  those  tln^e 

Queem 
Tilt  forth   their  hands,  and   took  the   King,  and 

But  she  thsi,  rose  the  tallest  of  them  all 
And  fiiirest,  laid  his  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  loosed  the  shattered  cascjue,  and  chafed  his 
hands, 
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And  called  Lim  by  Lis  name,  eomplaining  lond. 
And  dropping  bitter  tears  against  hia  brow 
Striped  with,  dark  blood ;  for  all  bis  feoe  was  white 
And  colorless,  and  like  the  withered  moon 
Smote  by  tbe  fresh  besun  of  the  springing  east  [ 
And  aU  Ilia  greaves  and  cuisses  dashed  with  drops 
Of  onset :  and  the  hght  and  lustrous  curls — - 
That  made  his  forehead  like  a  rising  sun 
High   from   the   dajs-throne— were   parched   with 

Or,  clotted  into  points  and  banging  hxise, 

Mixed  with  the  knigbtlj'  growtti  that  fringed  bia 

lips. 
So  like  a  shattered  column  lay  the  King ; 
Not  like  that  Arthur  who,  wim  lance  in  rest, 
From  spur  io  plume  a  star  of  tournament, 
Shot  through  tiie  lists  at  Cauelot,  and  charged 
Before  the  eyes  of  ladies  and  of  kings. 

Then  loudly  cried  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere, 
"  Ah  I  my  Lord  Arthur,  whither  shall  I  go  ? 
Where  shall  I  hide  my  forehead  and  my  eyes  ? 
Por  now  I  see  (he  true  old  times  are  dead, 
When  every  morning  brought  a  noble  chance. 
And  every  chance  brought  out  a  noble  knight. 
Such  times  have  been  not  since  the  light  that  led 
The  holy  Elders  with  the  gift  of  mjiSi. 
But  now  the  whole  Eound  Table  is  dissolved 
Which  was  an  image  of  the  mighty  world ; 
And  I,  the  last,  go  forth  companionless. 
And  the  days  darken  round  me,  and  the  years, 
Among  new  men,  strange  iaces,  other  minds." 

And  slowly  answered  Arthnr  from  the  barge : 
"  The  old  Older  changeth,  yielding  place  to  new. 
And  God  fulfils  bimsdf  in  many  ways, 
Lest  one  good  custom  should  corrupt  the  world. 
Comfort  Uiyself :  what  comfort  is  in  me  ? 
1  have  lived  my  Ufe,  and  that  which  I  have  doie 
May  He  within  hhnself  make  pure  1  but  thou, 
If  tiiou  shouldst  never  see  my  liice  again, 
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Pray  for  my  soul.     More  things  are  -wrouglit  by 

Than  this  world  dreams  of.     Wierefore,  let  thy 

EJse  lite  a  fbimtain  for  me  night  and  day. 
For  what  are  mea  better  than  sheep  or  goats 
That  nourish  a  blind  hfe  within  the  bniin, 
If,  knowing  God,  they  lift  not  hands  of  prayei 
BiDth   for   themselves   and    those  who   caU    them 

aiend  ? 
For  so  the  whole  round  earth  is  every  way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of  God. 
But  now  feroTvell.    I  am  going  a  long  way 
■Wiih  these  thou  seeat— if  indeed  I  go 
0'or  all  my  mind  is  clouded  with  a  doubt) 
To  the  island-vallej'  of  the  Avilion ; 
Where  &]ia  not  hail,  or  rain,  or  any  snow, 
Nor  ever  wind  blows  londly ;  but  it  lies 
Deep-meadowed,  happy,  fair  witli  orehard-lawna 
And  bowery  hollows  crowned  with  summer  sea, 
Where  I  wfll  heal  me  of  my  grievous  wound." 

So  said  he,  and  the  bai^e  with  oar  and  sail 
Moved  from  the  brink,  like  some  ftdl-breasted  swan, 
That,  fluting  a  wild  carol,  ere  her  death, 
Ruffles  her  pure  cold  plume,  and  takes  the  flood 
With  swarthy  webs.     Long  stood  Sir  Bedivere 
Kevoiving  many  memories,  till  the  hull 
Looked  one  black  dot  a^inst  the  vei^  of  dawn, 
And  on  the  meer  the  wailing  died  away. 


At  which  the  Parson,  sent  to  sleep  with  sound. 
And  waked  wilh  alence,  grunted  "  Good  I "  but  w 
Sat  rapt:  it  was  the  tone  with  which  he  read — 
Perhaps  some  modern  touches  here  and  there 
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DAUGHTER ; 

Redeemed  it  from  the  chaise  of  nothiu^esa — 
Or  else  ive  loved  the  man,  and  prized  liis  work ; 
I  know  not :  but  we  sitting,  as  I  said. 
The  cock  crew  loud :  as  at  that  time  of  year 
The  Insly  bird  takee  every  hour  for  dawa : 
Then  Fi'ancia,  mntterin",  like  a  man  ill-used, 
"  There  now — tiiat's  notoing ! "  drew  a  Utfle  back, 
And  drove  his  heel  into  the  smouldered  log, 
That  sent  a  bl^t  of  sparkles  up  the  flue : 
And  BO  to  bed ;  where  yet  in  sleep  I  seemed 
To  s^  with  Arthur  under  looming  shores, 
Point  after  point,  till  on  to  dawn,  when  dreams 
Be^Q  to  feel  the  truth  and  sdr  of  day. 
To  me,  methougbt,  who  waited  with  a  crowd, 
There  came  a  bark  that,  blowing  forward,  bore 
Tfinrr  Arthur,  like  a  modern  gentleman 
Of  stateliest  port ;  and  all  the  people  cried, 
"  Arthur  is  come  i^mn  ;  he  cannot  die." 
Then  those  that  stood  upon  the  hiUs  behind 
Eepeated— "  Come  again,  and  thrice  iB  fsar ; " 
And,  further  inland,  voices  echoed — "  Come 
With  all  cood  tbings,  and  war  shall  be  no  more." 
At  this  a  hundred  oells  began  to  peal. 
That  with  the  sound  1  woke,  and  heard  indeed 
The  clear  church-bells  ring  in  the  Christmas  mom 
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THE   PICTURES. 

This  morning  is  the  morning  of  the  day 
When  I  and  Eustace  from  the  city  went 
To  see  the  Gardener's  Daughter ;  I  and  he. 
Brothers  in  Art;  a  friendship  so  complete 
Portioned  in  halves  between  us,  that  me  grew 
The  fiible  of  the  city  where  we  dwelt 
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My  Eustace  migLt  have  sat  for  Herculwi ; 
So  museular  he  spread,  so  broad  a  breast. 
He,  by  some  law  that  holds  in  lore,  and  draws 
The  greater  to  the  lesser,  long  deared 
A  certain  miracle  of  symmetry, 
A  miniature  of  loyelinesa,  all  grace 
Summed  up  and  closed  in  little ; — Jaliet,  she 
So  light  of  foot,  so  light  of  spirit— oh,  she 
To  me  myself,  for  some  three  careless  moons. 
The  summer  pilot  of  an  empty  heart 
Unto  the  shores  of  nothing  1    Know  you  not 
Such  touches  are  but  emteaaes  of  love, 
To  tamper  wifli  the  feelings,  ere  he  found 
Empire  for  life  ?  hut  Eustace  panted  her, 
And  said  to  me,  she  sitting  with  us  then, 
"  When  will  f/ou  paint  like  this  ?  "  and  I  replied, 
(fth;  words  were  naif  in  earnest,  half  in  jest,) 
""fis  not  your  work,  but  Love's.     Iiove   unper- 

ceived, 
A  more  ideal  Artist  he  than  all. 
Came,  drew  your  pencil  from  you,  made  those  eyea 
Darker  than  dart^t  pansies,  and  that  hair 
More  black  than  ashbada  in  the  front  of  March." 
And  Juliet  answered  laughing,  "  Go  and  see 
The  Gardener's  daughter:  trust  me,  after  that, 
Xou  scarce  can  &S.  to  match  his  masterpiece." 
And  up  we  rose,  and  on  the  spur  we  went. 

Not  wholly  in  the  busy  world,  nor  quite 
Beyond  it,  blooms  the  garden  that  I  love. 
News  from  the  humnung  city  eomes  to  it 
In  sound  of  funeral  or  of  marriage  bells; 
And,  sitting  muffled  in  dark  leaves,  you  hetir 
The  windy  clanging  of  ttie  minster  clock  j 
Although  between  it  and  the  garden  lies 
A  league  of  grass,  washed  by  a  slow  broad  stream, 
That,  stirred  irith  languid  pulses  of  the  oar, 
Waves  all  its  lazy  lilies,  and  creeps  on, 
Bai^e-laden,  to  tiiree  arches  of  a  bridge 
Crowned  with  the  minster-towers. 
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The  fields  between 
Are  dewy-fresh,  brawsed  by  deep-uddered  kine, 
And  all  about  the  large  lime  feathers  low, 
The  lime  a  summer,  home  of  murmurous  wings. 

In  that  still  place  she,  hoarded  in  herself. 
Grew,  seldom  seen  ;  not  less  among  as  lived 
Her  feme  from  lip  to  lip.    Who  had  not  heard 
Of  Eose,  the  Gardener's  daughter  ?    Where  was 

So  blunt  in  memory,  so  old  at  heart, 

At  such  a  distance  from  his  youth  in  grief, 

That,  having  seen,  foigot  ?     The  common  mouth, 

So  gross  to  express  delight,  in  priuae  erf  her 

Grew  oratory.    Such  a  lord  ia  Ix>ve, 

And  Beauty  snch  a  miatreaa  of  the  world. 

And  if  1  said  that  Fancy,  led  by  Love, 
Would  play  with  flying  forms  and  imagea, 
Yet  this  is  :Jso  true,  tfeit,  long  before 
I  looted  upon  her,  when  I  heard  her  name 
My  heart  was  like  a  prophet  to  my  heart. 
And  told  me  I  should  love.     A  crowd  of  hopes, 
That  sought  to  sow  themselves  Zike  winged  seeds, 
Born  out  of  every  thing  I  heard  and  saw, 
Fluttered  about  my  senses  and  my  soul ; 
And  vague  desires,  like  fitful  blasts  of  balm 
To  one  that  travels  quickly,  made  the  air 
Of  Life  deliciDuB,  and  all  kinds  of  thought. 
That  verged  upon  thtun,  sweeter  than  Sie  dream 
Dreamed  by  a  happy  Bian,  when  the  dark  East, 
Unseen,  is  brightening  to  his  bridal  morn. 

And  sure  this  orbit  of  the  memory  folds 
Forever  in  ilself  the  day  we  went 
To  see  her.     All  the  land  in  flowery  squares, 
Beneath  a  broad  and  equal-blowing  wind, 
Smelt  of  the  coming  summer,  as  one  large  cloud  - 
Drew  downward :  but  all  eise  of  Heaven  was  pure 
Up  to  the  Sun,  and  May  from  verge  to  voiae. 
And  May  with  me  from  head  to  heeL     And  now, 
As  though  'twere  yeaterday,  as  though  it  were 
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Tlie  hour  just  flown,  that  mom  with  all  its  sound, 

(For  those  old  Maya  had  thrice  the  life  of  these,) 

Rings  in  mine  ears.     The  steer  fo!^t  to  graze, 

And,  where  the  hedge-row  cuts  the  pathnay,  stood, 

Leaning  his  hovna  into  the  neighbor  field. 

And  lomng  to  his  fellows.     JVom  the  woods 

Came  voices  of  the  well-contented  doves. 

The  lark  could  scarce  get  out  his  notes  for  joy, 

But  shook  his  song  together  as  he  neared 

His  happy  home,  the  ground.     To  lefl;  and  right, 

The  cuckoo  told  his  name  to  all  the  hills; 

The  mellow  ouzel  fluted  in  the  chn ; 

The  redcap  whMed ;  and  lite  nightingale 

Sang  loud,  as  though  he  were  the  bird  of  day. 

And  Eustace  turned,  and  smiling  aaii  to  me, 
"  Hear  how  the  bushes  echo  I  by  my  life, 
These  birds  have  joyflfl  thoughts.    Think  you  tkey 

Like  poets,  from  the  vanity  of  song  ? 

Or  have  they  any  sense  of  why  they  sing? 

And  would  they  praise  the  heavens  for  what  they 

And  I  made  answer,  "  Were  there  nothing  else 
For  which  to  priuse  the  heavens  but  only  love, 
Tliat  only  love  were  cause  enough  for  pr^e." 

Lightly  he  laughed,  as  one  that  read  my  thought, 
And  on  we  went;  but  ere  an  hour  had  passed, 
We  reached  a  moadow  slanlang  to  the  North ; 
Down  which  a  well-worn  pathiray  courted  us 
To  one  green  wicket  Jn  a  privet  hedge ; 
This,  yiSding,  gave  into  a  grassy  walk 
Through  crowded  lilac-ambush  tvimly  pruned ; 
And  one  warm  gust,  fiill-fed  with  perftime,  blew 
Beyond  us,  as  we  entered  in  the  cool. 
The  garden  stretches  southward.     In  the  midst 
A  cedar  spread,  his  dark-green  layers  of  shade. 
The  garden-glasses  shone,  and  momently 
The  twinkling  laurel  scattered  silver  lights. 

"  Eustace,  I  said, "  this  wonder  keeps  the  house," 
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He  nodded,  Ijut  a  moment  aftei-wai-ds 

He  cried,   "  Look  1   look  I "      Before  he   eeaaed  I 

turned, 
And,  ere  a  star  can  winlc,  beheld  her  there. 

For  up  the  porch  there  grew  an  Eastern  rose. 
That,  flowering  high,  the  last  n  kht's  gale  had  caught, 
And  Mown  across  tlie  walk.    One  arm  a]oft— 
Gowned  in  pure  white,  that  fitted  to  the  shape — 
Hohiiug  the  tosh,  to  flk  it  back,  she  stood. 
A  angle  sfream  of  all  hev  soft  brown  hmr 
Poured  on  one  side ;  the  shadow  of  the  flowers 
Stole  all  the  golden  gloss,  and,  waTering, 
Lovingly  lower,  trembled  on  her  waist— 
Ah,  happ^  shade  I — and  still  went  wavering  down, 
But,  ere  it  touched  a  foot  that  might  have  danced 
The  greensward  into  greener  circles,  dipt. 
And  mixed  with  shadows  of  the  common  ground  1 
But  the  full  day  dwelt  on  her  hroivB,  and  sunned 
Her  violet  eyes,  and  aU.  her  Hebe-bloom, 
And  doubled  his  own  warmth  agMnst  her  lips. 
And  on  the  bounteous  wave  of  such  a  breast 


ir  pencil  drew.    TTalf  light,  half  shade, 
3ne  stood,  a  sight  to  make  an  old  man  yountr. 
So  rapl^  we  neared  the  house ;  but  she,  i 


,  __ingted  witJi  her  fragrant  toil, 

Hot  heard  us  come,  nor  from  her  tendance  turned 
Into  the  world  mthout ;  till  close  at  hand. 
And  almost  ere  I  knew  mine  own  intent, 
This  murmur  broke  the  stilln^s  of  that  air 
Which  bfooded  round  about  her : 

One  rose,  but  one,  by  those  fidr  fingers  culled. 
Were  worth  a  hundred  kisses  preissed  on  lips 
Less  exquiate  than  thine ! " 

She  looked ;  but  all 
Sjiffused  with  blushes — neither  self-possessed 
Nor  startled,  but  betwixt  this  mood  and  that. 
Divided  in  a  gracefid  qaiet— pansed. 
And  dropt  the  branch  she  held,  and  turning,  wound 
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Her  looBer  hair  in  braid,  aad  stirred  her  lips 
For  some  sweet  answer,  though  no  answer  came ; 
Nor  yet  refused  the  rose,  but  granted  it, 
And  moved  away,  and  left  me,  statue-liko, 
In  act  to  render  thanks. 

I,  that  whole  day. 
Saw  her  no  more,  although  I  lingered  there 
"Mi  eTeiy  dwsy  slept,  and  Love's  white  star 
Beamed  through  tJie  thickened  cedar  in  the  dusk. 

So  home  we  went,  and  all  the  livelong  way 
With  solemn  gibe  did  Eustace  banter  me. 
"  Now,"  sEud  he,  "  will  you  elimh  the  top  of  ArL 
Tou  cannot  feil  but  work  in  hues  to  dim 
The  Titjanie  Flora.     Will  you  match 
My  Juliet  ?  you,  not  you, — the  Master,  Love, 
A  more  ideal  Artist  he  tian  all." 

So  home  I  went,  hut  could  not  sleep  for  joy, 
Reading  her  perfect  featm'es  in  tlie  gloom. 
Kissing  the  rose  she  gave  me  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  ffiaping  fiuthful  record  of  the  ghmce 
That  graced  the  giving — such  a  noise  of  life 
Swarmed  in  the  golden  present,  such  a  voice 
Called  to  me  from  the  years  to  come,  and  such 
At  length  of  bright  horizon  rimmed  the  dark. 
And  all  that  night  I  heard  the  watchmen  peal 
The  sliding  season :  all  that  night  I  heard 
The  heavy  clocks  knoUiug  the  drowsy  hours. 
The  drowsy  hours,  dispeuaere  of  all  good. 
O'er  the  mut«  eity  stole  with  folded  wings. 
Distilling  odors  on  me  as  they  went 
To  greet  their  lairer  sistew  ot  tlie  East 

Love  at  first  aght,  first-born  and  heir  to  all, 
Ifede  this  night  thus.      Henceforward  squall  nol 

Conid  keep  me  from  that  Eden  whei'e  she  dwelt. 
Light  pretesis  drew  me  ;  sometimes  a  Dutch  love 
For  tuUps ;  then  for  roses,  moss  or  musk, 
To  grace  my  city-rooms ;  or  fruits  and  cream 
Served  in  the  weeping  elm ;  and  moi'e  and  mora 
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A  word  could  bring  the  color  to  fay  cheek ; 
A  thought  woald  fill  my  eyes  with  happy  dew ; 
Love  trebled  life  within  me,  and  with  each 
The  year  increased. 

The  daiwhters  of  the  year, 
One  after  one,  tlirough  that  stjfl.  gardea  passed : 
Each  garlanded  witli  hor  peculiar  flower 
Danced  into  light,  and  died  into  the  shade ; 
And    each   in   passing  tanched  with  some  new 

Or  seemed  to  touch  her,  bo  that  day  by  day, 
Iiike  one  that  never  can  he  wholly  known, 
Her  beauty  grew;  till  Autumn  brought  an  hour 
For  BuBface,  when  I  heard  his  deep  "  I  will," 
Breathed,  like  (he  covenant  of  a  God,  to  hold 
From  thence  through  all  the  worlds :  but  I  rose  up 
Full  of  his  bliss,  and  following  her  dark  eyes, 
Felt  earth  as  air  beneath  me,  till  I  reached 
The  iricket^ate,  and  found  her  standing  there. 

There  sat  we  down  upon  a  gitrden  mound. 
Two  mutually  enfolded ;  Love,  the  third. 
Between  us,  in  the  circle  of  his  arms 
Enwound  us  both ;  and  over  many  a  range 
Of  waning  lime  (he  gray  cathedral  towers. 
Across  a  hazy  glimmer  of  the  west, 
Revealed  their  shining  windows :  from  them  clashed 
The  bells;  wb  Ustenea;  with  the  time  we  played; 
We  spoke  of  other  things ;  we  coursed  about 
The  subject  most  at  he^l^  more  near  and  near. 
Like  doves  about  a  dovecote,  wheeling  round 
The  central  wish,  until  we  settled  there. 

Then,  in  that  lime  and  j^e,  I  spoke  to  her. 
Requiring,  though  I  knew  it  was  mine  own, 
Yet  for  the  pleasure  that  I  took  to  hear, 
Requiring  at  her  hand  the  greatest  mft, 
A  woman's  heart,  the  heart  of  her  Iloved ; 
And  in  tliat  time  and  place  she  answered  me. 
And  in  the  compos  of  three  little  words. 
More  musical  than  ever  came  in  one. 
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Tlie  silver  fragmecta  of  a  broken  voice, 
Made  me  mijst  bappy,  lisping  "  I  am  thine  1 " 

SliaU  1  cease  liei-e  7     la  thiB  enough  to  say 
Tliat  my  de^re,  like  all  strongest  hopes, 
By  its  own  energy  fiilfiUed  itself, 
Merged  ia  comfJetion  ?     Would  you  learn  at  fiiU 
How  passion  rose  through  circumstantial  grades 
Beyond  all  grades  developed  ?  and  indeed 
I  had  not  stayed  so  long  to  tell  you  all, 
But  while  I  mused  came  Memory  with  sad  eyes, 
Holdin"  the  folded  annals  of  my  youth ; 
And  while  I  mused.  Love  with  knit  brows  went  by, 
And  with  a  flying  finger  swept  my  lips. 
And  spake,  "  Be  wise :  cot  eaaly  for^ven 
Are  those,  who  setting  wide  the  doors,  that  bar 
The  secret  bridal  chambers  of  the  heart. 
Let  in  the  day."     Here,  then,  my  words  have  end. 

Yet  might  I  tell  of  meetings,  of  farewells — 
Of  that  Which  came  between,  more  sweet  than  each, 
Jn  whispers,  like  the  whispers  of  the  leaves 
That  tremble  round  a  niehtineale^n  aghs 
Wliich  perfect  Joy,  perpfexed  for  uttei'ance, 
Stole  from  her  sister  Sorrow.    Might  I  not  tell 
Of  difference,  reconcilement,  pledges  given, 
And  vows,  where  there  was  never  need  of  vows, 
And  ki^es,  where  the  heart  on  one  wild  leap 
Hung  tranced  from  all  pulsation,  as  above 
The  heavens  between  their  fairy  fleeces  pale 
Sowed  all  their  mystic  gulfs  with  fleetii^  stars ; 
Or  while  the  balmy  glooming,  crescentrUt, 
Spread  the  light  haze  along  3ie  river-shorea. 
And  in  the  hollows ;  or  as  once  we  met 
Unheedful,  though  beneath  a  whispering  Mun 
Night  sKd  down  one  long  stream  of  sighmg  wind. 
And  in  her  bosom  bore  3ie  baby,  Sleep. 

But  this  whole  hour  your  eyes  have  been  intent 
On  that  veiled  picture — veiled,  for  what  it  holds 


a  prepared  thee.    Eaise  thy  soul, 
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M^9  thine  lieart  readj'  ■with  thine  eyes ;  the  ti 
la  come  to  raise  the  vei!. 

Behold  her  there, 
As  I  beheld  her  ere  she  knew  my  heart, 
My  first,  l^t  love ;  the  idol  of  my  youth, 
The  darling  of  my  manhood,  and,  alas ! 
Now  the  moat  blessed  memory  of  mine  age. 


DOEA. 

With  fdrmer  Allan  at  the  farm  abode 

William  and  Dora.     William  was  his  son. 

And  she  his  niece.     He  oflen  looked  at  them. 

And  often  thought "  I'll  make  them  man  and  wife." 

Now  Dora  felt  her  uncle's  ivill  in  all. 

And  yearned  towarfs  William ;  but  the  youth,  be- 

He  had  been  always  with  her  in  the  house. 
Thought  not  of  Dora. 

Then  there  came  a  day- 
When  Allan  called  liis  son,  and  said :  "  My  son, 
I  married  late,  but  I  would  wish  ta  see 
My  ffraodchiid  on  my  knees  befora  I  die : 
And  I  liave  set  my  heai-t  upon  a  match. 
Now  therelbre  look  to  Itora ;  she  is  well 
To  look  to ;  thrifty  loo  beyond  her  age. 
She  is  my  brothers  daughter :  he  and  I 
Had  once  hard  words,  and  parted,  and  ho  died 
In  foreign  lands ;  but  for  his  sake  I  bred 
His  daughter  Dora :  fake  her  for  your  wife ; 
For  1  have  wished  this  marriage,  night  and  day. 
For  many  years."     But  William  answered  short; 
"  I  cannot  marry  Dora ;  by  my  life, 
I  will  not  marry  Dora."     Then  the  old  man 
Was  wroth,  and  doubled  up  his  hands,  and  said : 
"  Tou  will  not,  boy  I  you  dare  to  answer  thus  I 
But  in  my  time  a  lather's  word  was  law, 
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And  so  it  shall  be  now  for  me.     Look  io't ; 
Consider,  William :  take  a  montli  to  think, 
And  let  me  have  an  answer  to  my  wish  ; 
Op,  hy  tlie  Lord  that  made  me,  you  shall  pact 
And  nevermore  daiten  ray  doors  tigs.in  1 " 
But  William,  answered  madly ;  bit  his  lips, 
And  broke  away.     The  more  he  looked  at  her 
The  less  he  liked  her ;  and  his  ways  were  hai^ ; 
But  Dora  bore  them  meekly.     Then  before 
The  month  was  out  he  left  hia  flither'fl  house, 
And  hired  himself  to  work  witliin  the  fields ; 
And  hdf  in  love,  lialf  spite,  he  wooed  and  wed 
A  laborer's  daughter,  Mary  Morrison. 

Then,  when  9ie  bells  were  ringing,  Allan  called 
Hia  niece  and  said ;  "  My  girl,  I  love  you  well ; 
But  if  you  speak  with  him  that  was  my  son. 
Or  change  a  word  with  her  he  calls  his  wife. 
My  home  is  none  of  yours.    My  will  is  law." 
And  Dora  promised,  beino^  meek.     She  thought, 
"  It  cannot  be ;  my  uncled  mind  will  change ! " 

And  days  went  on,  and  there  was  born  a  boy 
To  William ;  then  distresses  came  on  him ; 
And  day  by  day  he  passed  his  fether'a  gate, 
Heartbroken,  and  hia  fether  helped  him  not 
But  Dora  stored  what  little  she  could  save. 
And  sent  it  them  by  stealth,  nor  did  they  know 
Who  Bent  it ;  til!  at  last  a  fever  seked 
On  WiUiam,  and  in  harvest-time  he  died. 

Then  Dora  went  to  Mary.    Mary  sat 
And  looked  with  tears  upon  her  boy,  aud  thought 
H^rd  things  of  Dora.     Dora  came  and  said : 
"  I  have  obeyed  my  uncle  until  now, 
And  I  have  aimed,  for  it  was  al!  through  me 
This  evil  came  on  William  at  the  first 
But,  Mary,  for  the  sake  of  him  thai^s  gone, 
And  for  your  sake,  the  womaa  tliat  he  chose, 
And  for  thia  orphan,  I  am  come  to  you ; 
You  know  there  has  not  been  for  these  five  years 
So  fi;dl  a  harveat :  let  me  take  the  boy. 
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And  I  will  mt  him  in  my  uncle's  eye 

Among  the  wheat ;  that  when  his  heart  ia  glad 

Of  the  full  hai'vftst,  he  may  see  the  boy, 

And  bless  him  for  the  safee  of  him  that  8  gooe." 

And  Dora  took  the  child,  and  went  her  way 
Across  the  wheat,  and  sat  upon  a  mound 
That  ■was  unsown,  where  many  poppies  grew. 
Ear  off  the  farmer  came  into  die  field 
And  spied  her  not ;  for  none  of  all  his  men 
Dare  tell  him  Dora  wiuted  with  the  child ; 
And  Dora  would  have  risen  and  gone  to  him, 
But  her  heart  fiuled  her ;  and  the  reapere  reaped. 
And  the  sun  fell,  and  all  the  land  was  dark. 

But  when  the  morrow  came,  she  rose  and  took 
The  cUld  once  more,  and  sat  upon  llie  mound ; 
And  made  a  little  wreath  of  all  the  flowers 
That  grew  about,  and  tied  it  round  his  hat 
To  smke  him  pleasing  in  her  uncle's  eye. 
Then  when  tlie  iarmer  jassed  into  the  field 
He  spied  her,  and  he  !^  his  men  at  work. 
And  came  and  said :  "Where  were  you  j-esterday  ? 
Whose  child  ia  that  ?     What  are  you  domg  here  ?" 
So  Dora  cast  her  eyes  upon  the  wxiund, 
And  answered  softly ;  "This  is  William's  child  I" 
"  And  did  I  not,"  said  Allan,  "  did  I  not 
Forbid  you,  Dora  ?  "     Dora  said  again : 
"  Do  with  me  as  you  will,  but  take  the  child 
And  ble^  him  for  the  sake  of  him  that's  gone  1" 
And  Allan  said ;  "  I  see  it  ia  a  trick 
Got  up  betwixt  you  and  the  woman  there. 
I  must  be  taught  n»y  duty,  and  by  you  I 
You  knew  my  word  was  law,  and  yet  you  dared 
To  slight  it    Well— for  I  will  take  the  boy ; 
But  go  you  hence,  and  never  see  me  more." 

So  saying,  he  took  the  boy,  that  cried  aloud 
And  strug^ed  hard.     The  wreatli  of  flowers  fell 
At  Dora's  feet.     She  bowed  upon  her  hands, 
And  the  boy's  cry  came  to  her  from  the  field, 
More  and  more  distant  She  bowed  down  her  head, 
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Rememberinir  lie  day  when  firat  she  came. 
And  all  the  things  that  had  been.  She  bowed  down 
And  wept  in  secret ;  and  the  reapers  reaped, 
And  the  sun  fell,  and  all  the  land  was  dark. 

Then  Dora  went  to  Mary's  house,  and  stood 
the  threshold.     Maiy  saw  the  hoy 
lot  with  Dora.     She  broke  out  in  praise 
To  God,  that  helped  her  in  her  ividowhood. 
And  Dora  said ;  "  My  uncle  took  the  boy ; 
But,  Mary,  let  me  live  and  work  with  yon : 
He  says  that  he  will  never  see  me  more." 
Then  answered  Mary :  "  This  shall  never  be, 
That  thou  shouldst  take  my  trouble  on  thyself: 
And,  now  I  think,  he  shall  not  have  the  boy, 
For  he  will  teach  him  hai'dness,  and  to  slight 
riis  mother ;  therefore  thou  and  I  will  go, 
And  I  win  have  mv  boy,  and  bring  him  home ; 
And  I  will  beg  of  him  to  take  thee  back; 
Biit  if  he  will  not  take  thee  back  ag^n, 
Then  thou  and  I  will  live  within  one  house, 
And  work  for  William's  child,  until  he  grows 
Of  age  to  help  ua." 

So  the  women  kissed 
Each  other,  and  set  out  and  reached  the  farm. 
The  door  was  off  the  lateh ;  they  peeped  and  saw 
The  boy  set  up  betwixt  his  grandsire's  knees, 
Who  thrust  him  in  the  hollows  of  his  arm, 
And  ckpt  him  on  the  hands  and  on  the  cheeke, 
Lilce  one  that  loved  him :  and  the  lad  stretched  out 
And  babbled  for  the  golden  seal,  that  hung 
From  Allan's  watoh,  and  sparkled  by  the  fire. 
Then  tiey  came  in  ;  but  when  the  boy  beheld 
His  mother,  he  cried  oat  to  come  to  her : 
And  Allan  sat  him  down,  and  Mary  s^d  : 

"  O  Father  I — if  you  iet  me  call  you  so — 
I  never  came  a-begging  for  myself, 
Or  William,  or  this  chfld;  but  now  I  come 
For  Dora  r  take  her  back ;  she  loves  you  well. 
O  Sir,  when  William  died,  he  died  at  peace 
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Witii  all  men ;  for  I  asked  him,  and  he  said, 
He  could  not  ever  rue  his  marrying  me. — 
I  iiad  been  a  patient  wife  :  but,  Sir,  he  eaid 
That  he  was  wrong  to  cross  bis  fiither  liua : 
'  God  blesB  him  I '  fie  said, '  and  may  he  uever  know 
The  troubles  I  have  gone  through  1 '  Then  he  tnmed 
His  iaee  and  passed — unhappy  that  I  am ! 
But  now.  Sir,  let  me  have  my  boy,  for  you 
WJil  make  him  hard,  and  he  will  learn  to  alight 
ffis  fether's  memoiy ;  and  take  Dora  back, 
And  let  all  this  be  as  it  was  before." 

So  Mary  said,  and  Dora  hid  her  face 
By  Mary.     There  was  silence  in  the  room; 
And  all  at  once  the  old  ma»  burst  in  sobs ; — 

"  I  have  been  to  blame — toblame!  Ihavekilled 
my  son! 
I  have  killed  him — bat  I  loved  him — my  dear  son  I 
May  God  for^ve  ma !— I  have  been  to  blame. 
Kiss  me,  my  children  I" 

Then  they  clung  about 
The  old  man's  neck,  and  kissed  him  many  limes. 
And  all  the  man  was  broken  with  remorse ; 
And  all  his  love  came  back  a  hundred  fold ; 
And  for  three  houra  he  sobbed  o'er  William's  child. 
Thinking  of  William. 

So  those  four  abode 
Within  one  house  together ;  and  as  years 
Went  forward,  Mary  took  another  mate  ; 
But  Doi-a  lived  uaraarried  till  hor  death. 


AUDLEY    COUET. 

"The  Bull,  the  Fleece  are  cramjned,  and  not  a 

For  love  or  money.     Let  us  picnic  there 
At  Audley  Court" 

I  spoke,  while  Audley  feast 


H...L=-jnGooglc 


AtJDLET  COURT.  145 

Hummed  like  s,  hive  all  round  tte  njirrow  quay, 

To  Francis,  witii  a  basket  on  his  arm. 

To  Francis  just  alighted  fl'om  the  boat, 

And  breathing  of  the  sea.     "  With  all  my  heart," 

Said  Francis.     Then  we  shouldered  through  the 

And  rounded  by  the  slallnesa  of  the  beach 
To  where  the  bay  tuns  tip  its  latest  horn. 

We  left  the  dying  ebb  that  feintly  lipped 
The  flat  red  granite ;  so  by  many  a  sweep 
Of  meadow  smooth  from  aftermath  we  reached 
The  griffin-guarded  gates,  and  passed  through  all 
The  pillared  dusk  or  sounding  sycamores. 
And  crossed  the  garden  to  the  gardenei's  lodge, 
With  all  its  casements  bedded,  and  its  walls 
And  chinmeya  muffled  in  the  leaiy  vine. 

Thai*,  on  a  slope  of  orchard,  Francis  laid 
A  damaA  napkin  wrought  with  horse  and  hound, 
Brouriit  out  a  dusty  ioaf  that  smelt  of  home. 
And,  half-cutrdown,  a  pasty  costly-made, 
Where  quail  and  pigeon,  lark  and  leveret  lay, 
Like  fossils  of  the  rock,  with  golden  yolks 
Imbedded  and  injelUed ;  last,  with  these, 
A  flask  of  eider  from  his  fiithei's  vats. 
Prime,  which  I  knew;  and  so  we  sat  and  eat 
And  talked  old  matters  over:  who  was  dead, 
Who  married,  who  was  hke  to  be,  and  how 
The  races  went,  and  who  would  rent  (he  hall ; 
Then  touched  upon  the  game,  how  scarce  it  was 
This  season ;  glancing  thence,  discussed  the  &xta, 
The  fourfleld  system  and  the  price  of  grjun ; 
And  struck  upon  tiie  corn-laws,  where  we  split, 
And  came  ^ain  together  on  the  king 
With  heated  feces ;  till  he  laughed  sdoud ; 
And,  while  the  blackbird  on  the  pippin  hung 
To  hear  him,  clapt  his  hand  in  mine  and  sang — 

"  0 1  who  would  fight  and  march  and  counter- 
march, 
Be  shot  for  sixpence  in  a  battle-Held, 
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And  ahoTelled  up  into  a  bloody  trench 
Where  no  one  knows  ?  but  let  me  live  my  life. 

"  0 1  tvlio  would  cast  and  balance  at  a  desk, 
Perched  lite  a  crow  upon  a.  three-legged  stool. 
Till  all  hia  juice  is  dried,  and  all  his  joints 
Are  full  of  chalk  ?  but  let  me  lire  my  life. 

"Who'd  serve  the  state?  foriflcaa'ved  my  name 
Upon  the  cliffs  that  guard  my  native  land, 
I  might  as  well  have  traced  it  in  the  aanda; 
The  sea  w^tes  all ;  but  let  me  live  my  life. 

"  0  I  wlio  would  love  7     I  wooed  a  woman  once, 
But  she  was  sharper  than  an  eastern  wind, 
And  all  my  heart  turned  from  her,  as  a  thorn 
Turns  from  the  sea :  bat  let  me  live  my  life." 

He  Bang  his  song,  and  I  replied  with  mine ; 
I  found  it  in  a  volume,  all  of  songs. 
Knocked  down  to  me,  when  old  Sir  Robert's  pride, 
His  books — the  more  the  pity,  so  I  said— 
Came  to  tie  hammer  here  in  March — and  this — 
I  set  the  words,  and  added  names  1  knew. 

"  Sleep,  EUeu  Aubrey,  deep,  and  dream,  of  me : 
Sleep,  Ellen,  folded  in  thy  aster's  ai-m. 
And  deeping,  haply  dream  her  arm  is  mine. 

"  Sleep,  Ellen,  folded  in  Emilia's  arm ; 
Emilia,  mirer  than  all  el^  but  thou, 
For  thou  art  fairer  Ihan  all  else  that  is. 

"  Sleep,  breathing  health  aud  pejice  upon  het 
breast; 
Sleep,  breathing  love  and  trust  agjunst  her  lip : 
I  go  to-night :  fcome  to-morrow  mom. 

"  I  go,  but  I  return ;  I  would  I  were 
The  pilot  of  the  darkness  and  the  dream. 
Sleep,  Ellen  Aubrey,  love,  and  dream  of  me." 

So  sang  we  each  to  either,  Francis  Hale, 
The  fcmer'B  son  who  lived  bctoes  the  bay, 
My  friend ;  and  I,  that  having  wherewithai, 
And  in  the  fellow  leisure  of  my  life, 
Did  what  I  would ;  bat  ere  the  night  we  rose 
And  sauntered  home  beneath  a  moon,  Uiat,  just 
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In  crescent,  dimly  rained  about  the  leaf 
Twilights  of  Eury  silver,  till  we  reached 
The  hmit  of  the  hills ;  and  aa  we  sank 
From  rock  to  rock  upon  the  glooming  quay, 
The  town  was  huahea  beneath  ua;  lower  aa\ 
The  bay  was  oily  calm ;  the  harbor-buoy 
With  one  green  aparkie  erer  and  anon 
Dipt  by  ilself,  and  we  were  glad  at  heart. 


"WALKING  TO   THE  MAIL. 

Jo!in.  I'm  glad  I  walked.    How  fresh  ibe  meadows 
look 
Above  the  river,  and,  but  a  month  ago, 
The  whole  hill-dde  was  redder  than  a  fox. 
Is  yon  plantation  where  thia  by-way  joins 
The  turnpike  ? 

James.  Yes. 

John.  And  when  does  this  come  by  ? 
James.  The  mail  ?    At  one  o'clock. 

John.  What  is  it  now? 
James.  A  quarter  to. 

John,.  Whose  houae  is  that  I  see 
Beyond  the  watermills  ? 

James.  Sir  Edward  Head's : 
But  he's  abroad :  theplace  is  to  be  aold. 
John.  O,  his.     He  was  not  broken. 

James.  No  ^r,  he, 
Vexed  with  a  morbid  devil  in  his  blood 
That  veiled  the  world  with  jaundice,  hid  hia  fiito 
From  all  men,  and  commercing  with  himself, 
He  lost  the  sense  that  handles  ddly  life — 
That  keeps  us  ail  in  order  more  or  less— 
And  sick  of  home,  went  overseas  for  change. 
John.  And  whither  ? 

James.  Nay,  who  kuows  ?  he's  hyre  aud 
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But  let  him  ^ ;  liis  devil  goes  mth  him, 
As  well  aa  with  Ms  tenant,  Jocky  Dawes. 

John.  Wiafs  that  ? 

James.  You  saw  the  man  but  yesterday 
He  picked  the  pebble  from  your  horse's  foot 
His  house  was  taunted  by  a  jolly  ghost. 
That  rummaged  like  a  rat,     No  serrant  stayed : 
The  farmer  vest  packs  up  his  beds  and  chturs, 
And  all  hia  household  Bturf ;  and  with  his  boy 
Betwixt  iiiB  knee3,hi3  wife  upoa  ihe  tilt, 
Sets  forth,   and  meets   a  ihend   who   hails  him, 

"  What  I 
Tou're  flitting!"    "Yes,  we're  flitting,"  says  the 

ghost, 
(For  they  had  packed  the  thing  among  the  beds,) 
"  0  well,"  says  he,  "  you  flitting  wiih  us  too — 
Jack,  turn  the  horses'  heads  and  home  again." 

JiAn.  He  left  hh  ivife  behind ;  for  so  I  heard 

James.  He  left  her,  yes.     I  met  my  lady  once : 
A  woman  hke  a  butt,  and  harsh  ae  crabs. 

John.  0  yet  but  I  remember,  ten  years  back — 
'TIS  now  at  least  ten  years — and  then  she  was — 
You  could  not  light  upon  a  sweeter  thing : 
A  body  slight  and  round,  and  like  a  pear 
In  growing,  modest  eyes,  a  hand,  a  foot 
Lessening  in  perfect  cadence,  and  a  skin 
Ag  dean  and  white  as  priyet  when  it  flowers. 

James.  Ay,  ay,  the  blossom  fades,  and  they  that 

At  first  lite  doye  and  dove  were  cat  and  dc^. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  a  cottager. 
Out  of  her  sphere.     What  betwixt  shame  and  pride, 
New  things  and  old,  himself  and  her,  she  soured 


Kind  nature  is  the  best :  t 

That  fit  OS  like  a  nature  second-Land ; 

Which  are  indeeil  the  manners  of  the  great. 
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John.  But  I  had  heard  it  waa  this  bill  that  past, 
And  fear  of  ehacge  at  home,  that  droye  him  hence. 

James.  That  was  the  last  drop  in  the  cup  of  gall. 
I  once  was  near  him  when  his  bailitF  brought 
A  Chartist  pike.     Yon  ehould  have  seen  him  wince 
As  from  a  Tenomous  thing :  he  thought  himself 
A  mark  for  all,  and  shuddered,  lest  a  cry 
Should  break  his  sleep  by  night,  and  his  nice  eyes 
Should  see  the  raw  mechanic's  bloody  thumbs 
Sweat  on  his  blazoned  chairs ;  but,  bu',  you  know 
That  these  two  parties  still  divide  the  world — 
Of  those  that  want,  and  those  that  have :  and  still 
The  same  old  sore  breaks  out  from  age  to  a^ 
With  much  the  same  result     Now  I  myself 
A  Tory  to  the  quick,  was  as  a  boy 
Destructive,  when  I  had  not  what  1  would. 
I  was  at  school — a  college  in  the  South ; 
There  lived  a  flayflint  near ;  we  stole  his  fruit, 
His  hens,  his  ^gs ;  but  there  was  law  for  us  ; 
We  paid  in  person.     He  had  a  sow,  dr.     She, 
With  meditatiTe  grunte  of  much  content. 
Lay  great  with  pig,  wallowing  in  sun  and  mud. 
By  niffht  we  dragged  her  to  the  college  tower 
Fi-om  her  warmed,  and  up  the  corkscrew  stair 
With  hand  and  rope  we  bated  (he  croaning  sow, 
And  on  the  leads  we  kept  her  till  she  pi^ed. 
Large  raiwe  of  prospect  had  the  mother  sow, 
And  but  mi  daily  loss  of  one  she  loved, 
As  one  by  one  we  took  them — but  for  this — 
As  never  sow  vas  higher  in  this  world-— 
Might  have  been  happy :  but  what  lot  is  pure  ? 
We  took  them  all,  tiEBhe  was  left  alone 
Upon  her  tower,  the  Niobe  of  swine, 
And  so  returned  unfarrowed  lo  her  siy. 

John.  They  found  yon  out  1 
James.  Not  they. 

John.  Well— alter  all— 
What  know  we  of  the  secret  of  a  man  1 
His  nerves  were  wrong.     What  ails  us  who  ara 
sound, 
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Tliat  we  should  mimic  this  raw  fool  the  world, 
Which  charts  us  all  in  its  coarse  blaclts  or  whites, 
Aa  ruthless  as  a  baby  with  a  worm, 
As  cruel  as  a,  schoolboy  ere  he  grows 
To  Pity — more  from  jguoraiice  than  will. 

But  put  your  best  foot  forward,  or  I  fear 
That  we  shall  miss  flie  miul :  and  here  it  comes 
With  five  at  top ;  aa  qusunt  a  four-in-hand 
As  you  shall  see — three  pyebalds  and  a  roan. 


ST.    SIMEON    8TYLITES. 

Although  I  be  the  basest  of  mankind, 
From  scalp  to  sole  one  slough  and  crust  of  mn. 
Unfit  for  earth,  unfit  for  heaYcn,  scarce  meet 
For  troops  of  devils,  mad  with  blasphemy, 
I  will  not  cease  lo  gtasp  the  hope  I  hold 
Of  saintdom,  and  to  cliunor,  mourn  and  sob, 
Battering  the  gates  of  heaven  with  storms  of  prayer, 
Have  mercy,  Lord,  and  take  awaj^  my  sin. 
Let  this  avail,  just,  dreadful,  mighty  God, 
This  not  be  all  Jn  vain,  that  thrice  ten  yeaps. 
Thrice  multiplied  by  siiperiiuman  pangs, 
In  hungers  and  in  mirsts,  fevers  and  cold, 
In  coughs,  aches,    Blitches,  ulcerous  throes  and 

A  sign  betwixt  the  meadow  and  the  cloud. 

Patient  on  this  tall  pillar  I  have  borne 

Rain,  wind,  frost,  heat,  hail,  damp,  and  sleet,  and 

And  I  had  hoped  that  ere  tiiia  period  closed 
Thou  wouldst  have  canrfit  me  up  into  thy  rest. 
Denying  not  these  weather-beaten  limbs 
The  meed  of  saints,  the  white  robe  and  the  palm. 

0  take  the  meaning,  Lord ;  I  do  not  breathe. 
Not  whisper,  any  murmur  of  complaint 
Piun  heaped  ten-hundred-fold  to  this,  were  still 
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Less  burthen,  by  ten-iundred-fold,  to  bear, 
Than  were  those  lead-like  tons  of  sin,  that  cruslied 
My  spirit  flat  before  thee. 

0  Lord,  Lord, 
Thou  knowest  I  bove  this  better  at  die  first, 
Fori  was  strong  and  hale  of  body  then; 
And  tliougli  my  teeth,  wMcb  now  are  dropt  away, 
Would  chatter  with  the  cold,  and  all  my  beard 
Was  ta^ed  with  icy  fringes  in  flie  moon, 
I  drownSi  tbe  whoopinga  of  the  owl  with  sound 
Of  pious  hymns  and  psalms,  and  sometimes  saw 
An  angel  Bfand  and  watch  me,  as  I  sang. 
Now  am  I  feeble  grown :  ray  end  draws  nigh — 
I  hope  my  end  draws  nigh ;  half  deaf  I  am. 
So  that  I  scarce  can  hear  the  people  hum 
About  the  column's  base,  and  almost  blind, 
And  scarce  can  rect^nize  the  fields  I  know. 
And  botb  my  thighs  are  rotted  with  the  dew, 
Tet  cease  I  not  to  clamor  and  to  cry. 
While  my  stiff  spine  can  hohi  my  weary  head, 
'Kll  all  ray  limbs  drop  piecemeal  from  (he  stone, 
Have  mercy,  mercy ;  take  away  my  sin. 

O  Jesus,  if  thou  wilt  not  saTe  my  soul. 
Who  may  be  saved  ?  who  is  it  may  be  saved  ? 
Who  may  be  made  a  saint,  if  I  &a  here  ? 
Show  me  the  man  hath  suffered  more  Ihan  L 
For  did  not  all  thy  martyrs  die  one  death  ? 
For  either  they  were  stoned,  or  crucified, 
Or  burned  in  fire,  or  boiled  in  dl,  or  sawa 
In  twtutt  beneath  the  ribs ;  but  I  die  here 
To-day,  and  whole  years  long,  a  life  of  death. 
Bear  witnes?,  if  I  could  have  found  a  way 
(And  heedfully  I  afted  all  my  thought) 
More  dowly-painfal  fo  subdue  this  home 
Of  sin,  my  flesh,  which  I  despise  and  hate, 
I  had  not  stinted  practice,  oh  my  God ! 

For  not  alone  mis  pillar-punishment. 
Not  this  alone  I  bore ;  but  while  I  lived 
In  the  white  convent  down  the  valley  fiiere, 
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For  many  weeks  about  my  loins  I  wore 

The  rope  that  haled  the  liudteK  from  the  well, 

Twisted  aa  tight  aa  I  could  knot  the  noose ; 

And  spake  not  cfit  to  a  single  soul, 

Until  the  ulcer,  eating  through  my  skin, 

Betrayed  my  secret  penance,  bo  Qiat  all 

My  brethren  marrelled  greatly.    More  than  this 

I  bore,  whereof,  oh  God,  thou  knowest  all. 

Three  winters,  that  my  sou!  might  ^w  to  thee, 
I  lived  up  there  on  yonder  mountain  side. 
My  right  leg  ohiuned  into  the  crag,  I  lay 
Pent  m  a  rooflras  close  of  ra^d  stones; 
Inswathed  sometimes  in  wandering  mist,  and  twice 
Blacked  with  thy  branding  thunder,  and  aometimea 
Sucking  the  damps  for  drink,  and  eating  not, 
Except  the  spare  chance-gift  of  those  that  came 
To  touoh  my  body  and  be  healed,  and  live : 
And  they  say  then  that  I  worked  miracles. 
Whereof  my  feme  is  loud  amongst  mankind. 
Cured  lameness,  palsies,  cancers.    Thou,  oh  G!od, 
Knowest  alone  whether  this  waa  or  no. 
Have  mercy,  mercy ;  cover  all  my  sin  1 

Then,  that  I  might  be  more  alone  with  thee. 
Three  years  1  livrf,  upon  a  pillar  hidi 
Six  cubits,  and  three  years  on  one  of  twelve ; 
And  twice  three  years  I  crouched  on  one  that  rose 
Twenty  by  measure;  last  of  all,  I  grew 
Twice  ten  long  weaiy,  weary  years  to  tiiia, 
That  numbera  forty  cubits  from  the  soil. 

I  ttiink  that  I  have  borne  aa  much  aa  tiiis — 
Or  els©  I  dream — and  for  so  long  a  time. 
If  I  maj'  measure  time  by  yon  slow  light, 
And  this  high  dial,  which  my  sorrow  crowns — 
So  much — even  so. 

And  yet  I  know  not  well. 
For  that  the  evil  ones  come  here,  and  say, 
"  Fall  down,  oh  Simeon ;  thou  hast  suffered  long 
For  agea  and  for  ages  I "     Then  tliey  prate 
Of  penances  I  cannot  have  gone  through, 
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Peiplejdng  me  with  lies ;  and  oft  I  fiiJl, 
Maybe  for  months,  in.  sucli  blinil  lethargies, 
That  Heaven,  and  Earth,  and  ISme  ai'e  choked. 

But  yet 
Bethink  thee,  Loi-d,  while  tliou  and  all  the  saints 
Enjoy  themselves  in  heaven,  and  men  on  earth 
House  in  the  shade  of  comfortable  rooft, 
Sit  with  their  wives  by  fires,  eat  -wholeaome  fiH)d, 
And  wear  warm  clothes,  and  even  beasts  have  stalls, 
I,  'tween  the  spring  and  downfell  of  tie  light. 
Bow  down  one  thousand  asid  Irwo  hundred  times, 
To  Christ,  the  Virein  Mother,  and  the  Saints ; 
Or  in  the  night,  after  a  htde  sleep, 
I  wake ;  the  chill  stars  sparkle ;  I  am  wet 
With  drenching  dews,  or  stiff  with  crackling  flrost. 
I  wear  an  undressed  goatsldn  on  my  back ; 
A  grazing  iron  coHar  grinds  my  neck ; 
And  in  my  weak,  lean  arms  I  lift  the  cross. 
And  sb'ive  and  wrestle  with  thee  tail  I  die ; 

0  mercy,  mercy  1  wash  away  my  sin  I 

0  Lord,  thou  knoweat  what  a  man  I  am; 
A  sinftd  man,  conceived  and  born  in  sin ; 
'Tis  their  own  doing ;  this  is  none  of  mine ; 
Lay  it  not  to  me.     AJn  I  to  blame  for  this, 
That  here  come  those  that  worship  me  ?     Ha !  ha ! 
Tliey  think  that  I  am  somewhat.     "What  am  I  ? 
The  silly  people  take  me  for  a  saint. 
And  bring  me  offerings  of  fruit  and  flowers ; 
And  I,  in  truth  (thou  wilt  bear  witness  here) 
Have  all  in  all  endured  as  much,  and  more 
Than  many  just  and  holy  men,  whose  names 
Are  registered  and  calendered  for  saints. 

Good  people,  you  do  ill  to  kneel  to  me. 
What  is  it  I  can  have  done  to  merit  this  ? 

1  am  a  sinner  viler  tlian  yon  all. 

It  may  be  I  have  wrought  some  miracles. 

And  cured  some  halt  and  maimed ;  hut  wliat  of  that  f 

It  may  be,  no  one,  even  among  the  saints, 

May  match  his  pains  with  mine ;  but  what  of  that  ? 
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Yet  do  not  rise :  for  you  may  look  on  me, 

And  in  your  looking  you  may  kneel  to  God. 

8p^ !  13  there  any  of  you  halt  or  maimed  ? 

1  thint  you  kuow  I  have  some  power  with  Heaven 

From  r^  long  penance ;  let  him  speak  his  ivisli. 

Tea,  I  can  heal  him.     Power  goes  forth  from  mc 
They  say  that  they  are  healed.      Ah,  hark !  they 

shout 
"  St  Simeon  Stylites."     Why,  if  so 


This  is  not  told  of  any.     They  were  sainls. 

It  cannot  be  but  that  I  shall  be  saved ; 

Tea,  crowned  a  saint.      They  shout,  "  Behold  a 

And  lower  voices  siunt  me  from  above. 
Courage,  St.  Simeon !     This  dull  chrysalis 
Cracks  into  shining  wings,  and  hope  ere  death 
Spreads  more  and  more  and  more,  that  God  hath 

Sponged  and  made  blank  of  criraeful  record  all 
My  mortal  archives. 

O  my  sons,  my  sons, 
I,  Suneon  of  the  pillar,  by  surnaine 
SljUtea,  among  men ;  I,  Simeon, 
The  watcher  on  the  column  till  the  end ; 
I,  Simoon,  wh(Be  brain  the  sunshine  bakes ; 
I,  whose  bald  brows  in  silent  hours  become 
Unnaturally  hoar  with  rime,  do  now 
From  my  high  nest  of  penance  here  proclaim 
Thafi  Pontius  and  Iscariot  by  my  ^de 
Showed  Uke  ^r  seraphs.     On  the  coals  I  lay, 
A  ve^el  full  of  sin :  all  hell  beneath 
Made  me  bcal  over.    Devils  plucked  my  sleeve ; 
Abaddon  and  Asmodeus  caught  at  me. 
I  smote  them  with  the  cross ;  they  swaimed  again. 
In  bed  like  monstroufi  apes  they  cruslied  my  chest. 
They  flapped  my  light  out  as  I  read :  I  saw 
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They  burst  my  prayer.     Yet  this  way  was  i( 
And  by  this  way  1  'scaped,  them.    Mirtifj' 


Whole  Lents,  and  pray.    I  hardly,  with  alow  steps — 
With  slow,  feint  steps,  and  mnch  exceeding  pain— ■ 
Have  Bcrambiled  past  those  pits  of  fire,  that  still 
Sing  in  mine  ears.     But  yield  not  me  the  praise : 
Goa  only  through  hia  bounty  hafli  thought  fit, 
Among  the  powers  and  princes  of  tWs  world. 
To  ntake  me  an  example  to  mankind. 
Which  few  can  reach  ta     Yet  I  do  not  aay 
But  that  a  lime  may  come— yea,  even  now. 
Now,  now,  his  footsteps  smite  the  threshold  stairs 
Of  life— I  say,  that  wne  is  at  the  doors 
When  you  may  worship  me  without  reproach ; 
For  I  will  leave  my  refics  in  your  land. 
And  you  may  carve  a  shrine  about  my  dust, 
And  bum  a  fragrant  lamp  before  my  hones, 
When  I  am  gattered  to  the  glorious  saints. 

While  I  spake  then,  a  sting  of  shrewdest  pain 
Ban  shrivelling  through  me,  and  a  cloudlike  change, 
In  paaang,  with  a  grosser  film  made  thick 
These  heavy,  homy  eyes.     The  end !  the  end ! 
Surely  the  end !    Wiiat's  here  ?  a  shape,  a  shade, 
A  flash  of  light.    la  that  the  angel  there 
That  holds  a  crown  ?    Come,  blessed  brother,  come 
I  know  thy  ghttering  fiice.    I  waited  long ; 
My  brows  are  ready.     What !  deny  it  now  ? 
Nay,  draw,  draw,  draw  nigh.  So  I  clutch  it.  Christ 
'T  IS  gone :  'tis  here  agdn ;  the  crown !  the  crown  ! 
So  now  'tjs  fitted  on  and  grows  to  me. 
And  from  it  melt  the  dews  of  Paradise, 
Sweet  1  sweet  I  spikenard,  and  balm,  and  frankin- 
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Speak,  if  there  be  a  priest,  a  man  of  God, 
Among  you  there,  and  let  him  prosently 
Approach,  and  lean  a  ladder  on  the  slisii, 
Antt  climbing  up  into  my  airy  home. 
Deliver  me  Ote  blessed  eacrament ; 
For  by  tbe  wamin"  of  the  Hol^  Ghost, 
I  prophesy  that  I  shall  die  to-night, 
A  quarter  before  twelve. 

But  thou,  oh  Lord, 
Aid  all  this  foolish  people ;  let  them  take 
Example,  pattern  :  lead  them  to  thy  light. 


THE  SEA-FAIRIES. 

Slow  sailed  the  weary  mariners,  and  saw. 
Betwixt  the  green  brink  and  the  running  foam, 
Sweet  feces,  rounded  arms,  and  bosoms  prest 
To  little  harps  of  gold ;  and,  while  they  mused, 
Whisperino;  to  each  other  half  in  fear, 
Shrill  music  reached  them  on  the  middle  sea. 

Whilher  away,  whither  away,  ■whither  away  ?  fly 

Whither  away  from  the  high  green  field,  and  the 

happy  blossoming  ^ore  ? 
Day  and  mght  to  the  blUow  the  fountain  calls ; 
Down  shower  the  gambolling  waterfalls 
From  wandering  over  the  lea ; 
Out  of  the  live-green  heart  of  the  dells 
They  flisahen  the  silvery-erimson  shells, 
And  thick  with  white  bells  the  olovcr-hUl  swolb 
High  over  the  full-loned  sea : 
O  hither,  come  hither,  and  furl  your  siala, 
Come  hither  to  me  and  to  me ! 
Hither,  come  hither,  and  fralic  and  play ; 
Here  it  is  only  the  mew  that  wails ; 
We  wjll  dng  to  you  ^  the  day : 
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THE   DESMHTED    HOUSE.  IS 

Mariner,  mariner,  flirl  your  sails, 
For  here  are  the  blissful  downs  and  dales, 
And  merrilj',  merrily  carol  the  gales, 
And  the  apangle  dances  in  bight  and  bay, 
And  the  rwttbow  fonns  and  ffles  on  the  land 
Over  the  islands  free ; 

And  the  rainbow  lives  in  the  carve  of  the  sand ; 
Hither,  come  hither  and  eee ; 
And  the  rainbow  hangs  on  the  poising  wave. 
And  sweet  is  the  color  of  cove  and  cave, 
And  sweet  shall  your  welcome  be ; 
O  hither,  come  hither,  and  be  our  lords, 
For  merry  brides  are  we  I 

We  wiil  kiss  sweet  kisses,  and  speat  sweet  words ; 
O  listen,  listen,  your  eyes  shall  glisten 
With  pleasure  and  love  and  jubSee ! 
O  listen,  listen,  your  eyes  ahaU  glisten 
When  the  sharp,  clear  twang  ofthe  golden  chord; 
Runs  up  the  ridged  sea  1 
Who  can  light  on  as  happy  a  shore 
AU  the  world  o'er,  all  the  world  o'er  ? 
Whither  away  ?  listen  and  stay :  mariner,  marine: 
fly  no  more. 


THE   DESERTED   HOUSE. 


Life  and  Thougiit  Jiavc  gone  away 

Side  by  ade, 

Leaving  door  and  windows  wide  : 
Careless  t«nanta  they ! 

AJ!  within  is  dark  as  night : 
In  the  windows  is  no  light ; 
And  no  murmur  at  the  door, 
So  frequent  on  its  hinge  before. 
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Close  the  door,  the  shutters  close. 

Or  through  the  windows  we  shall  si 
The  nakedness  and  vacancy 

Of  the  dark,  deserted  house. 


Come  away ;  no  more  of  mirth 

Is  here  or  meriy-makinn;  sound. 

The  house  was  huilded  of  the  earth, 
And  shall  fall  again  to  ground. 


Come  away ;  for  Life  and  Thought 
Here  no  longer  dwell ; 


A  great  and  distant  city — Iiave  bought 
Would  they  could  have  stayed  with 


EDWIN   MOKEIS; 


0  MB,  my  pleasant  ramhle*  by  tlie  lake. 

My  sweet,  wild,  fresh  three  quarters  of  a  year, 

My  one  Oafus  in  the  dust  and  drouth 

Of  city  life !  I  was  a  slteteher  then ; 

See  here,  my  doing;  cuirves  of  mountain,  bridge, 

Boat,  island,  ruins  of  a  castle,  built 

When  men  knew  how  to  build,  upon  a  rock, 

With  turrets  hchen-gilded  like  a  rock  ; 

And  here,  new-eomera  in  an  ancient  hold. 

New-comers  from  the  Mersey,  millionajres. 

Here  lived  the  HiUs,— a  Tudor-chimneyed  buik 

Of  mellow  brickwork  on  an  isle  of  bowei-s. 
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But  Edwin  Moms,  he  that  knew  the  names, 
Long  learned  names  of  aaaric,  moss  and  fern, 
Who  forged  a  thousand  ttieories  of  the  ixxits, 
Who  taught  me  how  to  skate,  to  row,  to  swim. 
Who  read  me  rhymes  elahorately  good, 
His  own, — I  called  liim  Crichton,  for  he  seemed 
All-perfect,  finished  to  the  finger  umI. 

And  once  I  asked  him  of  his  early  life. 
And  his  first  passion ;  and  he  answered  me ; 
And  well  his  words  became  him ;  was  he  not 
A  fiall-ceUed  honeycomb  of  eloquence 
Stored  flwm  all  flowers  ?     Poet-like  he  spoke ; 

"  Jfy  love  for  Nature  is  as  old  as  I ; 
But  iJnrty  moona,  one  honeymoon  to  that, 
And  three  rich  sennights  more,  my  love  for  her. 
My  love  for  Nature  and  my  love  for  her. 
Of  different  ^es,  like  twin-sisters  grew, 
Twin-flisters  ififferently  beautiftil. 
To  some  full  music  rose  and  sank  the  sun. 
And  some  full  niusie  seemed  to  more  and  change 
With  all  the  varied  changes  of  tie  dark. 
And  either  twilight  and  the  day  between ; 
For  daily  hope  fulfilled,  to  rise  agEun 
Revolving  toward  fulfilment,  made  it  sweet 
To  walk,  to  sit,  to  sleep,  to  wake,  to  breathe." 

Or  tills  or  something  hke  to  this  he  spoke. 
Then  said  the  fat-faced  curate,  Edward  BuU, 

"  I  lake  it,  (Jod  made  the  woman  for  the  man, 
And  for  the  good  and  increase  of  ttie  world. 
A  pretty  face  is  well,  and  this  is  well, 
To  have  a  dame  indoors  that  trims  us  up. 
And  keeps  ua  light;  but  those  unreal  ways 
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Seem  but  tLo  th.eme  of  writers,  and,  indeed. 
Worn  tlireadbare,     Man  is  made  of  solid  stuff. 
I  say,  God  made  tlie  woman  for  the  man, 
And  for  the  good  and  increase  of  the  worid." 

"  PaiBon,"  said  I,  "  you  pitch  the  pipe  too  low ; 
But  I  have  sudden  touches,  and  can  run 
M^  fiiith  bejcond  mj  practice  into  his ; 
Though  if,  m  daneins  after  Letty  Hill, 
I  do  not  hear  the  be^  upon  my  cap, 
I  scarce  hear  other  music;  yet  eay  on. 
What  should  one  give  to  light  on  such  a  di-eani  ? 


to  hght  c 
aically. 


1  asked  bim  half-sardonic; 

"  Give  ?  ^ 
Give  all  thou  art,"  he  answered,  and  a  light 
0£  laughter  dimpled  in  his  swaHiy  cheek ; 
"  I  would  have  hid  her  needle  in  my  heart, 
To  save  her  Utile  finger  from  a  scratch 
No  deeper  than  the  skin ;  my  ears  could  hear 
Her  lightest  breaths ;  her  least  remark  was  worth 
The  experience  of  the  wise.    I  went  and  came ; 
Her  voice  fled  always  through  the  summer  land ; 
I  spoke  her  name  alone,    "nirice-happy  days  I 
The  flower  of  each,  those  moments  when  we  met, 
The  crown  of  all,  we  met  to  part  no  more." 

Were  not  his  words  delicious,  I  a  beast 
To  take  them  as  I  did  ?  bat  something  jan-ed ; 
Whether  he  spoke  too  brgely;  liat  there  seemed 
A  toueli  of  something  fidee,  some  self-conceit, 
Or  over-smootlmess ;  howsoe'er  it  was. 
Ho  scarcely  hit  my  humor,  and  I  said ; — 

"  Friend  Edwin,  do  not  thinlc  yourself  alone 
Of  idl  men  happy.     Shall  not  Love  to  me. 
As  in  the  Jjatin  song  I  learnt  at  school. 
Sneeze  out  a  full  God-blesa-you  right  and  left  1 
But  you  can  talk ;  yours  is  a  kindly  vein ; 
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I  liave,  I  think,— Heaven  knows,— as  much  withju ; 
Hare,  or  should  have,  tut  for  a  ihought  or  two, 
That,  like  a  purple  beech  among  the  greens, 
Lo^  out  of  place ;  'th  frran  no  want  in  her : 
It  is  my  shyness,  or  my  self-distrust. 
Or  something  of  a  w^Trard  modern  mind 
Dissecting  pasaon.    tWo  will  set  me  right" 

So  spoke  I,  knowing  not  the  things  that  weM. 
Then  said  the  fat-faced  curate,  Edward  Bull : 
"  Giod  made  the  woman  for  the  use  of  man. 
And  for  the  good  and  increase  of  ihe  world." 
And  I  and  Edwin  laughed ;  and  now  we  paused 
About  the  windings  of  the  marge  to  hear 
The  soft  wind  blowing  over  meadowy  hoims 
And  alders,  sarden-ieles ;  and  now  we  left 
The  clerk  bdiind  us,  I  and  he,  and  ran 
By  ripply  shallowB  of  the  lisping  lake, 
Delighted  witli  the  &eshne^  and  the  sound. 

But,  when  the  bracken  rusted  on  their  crags, 
My  suit  had  withered,  nipt  to  death  by  him 
That  was  a  God,  and  is  a  lawyer's  clerk, 
The  rent-roll  Cupid  of  our  rainy  isles. 
'Tis  true  we  met ;  one  hour  I  mid,  no  more. 
She  sent  &  note,  the  seal  an  EUe  vous  suit, 
The  close  "  Yonr  Let^,  onlj^  yours ; "  and  this 
Thrice  underscored.     The  mendly  mist  of  morn 
Clung  to  the  lake.    I  boated  over,  ran 
My  craft  aground,  and  heard  with  beating  heart 
The  Sweet-GIale  rustle  round  the  shelving  keel ; 
And  out  I  stent,  and  up  I  crept ;  she  moved, 
Like  Proserpme  in  Enna,  gathering  flowers ; 
Then  low  and  sweet  I  whistled  thnce ;  and  she. 
She  turned,  we  closed,  we  kissed,  swore  feili,  I 

breathed 
In  some  new  planet;  a  silent  cousin  stole 
Upon  us  and  departed     "  I*ave,"  she  cried, 
"  0  leave  me ! "    "  Never,  dearest,  never ;  here 
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I  brave  the  worst ; "  and  while  we  stood  like  fools 
Embracing,  all  at  once  a  score  of  pu™ 
And  poodfeB  yelled  within,  and  oat  they  came. 
Trustees  and  aunts  and  uncles.  "  What,  with  hini ! '' 
"  Go"  (Bhrilled  the  cotton-spinning  ehorus),"  him  1" 
1    choked.      Agan    they    shrieked    the    burthen 

"lEm!" 
Again  with  hands  of  wild  rejection,  "  Gio! — 
Gu-1,  get  you  in  I "    She  went,— and  in  one  month 
They  wedded  her  to  asty  thousand  pounife. 
To  iands  in  Kent  and  messuages  in  Xork, 
And  slight  Sir  Robert  with  his  watery  suule 
And  educated  whisker.     But  for  me, 
They  set  an  ancient  creditor  to  work : 
It  seems  I  broke  a  close  with  force  and  arms ; 
There  came  a  mysfie  token  imm  the  king 
To  greet  the  sheriff,  needless  courtesy ! 
I  read,  and  fled  by  night,  and  flying  turned ; 
Her  taper  glimmered  in  the  lake  below ; 
I  turned  once  more,  close-buttoned  to  the  storm ; 
So  leil;  the  place,  left  Edwin,  nor  have  seen 
Tfim  ^nce,  nor  heard  of  her,  nor  cared  to  hear. 

Hor  cared  Ijd  hear  ?  perhaps ;  yet  long  ago 
I  have  pardoned  little  Letty ;  not  indeed. 
It  may  be,  for  her  own  dear  sake,  but  this, 
She  seems  a  part  of  those  fresh  days  to  me ; 
For,  in  the  dust  and  droath  of  London  life. 
She  moves  among  my  viaons  of  the  lake, 
While  the  prime  swallow  dips  his  wing,  or  then 
While  the  goId-lUy  blows,  and  overhead 
The  light  doud  smouldeis  on  tiie  summer  crag. 
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Tou  might  liave  won  tlie  Poet's  name, 
If  such  be  worth  the  winning  now, 
And.  gained  a  laurel  for  your  brow 

Of  sounder  leaf  than  I  can  claim ; 

But  you  have  made  the  wiser  choice, 
A  life  that  moves  to  gracious  ends 
Thnragh  troops  of  unrecording  fliends, 

A  deedful  hfe,  a  alent  trace ; 

And  you  haTe  miaaed  lie  irrevereiit  doom 
Of  those  that  wear  the  Poet's  crown ; 
Hereafter  neither  knave  nor  clown 

Shall  hold  their  orgies  at  your  tomb. 

For  now  the  Poet  cannot  die, 
Nor  leave  his  music  as  of  old, 
But  round  him,  ere  he  scarce  be  cold. 

Begins  the  scandal  and  the  cry : 

"  Proclaim  the  iaults  he  would  not  show ; 

Break  lock  and  seal ;  betray  the  trust ; 

Keep  nothing  sacred ;  'tjs  but  just 
The  many-headed  beast  should  know." 

Ah,  shameless !  for  be  did  but  sing 

A  song  that  pleased  us  from  its  worth ; 
Kb  public  life  was  his  on  earth. 

No  blasroned  statesman,  he,  nor  king. 
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i      TO  E.  I»,  ON  HIS  TRAVELS  IN  aSEECK. 

He  ^ve  the  people  of  hie  best ; 

His  worst  fie  kept,  his  best  lie  gave. 

My  Shakspeare's  curse  on  clown  and  knave 
Who  will  not  let  his  adiea  rest  I 

Who  make  it  seem  more  sweet  to  be 
The  little  life  of  bank  and  brier, 
The  bird  that  pipes  his  lone  desire 

And  dies  unheard,  within  his  tree, 

Than  he  that  warbles  long  and  loud 
And  drops  at  GIor;^'3  temple-gates, 
For  whom  the  carrion  vulture  waita 

To  tear  his  heart  before  the  crowd  I 


TO  E.  L.,  ON  HIS  TRAVELS  IN  GREECE. 
Illybiah  woodlands,  echoing  falls 


Tomohrit,  Athos,  all  thin^  &ir, 
"With  such  a  pencil,  such  a  pen, 
Ton  shadow  forth  to  distant  men, 

I  read  and  felt  that  I  was  there  : 

And  trust  me  while  I  turned  the  page. 
And  tracked  you  stiil  on  daasio  ground, 
I  grew  ia  gladness  till  I  found 

My  spirits  in  the  golden  age. 

For  me  the  torrent  ever  poured 

And  glistened, — here  and  there  rfone 
The  broad-limbed  Goda  at  random  thrown 

By  fountain-urns ; — and  N^ads  oared 
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THE    EAGLE. 

A  siimracring  shoulder  under  gloom 
Of  cavern  pillars;  on  the  swell 
The  silver  liiy  heaved  and  fell ; 

And  many  a  slope  was  rich  in  bloom, 

From  him  that  on  the  mountain  lea 
By  dancing  rivulets  fed  his  flocks, 
To  him  who  sat  upon  tho  rocks, 

And  fluted  to  the  moraiag  sea. 


"COME  NOT,  WHEN  I  AM  DEAD." 

Comb  not,  when  I  am  dead, 

To  drop  thy  ibolish  tears  upon  my  grave, 
To  tranple  round  my  fellen  head. 

And  vex  the  unhappy  dust  thou  would'st  not  sa' 
There  let  the  wind  sweep  and  the  plover  cry ; 
But  thou,  go  by. 

Child,  if  it  were  thine  error  or  thy  crime, 
I  care  no  longer,  being  all  unMest ; 

Wed  whom  thou  wilt,  but  I  am  sick  of  Time, 
And  I  desire  to  rest. 

Pass  on,  weak  heart,  and  leave  mB  where  I  lie  ; 
Go  by,  go  by. 

THE  EAGLE. 


He  clasps  the  crag  with  hooked  hands ; 
Clotie  to  the  sun  in  lonely  lands, 
Einged  with  the  azure  world,  he  stands. 

The  wrinkled  sea  beneath  him  erawls ; 
He  watches  from  his  mountain  walls, 
And  like  a  thunderbolt  he  &Hs. 
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THE  TALKING   OAK. 


Once  more  the  gai«  behind  me  fal 
Once  more  b^ore  my  fece 

I  see  the  mouldered  Abbey-walls, 
That  stand  ■witliin  the  chace. 


Beyond  the  lodge  the  eiiy  lies, 
Beneath  its  drift  of  smoke  ; 

And  ah  1  with  what  delighted  ey^ 
I  turn  to  yonder  oak ! 


For  when  my  pasaon  first  began, 
Ere  that  which  in  me  burned. 

The  love  that  makes  me  thrice  a  m 
Could  hope  itself  returned ; 


To  yonder  oak  within  the  field 
I  spoke  without  restraint, 

And  with  a  lai^r  taith  appealed 
Than  Papist  unto  Saint. 


For  oft  I  talked  with  him  apaa-t, 
And  told  him  of  my  choice. 

Until  he  plagiarized  a  heart, 
And  answered  with  a  voice. 
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But  since  I  heard  him  make  reply 

la  many  a  weary  hour ; 
'Twere  well  to  question  him,  and  try 

If  yet  he  keeps  the  power. 


Hal,  hidden  to  the  knees  in  feni. 
Broad  oak  of  Sumner-ohace, 

Whose  topmost  branches  can  discern 
The  roofs  of  Smuner-plaee  I 


Say  thou,  whereon  I  carved  lior  n: 

If  ever  maid  or  spouse. 
As  fiiir  as  my  Ohvia,  came 

To  rest  beneath  thy  houglis  ? — 


"  O  Walter,  I  have  sheltered  here 

Whatever  mwden  grace 
^  The  good  old  Sununers,  year  by  year, 

Made  ripe  in  Sumner-chace : 


"  Old  Summei's,  when  the  monk  was  is 
And,  issuing  shorn  and  sleek, 

Would  twiat  his  ^rdle  tight,  and  pat 
The  girls  upon  the  cheek, 


"  Ere  yet,  in  acom.  of  Peter's-peni 
And  numbered  bead,  and  ahrifi 

Bluff  Harry  broke  into  the  apenei 
And  turned  the  cowls  adrift ; 
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"  And  all  that  from  the  town  would  stroll, 
TiJl  that  wild  wind  made  work. 

In  whieh  the  gloomy  brewer's  soul 
Went  by  me,  like  a  stork : 


"  The  Blight  she-slips  of  loyal  hlood, 
And  ortiers,  passing  praise, 

StrfuHaosd,  but  all-too-ftill  in  bud 
For  puritanic  stays ; 


"  And  I  have  shadowed  many  a  group 

Of  beauties,  that  were  bom 
In  teacup-times  of  hood  and  hoop. 


"  And,  I^  and  ann  with  love-knols  gay, 
About  me  leaped  and  laughed 

The  modish  Cupid  of  the  day. 
And  shrilled  liis  tinsel  sliaft. 


"  I  swear  (and  else  may  insects  prick 

Each  leaf  into  a  gaU) 
This  mrl,  for  whom  your  heart  is  sick, 

Is  fliree  times  worth  them  all ; 


"  For  those  aud  theirs,  by  Nature's  law. 

Have  faded  long  ago ; 
But  in  these  latter  springs  I  saw 

Your  own  Olivia  blow. 
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"  From  ivliiin  she  gambolled  on  the  grce 

A  baby-germ,  to  when 
The  maiden  blossoms  of  lier  teens 

Could  number  five  from  ten. 


"  I  awear,  by  leaf,  and  ivind,  and  ra 
(And  hear  me  ■witb  thine  cars,) 

That,  though  I  circle  in  the  grain 
Five  hundred  rings  of  years — 


t,  since  I  first  could  cast  a  shade, 
d  never  creature  pass 
khtly,  musically  made, 
I  light  upon  the  gra^ ; 


"  For  as  to  lairies,  that  will  flit 
To  make  the  gi-eensward  fresh, 

I  hold  them  exquisitely  knit, 
Bnt  far  too  spare  of  flesh." 


0,  hide  thy  knotted  knees  in  fern, 

And  overlook  the  chace ; 
And  from  thy  topmost  branch  discern 

The  roofs  of  Sumner-place. 


But  thou,  whereon  1  carved  her  name, 
That  oft  hast  heard  my  vows. 

Declare  when  last  Olivia  came 
To  sport  beneath  thy  boughs. 
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"  And  ivitli  him  Albert  came 
I  looked  at  him  with  joy ; 

As  tiowalip  ucto  oxlip  is, 
So  seems  she  to  tlie  boy. 


An  hour  had  past— and,  sitting  straight 
Within  the  low-wheeled  chaise, 

Her  mother  truadled  to  the  gate 
Behind  the  dappled  grays. 


"  But,  33  for  her,  she  stayed  at  Lome, 
And  on  the  roof  she  went. 

And  down  the  way  you  use  to  come 
She  looked  with  discontent. 


"  She  left  the  novel  half-nncut 
Upon  the  rosewood  shelf; 

She  left  the  new  piano  shut ; 
She  could  not  pleoise  herself. 


"  Then  ran  she,  gamesome  as  the  colt. 

And  livelier  t&tn  a  iark 
She  sent  her  voice  through  all  the  holt 

Before  her,  and  the  park. 


"  A  light  wind  chased  her  on  the  wl 
And  in  the  chase  grew  wild, 

As  close  as  might  ho  would  lie  cling 
About  the  darling  child ; 
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THE   TALKING    OAK- 


"  But  ligtt  as  anjf  wind  tliat  Wowg 

So  fleetly  did  she  stir, 
The  flower,  she  touched  on,  dipt  and  r( 

And  turaed  to  look  at  her. 


'  And  here  she  came,  and  round  me  pla 

And  sang  to  me  the  whole 
Of  those  three  stanzas  that  you  made 

Abmit  my '  ^ant  hole ; ' 


"  And  in  a  fit  of  frolic  mirth 
She  strove  to  span  my  waist : 

Alas,  I  was  so  broad  of  girth, 
I  could  not  he  emhraccd. 


■'  I  wished  myself  the  fidr  young  heech 
That  here  heside  me  stfuids, 

that  round  me,  clasping  each  in  each. 
She  might  have  locked  her  hands. 


"Tct  seemed  tie  pressure  thrice  as  sweet 

As  woodbine's  fra^e  hold. 
Or  when  1  feel  about  my  feet 

The  berried  briony  fold." 


0  mnflle  round  thy  knees  with  fern. 
And  shadow  Suraner-ohace  ! 

llion"  may  thy  topm(Bt  branch  discern 
The  roofs  of  Sumner-place ! 


But  tell  me,  did  she  read  the  nj 
I  carred  with  many  tows. 
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"  0  yes,  she  wandered  round  and  round 

These  knotted,  Itneea  of  mine, 
And  found,  and  kissed  tJie  name  eke  found, 

And  Bweetly  murmured  tJiine. 


"  A  tear-drop  trembled  from  its  source, 
And  down  my  surface  crejrt. 

My  sense  of  touch  is  something  coarse, 
But  I  belicTe  she  wept. 


"  Then  flnsked  ker  okeek  witk  rosy  ligkt, 
Ske  glanced  acrosa  the  pliun ; 

But  not  a  creature  was  in  sigkt : 
Ske  kissed  me  once  again. 


"  Her  kisses  were  so  dose  and  kind, 
Tkat,  trust  me  on  my  word. 

Hard  wood  I  am,  and  wrinkled  rind, 
But  yet  my  sap  was  stirred  ; 

XLIV. 
"  And  even  into  my  inmost  ring 

A  pleasure  I  discerned. 
Like  those  blind  motions  of  the  Spring, 

That  show  tlie  year  is  turned. 


"  Thrice-happy  he  that  may  caress 
The  ringlet  s  waving  balm — 

The  cushions  of  whose  toueli  may  press 
The  maiden's  tender  palm. 
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"  I,  i-ooted.  here  among  tte  groves, 

But  languidly  adjust 
My  vapid  vegetable  ioves 

With  anthers  and  with  dust : 


"  For  all !  the  Dryad-days  were  brief 

Whereof  the  poets  tiJk, 
Wben  that,  ■which  breathes  witHn  the  leaf, 

Could  Blip  i(a  bark  and  wait. 


"  But  could  I,  as  in  times  foregone, 
From  spray,  and  branch,  and  stem. 

Have  sucked  and  gathered  into  one 
The  life  that  spreads  in  them. 


"  She  had  not  found  me  so  rem 
But  ligMy  issuing  through, 

I  would  have  paid  her  kiss  for  1 
With  nsuij  thereto." 


O  flourish  high,  with  leaft"  towers, 

And  overlook  the  lea. 
Pursue  thy  loves  among  the  bowers, 

But  leave  thou  mine  to  me. 


O  flourish,  hidden  deep  in  fern. 
Old  oak,  I  love  thee  well ; 

A  thousand  thanks  for  what  I  learn 
And  what  remains  to  tell. 


"  'Tis  Uttle  more  :  the  day  was 
At  last,  tired  out  with  play, 
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ihe  sank  her  bead  upon  her  aJ 
And  at  my  feet  she  lay. 


"  Her  eyelids  dropped  tliBir  sillcen  eaTes. 

I  hreathed  upon  Iier  eyes 
Through  all  tlie  summer  of  my  leaves 

A  welcome  mixed  with  eigha. 


"  I  took  the  swarming  sound  of  life— 
The  inuao  from  the  town. — 

The  whispers  of  the  drmn  and  fife, 
And  Inlled  them  in  my  own. 


"  Sometimes  I  let  a  sunbeam  slip, 
To  light  her  shaded  eye ; 

A  second  fluttered  round  her  lip 
IJke  a  golden  butterfly ; 


"  A  third  would  glunmer  on  her  neck 

To  make  the  necklace  shine ; 
Another  slid,  a  sunny  fleck. 


From  head  to  ankle  flne. 


"  Then  close  and  dark  my  arms  I  gp 
And  shadowed  all  her  rest — 

Dropt  dews  upon  her  golden  head, 
An.  acorn  in  her  breast 


"  But  in  a  pet  she  started  up, 
And  plucked  it  out,  and  drew 

My  little  oakling  from  the  cup, 
And  flung  him  in  the  dew. 
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"  And  yet  it  waa  a  grateful  gift — 


"  I  shook  him  down  hec; 

The  finest  on  the  trei 
He  lies  beside  thee  on  tl 

0  Mas  Tiim  once  for  ir 


Shall  grow  so  fair  as  this." 


Look  further  through  the  chace, 
Spread  upward  till  thy  boughs  discern 
The  front  of  Sumner-place. 


This  fruit  of  tliine  by  Lore  is 
That  but  a  moment  lay 

Where  fairer  fruit  of  Love  m 
Som«  happy  future  day. 


1  kiss  it  twice,  1  Has  it  thrice, 
The  ■warmth  it  thence  shall  w 

To  riper  life  may  magnelJze 
The  baby-oak  witbin. 


But  thou,  while  kingdoms  o- 
Or  lapse  from  hand  to  hai 
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May  never  saw  dismember  tJiee, 
Nor  ■melded  axe  disjoint ; 

Thou  art  the  fairest  spoken  tree 
From  tere  to  Lizaiil  point. 


O  rock  upon  thy  towery  top 
All  throats  tliat  gurgle  sweet  1 

All  starry  culminabon  drop 
Balm-dewa  to  bathe  thy  feet  1 


All  grass  of  silky  feather  grow— 
And  while  he  sinks  or  swells 

The  full  south-breeze  around  thee  blow 
The  sound  of  minster  bells. 


The  fat  earth  feed  thy  branchy  i-oot, 
That  under  deeply  stiikes  I 

The  northern  morning  o'er  thee  slioot, 
High  up,  in  silrer  spikes ! 


Nor  ever  lightning  ehar  thy  grain, 

But,  rolling  as  m  sleep, 
Low  thunders  bring  the  mellow  rain, 

That  makes  thee  broad  and  deep ! 


And  hear  me  swear  a  solemn  oath, 

Tliat  only  by  thy  side 
Will  I  to  OHve  plight  my  troth. 

And  gain  her  for  my  bride. 
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And  wlieo  my  mamage-iuorn 
She,  Dryad-lite,  shall  wear 

Alternate  leaf  and  acorn-ball 
In  wreath  aboat  bev  hair. 


And  I  will  work  in  prose  and  rhyme. 
And  praise  thee  more  in  both 

Than  bard  has  honored  beech  or  lime, 
Or  that  Thessalian  growth 


In  which  the  swarthy  .rtagdove  sat^ 
And  mystic  sentence  spoke ; 

And  moi-e  than  England  honors  that. 
Thy  femous  brothei>oak, 


Wherein  the  younger  Charles  abode 
Till  all  the  paths  were  dim. 

And  tar  below  the  Roundhead  rode, 
And  hummed  a  surly  hymn. 


LOVE  AKD  DUTY. 

Op  loye  that  never  found  his  earthly  close, 

What  sequel  ?  Streaming  eyes  and  breaking  hearts  ? 

Oi-  all  tJie  same  as  if  he  had  not  been  ? 

Not  ao.     Shall  Error  in  the  round  of  time 
Still  &ther  Truth  ?     O,  ehali  the  bra^art  shout 
For  some  bUnd  glimpse  of  freedom  work  itself 
Through  madness,  haled  by  the  irise,  to  law 
System  and  empire  ?     Sin  itself  be  found 
The  cloudy  porch  oft  opening  on  the  Sun  ? 
And  only  he,  this  wonder,  dead,  become 
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Mere  highway  dust  ?  or  year  by  year  alone 
Sit  brooding  m  the  ruins  of  a  life, 
Nightmare  o£  youth,  the  spectre  «f  himaelf  ? 

&  this  were  thus,  if  this,  indeed,  were  all, 
Better  the  narrow  brain,  the  stony  heart. 
The  staring  eye  glazed  o'er  ivith  sapless  dap. 
The  long  mechamc  pacings  to  and  Iro, 
The  set  gray  life,  and  apathetic  end. 
But  aro  I  not  the  noUer  through  thy  love  ? 
0  three  times  less  unworthy  I  likewise  thou 
Art  more  through  Loye,  and  greater  than  thy  years. 
The  Sun  will  run  hia  orbit,  and  the  Moon 
Her  cirele.     Wait,  and  Loye  himself  will  bring 
The  drooping  "flower  of  knowledge  changed  to  fruit 
Ofwisdom.     Wait;  my  faith  is  large  in  Tune, 
And  that  which  shapes  it  to  scune  perfect  end. 

Will  some  one  say,  then  why  not  ill  &r  good  ? 
Why  took  ye  not  your  pastime  ?     To  that  man 
My  work  shall  answer,  since  I  knew  the  right 
And  did  it ;  for  a  man  is  not  as  God, 
But  then  most  Godlike  being  most  a  man. 

— So  let  me  think  'tis  well  for  thee  and  me— 
Dl-iated  that  I  am,  what  lot  is  mine 
Whose  foresiriit  preaches  peace,  my  heart  so  slow 
To  feel  it  I     For  now  hard  it  seemed  to  me. 
When  eyes,  loye-languid  through  half-tears,  would 

One  esimesl;,  earnest  moment  upon  mine. 
Then  not  to  dare  to  see  1  when  thy  low  voice, 
Paltenig)  ■"Ofld  break  her  syllables,  to  keep 
My  own  iull-tuned, — hold  pasaon  in  a  leash. 
And  not  leap  forth  and  fell  about  thy  neck, 
And  on  thy  Dosom,  (deep-dasired  relief!) 
Earn  out  the  heayy  mist  of  tears,  that  weighed 
Upon  my  brain,  my  senses  and  my  soul ! 

For  iJoye  himself  took  part  against  himself 
To  warn  us  off,  and  Duty  loyed  of  Love— 
O  this  world's  curse — beloyed  but  hal«d— came 
Like  Death  betwixt  thy  dear  embrace  and  mine, 
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And  crying,  "  Who  is  this  ?  behold  thy  bride," 
She  pushed  me  from  thee. 

If  the  sense  ia  haid 
To  alien  ears,  I  did  not  speak  to  these — 
Wo,  not  to  thee,  but  to  thyself  in  me : 
Hard  ia  my  doom  and  thine ;  tiou  knowest  it  all. 

Could  love  part  thus  ?  was  it  not  well  (o  speak, 
To  have  spoken  once  ?     It  could  not  but  be  well. 
The  slow  sweet  hours  that  bring  as  all  tiling  good, 
The  slow  sad  hours  that  bring  us  all  things  lU, 
And  all  good  things  from  evil,  brought  the  night 
In  which  we  sat  tosether  and  alone. 
And  to  the  want,  that  hollowed  all  the  heart, 
Gave  utterance  by  the  yearning  of  an  eye. 
That  burned  upon  its  objegt  through  such  tears 
As  flow  but  once  a  life. 

The  ti'anee  gave  way 
To  those  caresses,  when  a  hundred  times 
In  that  last  kiss,  which  never  was  the  last, 
Farewell,  like  endless  welcome,  lived  and  died. 
Then  followed  counsel,  comfort,  and  the  words 
That  make  a  man  feel  strong  in  speaking  truth ; 
Til!  now  the  dark  was  worn,  and  overhead 
The  lights  of  sunset  and  of  sunrise  mixed 
In  that  brief  night ;  (he  summer  night,  that  paused 
Among  her  stars  to  hear  us ;  stars  that  bung 
Love-Marmed  to  listen :  all  the  wheels  of  Time 
Spun  round  in  station,  but  the  end  had  come. 

0  then  like  those,  who  clench  their  nerves  to 

Upon  their  dissolution,  we  two  rose. 
There — clo^ng  like  an  individual  life — 
In  one  Mind  cry  of  passion  and  of  pain. 
Like  bitter  accusation  even  to  death, 
Caught  up  the  whole  of  iove  and  uttered  it. 
And  bade  adieu  forever. 

Live— yet  live — 
Sliall  sharpest  pathos  blight  us,  knowing  all 
Life  needs  for  life  is  possible  to  will — 
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Live  tappy  !  tond  tliy  flowei-s :  ba  tended  ty 
My  blessing  I  should  my  shadow  cross  thy  thoughts 
Too  sadly  for  their  peace,  so  put  it  back 
For  calmer  hours  ia  memory's  darkest  hold, 
I  unfbrgotten  I  should  it  cross  thy  dreams. 
So  might  it  come  like  one  Biat  looks  content. 
With  qmet  eyes  mifeithftil  to  the  truth, 
And  point  ti«e  forward  ia  a  distant  light, 
Or  seem  to  lift  a  burthen  from  thv  heart 
And  leave  thee  freer,  till  thou  wate  refreshed, 
Then  when  the  first  low  matjn-chirp  hath  grown 
Full  quire,  and  morning  driven  her  plow  of  pearl 
Far  furrowing  into  light  the  mound^  rack, 
Beyond  the  Sir  green  field  and  eastern  sea. 


THE  GOLDEN  TEAE. 

Well,  you  shall  have  that  song  wMcIi  Leonaril 

It  was  last  summer  on  a  tour  in  Wales : 
Old  James  was  with  me ;  we  liat  day  had  been 
XTp  Snowdon ;  and  I  wished  for  Leonard  there. 
And  fowid  him  in  Llanberis ;  and  that  same  song 
He  told  me ;  for  I  bantered  him,  and  swore 
They  said  he  lived  shut  up  within  himself, 
A  tongue-tied  Poet  in  the  feverous  days, 
That,  setting  the  how  much  before  the  how. 
Cry  like  the  daughters  of  the  horse-leeeh,  "  give. 
Cram  us  with  all,   but  count  not  me  the  herd ! 
To  wMoh,  "They  call  me  what  they  will,"  lie 

"  But  I  was  born  too  late  ;  the  fair  new  forma 
That  float  about  the  threshold  of  an  age, 
Like  truths  of  Science  wailing  to  be  caught — 
Catch  me  who  can,  and  make  the  catcher  crowned^ 
Are  taken  by  the  forelock.    Let  it  be. 
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But  if  you  care  indeed  to  listen,  hear 
These  measured  words,  my  worii  of  yeatermom. 
"  We  sleep  and  wake  and  sleep,  bat  all  thinga 

The  Sun  fliea  forward  to  Ms  brother  Sun ; 
The  dark  Earth  follows  wheeled  in  her  ellipse: 
And  human  things  returning  ou  (ieraselves 
Move  onward,  leading  up  the  golden  year. 

"  Ab,  though  the  times  when  some  new  thought 
can  bud 
Are  but  as  poets'  seasons  when  tbey  flower, 
Yet  seas  that  daily  gain  upon  the  shore 
Have  ebb  and  flow  conditioning  their  march, 
And  slow  and  sure  comes  up  the  golden  year. 

"When  wedth  no  more  shall  rest  in  mounded 

But  smit  with  freer  light  shall  slowly  melt 
In  many  streams  to  fatten  lower  lands. 
And  light  shall  spread,  and  man  he  liker  man 
Through  £dl  the  season  of  the  golden  year. 

"  Shall  eagles  not  be  eagles?  wrens  be  wrens? 
If  all  the  world  were  fidcona,  what  of  that  ? 
The  wonder  of  the  eagle  were  the  less. 
But  he  not  less  tie  eagle.    Happy  days 
Roll  onward,  leading  up  the  golden  year. 

"  Fly,  happy,  happy  sails,  and  bear  the  Press ; 
Fly  happy  wifii  the  mission  of  the  Cross ; 
Knit  land  to  lanil,  and  blowing  havenward. 
With  silks,  and  ftuila,  and  spiees,  dear  of  tflU, 
Enrich  the  markets  of  the  golden  year. 

"  But  we  grow  old.     Ah  I  when  shall  all  men's 

Be  each  man's  rule,  and  universal  Peace 
Lie  like  a  shaft  of  light  across  the  land, 
And  like  a  lane  of  beams  athwart  Ihe  sea, 
Through  all  the  circle  of  the  golden  year  ?  " 

Thus  far  he  flowed,  and  ended ;  whereupon 
"  Ah,  folly  I "  in  mimic  cadence  answered  James — ■ 
"  Ah,  folly  I  for  it  lies  so  far  away, 
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Not  in  our  time,  nor  in  onr  cMIdren's  time, 
"Us  like  the  second  world  to  ns  that  live, 
TSvere  all  as  one  to  fix  our  hopes  on  Heaven 
As  on  thia  yision  of  the  golden  year." 

With  that  he  struck  his  staff  against  the  rocks 
And  broke  it, — Jam«, — jou  know  him, — old,  but 

fuU 
Of  force  and  eholer,  and  firm  upon  his  feet, 
And  Iiko  an  oaken  stock  in  -winter  woods, 
O'erflourished  with  the  hoaiy  clematis: 
Then  added,  all  in  heat : 

"What  stuff  is  this? 
Old  writers  pushed  the  happy  season  back, — 
The  more  fixils  they, — we  forward;  dreameraboth: 
Ton  most,  that  in  an  a^,  when  every  hour 
Must  sweat  her  sixty  minutes  to  the  death, 
Live  on,  God  love  us,  as  if  the  seedsman,  rapt 
Upon  the  teeming  harvest,  should  not  dip 
lilis  band  into  the  bag :  hut  well  I  know 
That  unto  him  who  works,  and  feels  he  works, 
This  same  grand  year  is  ever  at  the  doors." 

He  spoke ;  and, high  above ub,I  heardthemblasl 
The  steep  slate-quarry,  and  the  great  ecbo  flap 
And  buffet  round  the  hilla  from  Muff  to  bluff. 


ULYSSES. 

It  little  profits  that  an  idle  king. 
By  this  still  hearth,  among  these  barren  crags, 
Jfcitched  with  an  aged  wife,  I  mete  and  dole 
Unequal  laws  unto  a  savage  race. 
That  Board,  and  sleep,  and  feed,  and  know  not  m 
Ijjannot  rest  from  travel :  I  will  drink 
Life  to  the  lees :  all  times  I  have  enjoyed 
Greatly,  have  suffered  greatly,  both  with  those 
That  loved  me,  and  alone ;  on  shore,  and  when 
Through  scudding  drifta  the  rainy  Hyadcs 
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Vext  tlie  dim  sea ;  I  am  become  a  name ; 

For  alwa)^  i-oaming  with  a  liungiy  heart 

Mueh  have  I  seen  and  known ;  mties  of  men 

And  mariners,  climates,  councils,  gorernments. 

Myself  not  least,  but  honored  of  Siem  all ; 

And  drunk  deliglil;  of  battle  with  my  peers, 

Far  on  the  ringing  plains  of  windy  Troy. 

I  am  apart  of  all  tbat  Ihave  met; 

Yet  all  experience  is  an  arch  wherethrough 

Gleams  that  mitravelled  wurld,  whose  mar^n  fedea 

Forever  and  forever  when  I  n 


Dili,  to™ 
unbumished. 


o  make  an  end, 


To  rust  unbumished,  not  to  shine  i( 
As  fliousli  to  breathe  were  life.    Life  piled  on  life 
Were  all  loo  little,  and  of  one  to  me 
Little  remiuns ;  but  every  hour  is  saved 
From  that  eternal  silence,  something  more, 
A  bringer  of  new  things ;  and  vile  it  were 
For  some  three  sums  to  store  and  hoard  myself, 
And  this  ^ay  spirit  yearning  in  desire 
■To  follow  knowledge,  Kke  a  sinking  star, 
Beyond  the  utmostbound  of  human  thought 

This  is  my  son,  mine  own  Telemachus, 
To  whom  I  leave  the  sceptre  and  the  isle — 
Well-loved  of  me,  discerning  to  fulfil 
This  labor,  by  slow  prudence  to  make  mild 
A  rugged  people,  and  through  soft  degrees 
Subdue  them  to  the  nseliii  and  tbe  good. 
Most  blameless  is  he,  centred  in  the  sphere 
Of  cotumou  duties,  decent  not  to  fiu! 
In  offices  of  tenderness,  and  pay 
Meet  adoration  to  my  household  gods 
When  I  am  gone.     He  works  his  work,  I  mine. 
There  lies  the  port ;  the  vessel  puffs  her  siul ; 
There  gloom  the  dark  broad  seas.    My  mariners. 
Souls  that  have  toiled,  and  wrought,  and  thought 

That  ever  with  a  frolic  welcome  took 

The  thunder  and  the  sunshine,  and  opposed 


h..,L=-jL,Googlc 


184 

Free  hearts,  free  foreheads — you  and  I  are  old; 
Old  age  hath  yet  his  honor  and  his  tml ; 
Death  closes  dl :  but  something  ere  the  end, 
Some  work  of  noble  note,  may  yet  be  done, 
Not  unbecoming  men  that  strove  nilh  Gods. 
The  Ughts  begin  to  twinkle  from  the  rocks : 
The  long  day  wanes :  the  slow  moon  dimbs :  the 

Moans  round  with  many  voices.    Come,  my  irienda 
Tis  not  too  late  to  seek  a  newer  world. 
Push  off,  and  dtting  well  in  order  smite 
The  sounding  furrows ;  &r  my  purpose  holds 
To  sail  beyond  the  sunset,  and  the  baths 
Of  all  the  western  stars,  nntil  I  die. 
It  may  be  that  the  gulfi  will  wash  us  down : 
It  may  be  we  shall  touch  the  Happy  Islea, 
And  see  the  great  Achilles,  whom  we  knew. 
Though  much  is  taken,  much  abides ;  and  though 
We  are  not  now  that  strength  which  in  old  days 
Moved  earlh  and  heaven ;  that  which  we  are,  w« 

One  equal  temper  of  heroic  hearts. 

Made  weak  by  time  and  (ate,  but  strong  in  will 

To  strive,  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield. 


LOCKSLET    HALL. 

Comrades,  leave  me  here  a  Uttie,  while  as  yet  'tia 

Leave  me  here,  and  when  you  want  me,  sound 
upon  the  bugle-hom. 

'Tis  the  place,  and  all  around  it,  as  of  old,  the  cur- 
lews call 

Dreary  gleams  about  the  moorland  flying  over 
Locksley  Hall ; 
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Locksley  Hall,  tliat  in  the  disfance  oyerloota  the 
And  the  hoUow  ocean-ridges  roari. 
Many  a  night  from  yonder  ivied 


w  the  Pleiads,  riang  throngh  the 

ie, 

m  of  £re-flies  tangled  in  a  silver 


Here  about  the  beach  I  wandered,  nourishing  a 

youti  sublime 
With  the  feiry  tales  of  science,  and  the  long  result 

of  Time  j 

Wlien  the  centuries  behind  me  like  a  fruitful  land 

reposed; 
When  1  clung  to  all  the  present  for  the  promise 

that  it  closed ; 

When  I  dipt  into  the  future  far  as  human  eye  could 


In  the  Spring  a  ftiller  crimson  comes  upon  llie 
Eobin's  breast; 

I  lapwing  gets  himself 

In  the  Spring  a  livelier  iria  changes  on  the  bur- ' 
nislieddove; 

's  fancy  lightly  turns  to 
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Then  her  cheek  was  pale  and  tliinner  than  Kho(il<! 

be  for  one  so  young, 
And  her  eyes  on  a,Il  my  motions  with  a  mute  ob- 

And  I  said,  "  Myeousin  Amy,  speak,  and  apeak  the 
Truat  me,  cousin,  all  the  current  of  my  being  sets 

On  her  pallid  cheek  and  forehead  came  a  color  and 

a  light, 
As  I  have  seen  the  rosy  red  fiushing  in  the  northern 

And  she  turned— her  bosom  shaken  with  a  sudden 


Saying,  "  I  have  hid  my  feelings,  fearing  they  should 

do  me  ivrong ; " 
Saying,  "  Dost  thou  love  me,  cousin  ?  "  weeping,  "  I 

have  loved  thee  long." 

Love  took  up  the  glass  of  Hme,  and  turned  it  in 

his  glowing  hands ; 
Every  moment,  lightly  shaken,  ran  itself  in  golden 


Love  toofc  up  the  harp  of  Life,  and  smote  on  all  the 

chords  with  might ; 
Smote  the  chord  of^elf,  that,  trembling,  passed  in 

music  out  of  sight. 

.     'A 

Many  a  moniing  on  the  moorland  did  we  hear  the 
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Sfcoiy  an  eveniog  by  the  waters  diJ  we  watoli  the 

stately  sliips, 
And  our  spirits  rushed  fogethei'  at  tlie  loucliiiig  of 


F^ser  than  all  fancy  fathoms,  falser  than  all  songs 
have  sung, 

Puppet  to  a  lather's  threat,  and  sorrilo  to  a  shrew- 
ish hingue  I 

Is  it  well  to  msh   thee   happy  ? — having  known 

me — to  decline 
On  a  range  of  lower  feelings  and  a  narrower  heart 

Tet  it  shall  he :  thou  shalt  lower  to  his  leyel  day  by 

What  is  iae  within  thee  growing  coarse  to  sympa- 
thize with  clay. 

As  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is ;  thou  art  mated  with 

a  clown, 
And  the  grossness  of  his  nature  will  have  weight  to 

drag  thee  down. 

He  will  hold  thee,  when  his  passion  shall  have  spent 

its  novel  force, 
Something  better  than  his  dog,  a  little  dearer  tlian 


Is  this  ?  his  eyes  are  heavy :  think  not  they 

are  glazed  with  wine. 

him  :  it  is  thy  duty :  kiss  him  ;  take  his  hand 
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It  may  be  my  lord  is  weary,  that  his  brain  is  over- 
wrought ; 

Soothe  him  with  thy  finer  fancieg,  touch  him  with 
thy  l^hl«r  thought. 

He  will  answer  to  the  purpose,  easy  things  to  under- 
Better  thou  wert  dead  before  me,  though  I  slew 
thee  with  my  hand  I 

Better   thou  and  I  were   Ijring,  hidden  from  the 

heart's  disgrace, 
Rolled  iu  one  anothe/a  arms,  and  silent  in  a  last 

embrace. 

Cursed   be  the  social  wants  that  ^n  against  the 

strength  of  youth  I 
Cursed  be  the  social  lies  that  warp  us  from  the  living 

truth! 


Well,— -'tis  well  that  1  should  bluster  I — Hadst  thou 

less  unworthy  proved— 
"Would  ta  God— for  1  had  bved  thee  more  than  ever 

wife  was  loved. 

Am  I  mad,  that  I  should  chetiah  that  which  bears 

but  bitter  fruit  ? 
I  will  pluek  it  from  my  boaom,  though  my  heart  be 


Never,  though  my  morfal  summers  to  such  length 

of  years  should  come 
As  the  many-wintered  crow  that  leads  tha  clanging 

rookery  home. 
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is  comlbrt  ?  in  division  of  tlie  reccaiik  of  ths 


I  veraember  one   that  perished ;   sweetly  did   she 

speak  and  move ; 
Such  a  one  do  I  remember,  wliom  to  look  at  was  to 


Can  I  tbink  of  her  as  dead,  and  love  her  for  the 

love  she  bore  ? 
No — she  never  loved  me  truly ;  love  is  love  forever- 
Comfort  ?  comfort  scorned  of  devils !  this  is  trulh 

the  poet  sings, 
That  a  sorrow's  crown  of  sorrow  is  remembering 

happier  things. 

Drug  thy  memories,  lest  thou  learn  it,  lest  thy  heart 

be  put  to  proof, 
In  the  dead,  unhappy  night,  and  when  the  rain  is 

on  the  roof 

Like  a  d(^,  he  hunte  in  dreams,  and  thou  art  staring 

at  the  wall. 
Where  the    dying    night-lamp    flickers,   and   tiie 


Then  a  hand  shall  pass  before  thee 

drunken  sleep, 
To  thy  widowed  marriage-pillows,  I 

thou  wilt  weep. 

TlioH  shalt  hear  the  "  Never,  never 

the  phantom  yeai-s. 
And  a  song  from  out  tbe  distance  ii 
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And  an  eye  sliall  vex  tliee,  looking  ancient  kindness 

on  tliy  pain. 
Turn  thee,  turn  Aee  on  thy  pillow ;  get  thee  to  thy 


Nay;  but  Nature  brings  thee  solace ;  for  b,  tender 

voice  will  cry. 
'Tis  a  purer  life   than  thine  ;  a  lip  lo  drain  thy 
"     toonble  dry. 

Baby  lips  will  laugh  me  down :    my   latest  rival 
brings  tJiee  rest. 

,  press  me  from  the 

O,  die  child  too  clothes  the  fatlicr  with  a  deamesia 

not  his  due. 
Half  is  thine  and  half  is  hia ;  it  will  be  worthy  of 

the  twa 

O,  I  see  thee  old  and  formal,  fitted  to  thy  petty 

part, 
With  a  little  hoard  of  maxims  preaching  down  a 

daughter's  heart. 

"  They  were  dangerous   guides  the  feelings— she 

herself  was  not  execvpt — 
Truly,  she  herself  had   suffered"— Perish  in  thy 

aelf^rantempt ! 

Overlive  it — lower  yet — ^be  happy !  wherefore  should 

Icare?     ^        ^ 
I  myself  must  mix  witli  action,  lest  I  wither  by 


What  is  that  which  I  should  turn  to,  lighting  upon 

days  like  &ess  ? 
Every  door  is  barred  with  gold,  and  opens  but  to 

golden  keys. 
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Every  gate  is  thronged  with  suitors,  all  the  markets 

overflow. 
I  have  but  an  angry  fency ;  ivliat  is  that  wliieh  1 

should  do  ? 

1  had  been  content  to  perish,  failing  on  the  foeman'a 

ground, 
When  the  ranks  are  I'olled  in  yapor,  and  the  winds 

are  laid  with  sound. 

But  thejinghng  of  the  guinea  helps  tlie  hurt  that 

Honor  feels. 
And  the  nations  do  but  munnur,  snarling  at  each 

other's  heela. 

Can  I  but  relive  in  sadness  ?  I  will  turn  that  earlier 


Make  me  feel  the  wild  pulsation  that  1  felt  before 

the  strife, 
When  I  heard  my  days  before  me,  and  the  tumult 

of  my  life ; 

Yearning  for  the  large  excitement  that  the  coming 

years  would  yield, 
Eagei^hearted  as  a  boy  when  first  he  leaves  his 

lather's  field, 

And  at  night  along  the  dusky  highway  near  and 

nearer  drawn, 
Sees  in  heaven  the  liglit  of  London  flaring  like  a 

dreary  dawn ; 

And  his  spirit  leaps  wilMn  him  to  be  gone  beforo 

him  then, 
Underneath  the  liglit  he  loots  at,  in  among  the 

thrones  of  men  ; 
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Men,  my  brotliers,  men  the  workers,  ever  reaping 

something  new : 
That  which  they  have  done  but  earnest  of  the  things 

that  they  shall  do ; 

For  I  dipt  into  the  future,  far  as  human  eye  could 


Heard  the  heavens  fill  with  shouting,  and  there 
rained  a  ghastiy  dew 

From  the  nations'  airy  navies  grappiing  in  the  cen- 
tral blue ; 

Far  along  She  world-wide  whisper  of  the  aouth-wJnd 

rushing  warm, 
With  the  standards  of  the  peoples  plunging  through 

the  thunder-storm; 

HH  the  war-drum  throbbed  no  longer,  and   the 

battle-flags  were  furled 
In  the  Parliament  of  man,  the  Federation  of  the 

There  the  common  sense  of  most  shall  hold  a  fretfnl 
And  the  kindly  earth  shall  slumber,  lapt  in  universal 


So  I  triumphed,  ere  my  pasaon  sweeping  through 

me  left  me  dr^,  - 

Left  me  with  the  palsied  heart,  and  left  mo  with  the 

jaundiced  eye ; 
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Eye,  to  wbicli  all  order  festers,  all  things  here  are 

out  of  joint, 
Science  moves,  but  slowly,  slowly,  creeping  on  from 
point  1^)  point  r 

Slowly  comes  a  liimgry  people,  aa  a  lioa,  creeping 

Gliffefl  at  one  that  nods  and  winks  behind  a  slowly- 
dying  fire. 

Tet  I  doubt  not  flirough  the  ages  one  increasing 

:  widened  with  the 


What  is  tbat  to  him  that  reaps  not  harreist  of  Ha 

youthful  joys, 
'Though  the  deep  heart  of  existence  beat  forever 

like  a  boy's  ? 

Knowledge  comes,  but  msdom  lingers,  and  I  linger; 

on  lie  shore. 
And  the  individual  withers,  and  the  world  is  more 


Hark,  my  merry  comrades  call  me,  sounding  on  the 

bugle-horn. 
They  lo  iwiom  my  foolish  paaaon  were  a  target  for 


Shall  it  not  be  scorn  to  m< 

1  to  harp  on  Euch  a 

mouldered  string  ? 

I  am  shamed  through  all  my 

nature  to  have  loved 

so  slight  a  thing. 
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Weakneffi   to  be  wroth  with  weakness  I  womaa'a 

pleasure,  woman's  pain- 
Nature  made  theai  hinder  motions  bounded  in  a 

shallower  bran : 

Woman  is'  the  leaser  man,  and  all  thy  passions, 

matched  with  mine, 
Are  as  moonlight  unto  sunlight,  and  as  water  unto 


Here  at  least,  where  nature  sickens,  nothing.     Ah, 

for  some  retreat 
Deep  in  yonder  shining  Orient,  where  my  life  began 


Where  in  wild  Mahratta-battle  fell  my  fether  evil- 
starred; 
I  was  left  a  trampled  orphan,  and  a  selfish  uncle's 

Or  to  burst  all  links  of  habits— there  to  wander  &x 

On  from  island  unto  island  at  tie  gateways  of  the 
day. 

Lai^r  conalfillationa  burning,  mellow  moons  and 

happy  skies, 
Breadths  of  tropic  shade  and  palms  in  cluster,  knots 

of  Paradise. 


Slides  the  bird  o'er  luatrous  woodland,  droops  the 
triuler  from  the  crag ; 

Droops   the    heavy-blossomed    bower,   hangs    the 

heavy-flTiited  tree — 
Summer  isles  of  Eden  lying  in  dark-purple  spheres 
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Tliero  mRthinliB  would  be  enjoyment  more  than  in 

this  marcL.  of  mind, 
In  tia  steamship,  in  the  railway,  in  the  tlioughte 

that  shake  mankind. 

There  the  passions,  cramped  no  longer,  shall  have 

scope  and  breathing-space  ; 
I  will  take  some  savage  woman,  site  shall  rear  my 

dusky  race. 

Iron-jointed,  supple-aoewed,  (hey  shall  dive,  and 

they  shall  run. 
Catch  the  wild  goat  hy  the  hair,  and  hurl  their 


Whistle  back  the  parrofs  call,  and  leap  the  rain- 
bows of  the  brooks, 
Kot  with  blinded  eyeaght  poring  over  miserable 

Fool,  again  the  dream,  (he  foncy  1  but  I  know  my 

words  are  wild. 
But  I  count  the   ^y  barbarian  lower  than  the 

Christian  child. 

/,  to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads,  vacant  of  oar 

glorioiia  gains. 
Like  a  heast  wifli  lower  pleasures,  like  a  beast  with 

lower  pains ! 

Mated  with  a  squaUd  savage—- what  to  me  were  sun 
I  the  heir  of  all  the  ages,  in  the  foremost  files  of 


I  that  rather  held  it  better  men  should  perish  one 

by  one. 
Than  that  earth  should  stand  at  gaze  like  Joshua's 

moon  in  Ajalon  1 
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Not  in  vain  the  distance  beacons.  Forward,  fin- 
ward  lot  U3  raa^e. 

Let  the  great  world  spxn  forever  down  the  ringing 
grooves  of  change. 

Through  the  shadow  of  the  globe  we  sweep  into  tlio 

younger  day  : 
Better  fitly  years  of  Europe  than  a  cycle  of  Cathay. 


whon  hfe  begun : 
mft  the  Mile,  and  roll  the  waters,  flash  the  light, 
nings,  weigh  the  Sun— 

0, 1  see  (he  crescent  promise  of  my  spirit  hath  not 


HoweoeTev  these  things  be,  a  long  fiirewell  to  Locks- 
ley  Hall  I 

Now  jlbr  me  the  woods  may  wither,  now  for  me  the 
roof-tree  fall. 

Comes  a  vapor  irom  the  margin,  blackening  over 

heath  and  holt, 
Cranumug  all  the  blast  before  it,  in  its  breast  a 

thunderbolt. 

Let  it  ftll  on  Locksley  Hall,  with  rain  or  hail,  or 
For  the  mighty  wind  arises,  roaring  seaward,  and  I 


Iwaitedfar  the  (Tain  at  CoBenlry; 

I  hung  with  grooms  and  porters  on  the  biidge. 
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'I'n' watch  the  three  tail  spires ;  and  ihcrs  1  shaped 
The  city's  ancient  legend  into  this : — ■ 

Not  only  we,  the  latest  seed  of  Time, 
New  men,  that  m  the  flying  of  a.  wheel 
Cry  down  the  past,  not  onJy  we,  that  prate 
Of  riffhls  and  wrongs,  have  loved  the  people  well, 
And  Toaliied  to  see  them  overtaxed ;  but  she 
Did  more,  and  underwent,  and  overcame, 
The  woman  of  a  thousand  summers  back, 
Godiva,  mfe  to  that  grim  Earl,  who  ruled 
In  Coventry :  for  when  he  Iwd  a  tax 
Upon  hia  town,  and  all  the  mothers  brought 
Their  children,  clamoring,  "  If  we  pay,  we  starve  I " 
She  sought  her  lord,  and  found  him,  where  he  strode 
About  &e  hall,  among  his  dogs,  alone, 
His  beard  a  foot  before  him,  and  his  hair 
A  yard  behind.     She  told  him  of  their  tears. 
And  prayed  him,  "  If  they  pay  this  tax,  they  starve." 
Whereat  he  stared,  replying  half-amaaed, 
"  You  would  not  let  your  little  flno;er  ache 
Tor  such  as  iKese  t " — "  But  I  would  die,"  said  she. 
lie  laughed,  and  swore  by  Peter  and  by  Paul : 
Then  fflliped  at  the  diamond  in  her  ear; 
"  0  ay,  ay,  ay,  you  (alt  1 " — "  Alas  I "  she  said, 
"  But  prove  me  what  Jt  is  I  would  not  do." 
And  from  a  heart  as  rough  as  Esau's  hand. 
He  answered,  "  Hide  you  naked  through  the  town, 
And  I  repeal  it ; "  and  nodding,  as  in  scorn. 
He  parted,  with  great  strides  among  his  dogs. 

So  left  alone,  the  passions  of  her  mind, 
As  winds  from  all  the  compass  shift  and  blow, 
Made  war  upon  each  other  for  an  hour. 
Till  pity  won.     She  sent  a  herald  forth, 
And  Dade  him  cry,  with  sound  of  trumpet,  all 
The  hard  condition ;  hut  that  she  would  loose 
The  people  r  therefore,  as  they  bved  her  well. 
From  then  till  noon  no  foot  should  pace  the  street, 
No  eye  look  down,  she  passing ;  but  that  all 
Should  keep  within,  door  shut,  and  window  barred. 
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Then  fled  she  to  her  inmost  liowsr,  and  there 
Unclasped  the  wedded  eagles  of  her  belt, 
The  grim  Earl's  ^fl ;  but  ever  at  a  breatli 
She  Engered,  looking  like  a  summer  moon 
Half-dipt  in  cloud ;  anon  she  shook  her  head, 
And  showered  the  rippled  ringlets  to  her  knee ; 
Unclad  herself  in  hasl« ;  adown  the  stair 
Stole  on ;  and,  like  a  creeping  sunbeam,  slid 
From  pillar  unto  pillar,  until  she  reached 
The  gateway ;  there  she  found  her  palfrey  trapt 
In  purple  blaaoned  with  armorial  gold. 

Then  she  rode  fortb,  clothed  on  ■with  chastity  ; 
The  deep  air  listened  round  her  as  she  rode, 
And  all  the  low  wind  hardly  breathed  for  fear. 
The  littie  wide-mouthed  heads  upon  the  spout 
Had  cunning  eyes  to  see :  the  barking  cur 
Made  her  cheek  flame :  her  palfrey's  footfall  shot 
Light  horrors  through  her  pulses :  the  blind  walls 
Were  full  of  chinks  and  holes;  and  overhead 
Fantastic  gables,  crowding,  stared :  but  she 
Not  less  through  aU  bore  up,  till,  last,  she  saw 
The  white-flowered  elder  liicket  from  the  field 
Gleam  dirough  the  GJothic  archways  in  the  wall. 

Then  she  rode  back,  clothed  on  with  chastity. 
And  one  low  churl,  compact  of  thankless  earth, 
The  fetal  byword  of  aH  years  to  come. 
Boring  a  little  auger-hole  in  fear. 
Peeped — bat  lua  eyes,  before  they  had  thdr  will. 
Were  shrivelled  into  darknras  in  his  head. 
And  dropt  before  hint.     So  the  Powers,  who  wait 
On  noble  deeds,  cancelled  a  sense  misused ; 
And  she,  that  knew  not,  passed ;  and  all  at  once. 
With  twelve  great  shocks  of  sound,  the  sliamelesa 

Was  clashed  and  hammered  from  a  hundred  towers, 

One  after  one ;  but  even  then  she  g^ned 

Her  bower ;  whence  reissuing,  robed  and  crowned, 

To  meet  her  lord,  she  took  the  tas  away. 

And  built  herself  an  everlasting  name. 

H...L=-jnGooglc 


THE  TWO   VOICES. 

A  8TIU,  small  voice  spa^e  imto  me, 
"  Thou  art  so  full  of  miserj', 
Were  it  not  tettor  not  to  be  ?  " 

Then  to  the  still  small  voice  I  said : 
"  Let  me  not  east  in  endless  shade 
What  is  so  wonderfully  made." 


"  An  inner  impulse  rent  the  veil 
Of  his  old  huat :  from  head  to  tail 
Came  out  dear  plates  of  sapphire  mail. 

"  He  dried  his  wings ;  like  gauze  they  grew : 
Through  crofts  and  pastures  wet  with  dew 
A  living  flash  of  light  he  flew." 

I  said,  "  When  first  the  world  began, 
Youn"  Nature  through  five  cycles  ran. 
And  in  the  ^xth  she  moulded  man. 

"  She  gave  him  mind,  the  lordliest 
Propoi'don,  and,  above  the  rest, 
Dominbn  in  the  head  and  breast" 

Thereto  the  sileat  voice  replied; 

"  Self-blinded  are  you  by  your  pride ; 

Look  up  through  night ;  the  world  is  wide, 

"  Tins  truth  within  thy  mind  rehearse, 

That  in  a  boundless  universe 

Is  boundless  better,  boundless  worse. 
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"  Tliznk  you  tias  mould  of  liopes  and  feara 
Could  find  no  statelier  than  his  poera 
In.  yonder  handred  miliion  spheres  ?  " 

It  spake,  moreover,  in  my  mind : 

"  Though  fliou  wert  scattered  to  the  wind, 

Yet  is  mere  plenty  of  the  kind." 

Then  did  my  response  clearer  Ml : 
"  No  ccanpound  of  this  earthly  hall 
Is  like  another,  all  in  all." 

To  which  he  answered  spofflngly ; 
"  Good  soul !  suppose  I  grant  it  thee, 
Who'll  iveep  for  thy  deficiency  ? 

"  Or  will  one  beam  he  less  intense, 

When  thy  peculiar  difference 

Is  cancelled  in  tie  world  of  sense  ?  " 

I  would  havo  swd,  "  Thou  canst  not  know," 
But  my  full  heart,  that  worked  helow, 
Kainod  through  my  sight  its  overSow. 

"  Thou  art  so  steeped  in  misery, 
Snrely  'twere  better  not  to  be. 

"  Thine  anguish  will  not  let  thee  sleep, 

Sor  any  train  of  reason  keep ; 

Thou  canst  not  think,  but  thou  wilt  weep." 

I  s^d,  "  The  years  with  change  advance : 
If  I  make  dark  my  countenance, 
I  shut  my  life  irom  happier  chance. 


"  Some  turn  this  ackness  yet  might  take, 
shake?" 
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"  Some  turn  this  ackness  yet  might  take, 
Even  yet"    But  he  :  "  What.drug  can  make 
A  withered  palsy  cease  to  shake  ?  " 


"  And  men,  through  novel  spheres  of  thooght 
Still  moving  after  truth  long  sought, 
WiU  learn  new  things  when  I  am  not." 

"  Yet,"  sad  the  secret  voice,  "  some  time, 
Sooner  or  later,  ■wili  gray  prime 
Make  thy  grass  hoar  with  early  rime. 

"  Not  lera  swift  souls  that  yearn  for  light, 

Bapt  after  heaven's  starry  flight. 

Would  sweep  the  tracts  of  day  and  night. 


"  Not  less  the  bee  would  ranse  her  cells. 
The  ftirzy  prickle  fire  the  dells. 
The  foxglove  cluster  dappled  bells." 

I  said  that "  all  the  years  invent ; 
Each  month  is  various  to  present 
The  world  with  some  development. 

"  Were  tMs  not  well,  to  bide  mine  hour. 
Though  watehing  from  a  ruined  tower 
How  grows  the  day  of  human  power  ?  " 

"  The  highest-mounted  mind,"  he  said, 
"  Still  sees  the  sacred  morning  spread 
The  Mleut  sunamit  oveiiead. 

"  Will  tbirtf  seasons  render  plain 
Those  lonely  lights  that  still  remain. 
Just  breaking  over  land  and  m^n  ? 

"  Or  make  that  morn,  from  his  cold  crown 
And  crystal  silence  oreeping  down, 
Flood  with  full  daylight  glebe  and  town  ? 


h..,L=-jnGoOglc 


THE   TWO   YOIOEa. 


In  Kudst  of  knowledge  dreamed  not  yei. 

"  Thou  hast  not  gained  a.  real  height, 
Nor  art  thou  nearer  to  the  light, 
Because  the  scale  is  infinite. 

"  'Twere  better  not  to  breathe  or  speak, 
Than  cry  for  strength,  remaining  weak, 
And  seem  to  find,  but  EtiU.  to  seek. 

"Moreover,  but  to  seem  to  find 

Asks  what  thou  lackeat,  thought  resigned, 

A  healthy  frame,  a  quiet  mind." 

I  Siud,  "  When  I  am  gone  away, 
'  He  dared  not  tarry,'  men  will  say, 
Doing  dishonor  to  my  clay." 

"  This  is  more  vile,"  he  made  reply, 

"  To  breathe  and  loathe,  to  live  and  sigh, 

Than  once  from  dread  of  pain  to  die. 

"  Sick  art  thou— -a  divided  will 
Still  heaping  on  the  fear  of  ill 
The  fear  of  men,  a  coward  still. 

"  Do  men  love  thee  ?    Art  thou  so  bound 
To  men,  that  how  thy  name  may  sound 
Will  vex  thee  lying  underground  ? 

"  The  memory  of  the  withered  leaf 
In  endless  time  is  scarce  more  brief 
Than  of  the  garnered  Autumn-sheaf. 


"  Go,  vexed  Spirit,  sleep  in  trust; 
The  right  ear,  that  is  filled  with  dust, 
Hears  Tittle  of  the  fiilse  or  just." 
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"  Hard  task,  to  pluck  resolve,"  I  cried, 
"  From  emptiness  and  the  waste  wide 
Of  that  abyss,  or  scomfnl  pride  ! 

"  Nay — rather  yet  that  I  could  raise 
One  hope  that  warmed  me  in  the  days 
While  still  I  yearned  for  human  praise. 

"  When,  wide  in  soul  and  bold  of  tongue, 
Among  the  tents  I  paused  and  snug, 
The  distant  battle  flashed  and  rung. 

"  I  sung  the  joyftil  Piean  clear. 
And,  Bitting,  burnished  without  fear 
The  braud,  the  buckler,  and  the  spear — 

"  WEuting  to  strive  a  happv  strife, 
To  war  with  falsehood  to  the  knife, 
And  not  to  lose  the  good  of  life — 

"  Some  hidden  principle  to  move, 
To  put  together,  part  and  prove, 
And  mete  the  bounds  of  hate  and  love — 

"  As  far  as  might  be,  to  carve  out 
Free  space  for  every  human  doubt, 
That  the  whole  mind  might  orb  about-— 

"  To  search  through  all  I  felt  and  saw, 
The  sprinp  of  life,  the  depths  of  awe. 
And  reach  the  law  within  the  law ; 

"  At  least,  not  rotting  like  a  weed. 
But  having  sown  some  generous  seed. 
Fruitful  of  further  thought  and  deed, 


"  To  pass,  when  Life  her  light  withdraws. 
Not  void  of  righteous  self-applause, 
Mor  in  a  merely  selfish  cause^ 
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To  perieh,  wept  for,  honored,  known, 
And  like  a  warrior  OTei-thi'own ; 

"  Whoae  eyes  are  dim  witk  gloriona  tears, 
When,  soiled  with  noble  dust,  he  hears 
His  coundy's  war-song  thrill  his  ears : 

"  Then  Ayina  of  a  mortal  stroke, 
What  Ijme  the  fooman's  line  is  broke. 
And  all  (he  war  is  rolled  in  smoke." 

"  Yea ! "  said  the  voice,  "  iky  dream  was  good, 
While  thou  abodest  in  the  bud. 
It  was  the  sliiring  of  the  blood. 

"  If  Nature  put  not  forth  her  power 
About  the  openins  of  the  flower, 
Who  18  it  that  could  Uve  an  hour  ? 

"  Then  comes  the  cheek,  the  change,  the  falL 
Pain  rises  up,  old  pleasures  pall. 
There  is  one  remedy  for  all. 

"  Yet  hadst  thou,  through  enduring  psun, 
Linked  month  to  month  with  such  a  chain 
Of  knitted  purport,  all  were  vain 

"  Tliou  hadst  not  between  death  and  birth 
Dissolved  the  riddle  of  the  earth. 
So  were  thy  labor  little-worih. 

"  That  men  wiili  knowledge  merely  played, 
I  told  thee— hardly  nigher  made. 
Though  scaling  slow  from  grade  to  grade ; 

"  Much  less  this  dreamer,  deaf  and  blind, 
Named  man,  may  hope  some  truth  to  find, 
That  bears  relation  to  fhe  mind. 
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"  For  BTery  worm  beneath  the  moon 
Draws  different  threads,  and  late  and  Boon 
Spins,  toiling  out  his  own  cocoon. 

"  Cry,  faint  not :  either  Truth  is  born 
Beyond  the  polar  gleam  forlorn. 
Or  in  the  gateways  of  the  mom. 

"  Cry,  f^nt  not,  climb :  the  saramits  slope 
Beyond  the  furthest  fiishls  of  hope. 
Wrapt  in  dense  cloud  from  base  to  cope, 

"  Sometimes  a  little  corner  shines, 

As  over  rainy  mist  inclines 

A  gleaming  crag  with  belts  of  pines. 

"  I  will  go  forward,  sayest  thou, 
I  shall  not  fail  to  find  her  now. 
Look  up,  the  fold  is  on  her  brow. 

"If  straight  thy  track,  or  if  oblique. 

Thou  know'at  not.     Shadows  thou  dost  strike, 

Embracing  cloud,  Ixion-Uke ; 

"  And  owning  btit  a  little  more 
Than  beasts,  abidest  lame  and  poor. 
Calling  thyself  a  httlc  lower 

"  Than  angels.     Cease  to  Wiul  and  brawl  I 
Why  inch  by  inch  to  darkness  crawl  ? 
There  is  one  remedy  for  ail." 

"  O  dull,  one-sided  voice,"  said  I, 
"  Wilt  thou  make  everything  a  lie, 
To  flatter  me  that  I  may  die  ? 

"  1  know  that  age  to  age  succeeds. 
Blowing  a  noise  of  tongues  and  deeds, 
A  dust  of  systems  and  of  creeds. 
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"  I  cannot  hide  that  some  have  striven, 
Achieyiaa  calm,  to  whom  was  given 
The  joy  that  mixes  man  with  Heavea : 

"  Who,  rowing  haiii  ^iast  the  stream, 
Saw  distant  gatte  of  Eden  gleam, 
And  did  not  dreMn  it  was  a  dream ; 

"  But  heard,  hy  secret  transport  led, 
Even  in  the  chamek  of  the  dead, 
The  mormur  of  the  fountain-head— 

"  Which  did  accomplish  their  desire, 
Bore  and  forbore,  and  did  not  tire, 
Like  Stephen,  an  unquenched  fire. 

"  He  heeded  not  reviling  tones, 
Nor  sold  his  heait  to  idle  moans, 
Though  cursed  and  scorned,  and  bruised  Willi 


"  But  looking  upward,  full  of  grace, 
He  prayed,  and  from  a  happy  place 
God  s  glory  smote  him  on  the  Mce." 

The  sullen  answer  slid  betwixt: 

"  Not  that  the  grounds  of  hope  were  fixed. 

The  elements  were  kindlier  raised." 


I  said,  "  I  toil  beneath  the 
But,  knowing  not  t! 
1  fear  to  slide  from 


"  And  that,  in  seeking  to  undo 
One  riddle,  and  to  find  the  tnie, 
I  knit  a  hundred  others  new ; 


"  Or  that  this  anguish  fleeting  hence, 
Unmanacled  from  bonds  of  sense, 
Be  fixed  and  frozen  to  permanence : 
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"  For  I  go,  weak  from  suffering  here ; 
Maked  I  go,  and  void  of  cheer : 
What  ia  it  tJiat  I  may  not  fear  ? " 

"  CoDsdder  well,"  the  voice  replied, 

"  His  iaoe,  that  two  hours  ance  hath  died ; 

Wilt  thou  find  passion,  pain  or  pride  ? 

"  Will  he  obey  when  one  commands  ? 
Or  answer  should  one  press  his  hands  ? 
He  answers  not,  nor  undei-stands. 

"  His  palms  are  folded  on  his  breast ; 
There  is  no  other  thing  expressed 
But  long  disquiet  merged  in  rest. 

"  His  lips  are  very  mild  and  meek ; 
Though  one  should  smite  him  on  the  eheet, 
And  on  the  mouth,  he  will  not  speak. 

"  His  little  daughter,  whose  sweet  fece 
He  kissed,  taking  his  last  embrace. 
Becomes  dishonor  to  her  race — 

"  His  sons  grow  up  that  bear  his  name. 
Some  grow  to  honor,  some  to  shame, — 
But  he  is  chill  b)  praise  or  blame. 

"  He  will  not  hear  the  north- wind  rave, 
Nor,  moaning,  household  shelter  crave 
From  winter  rwns  that  beat  his  grave. 

"  High  up  the  vapors  fold  and  swim : 
About  him  broods  the  twihght  dim : 
The  place  he  knew  foi^tteth  him." 

"If  all  be  dark,  vague  vdce,"  I  said, 

"  These  things  are  wrapped  in  doubt  and  dread. 

Rot,  canst  Ihou  show  the  dead  are  dead. 


h..,L=-j,.,Googlc 


S  'KIE  TWO  VOICES. 

"  The  sap  diies  up ;  the  plant  declines 
A  deeper  tale  my  heart  diTuies. 
Know  I  not  Death  ?  the  outward  signs  ? 

"  I  found  him  when  my  years  were  few ; 
A  shadow  on  the  graves  I  know, 
And  darkness  in  the  village  yew. 

"  From  crave  to  grave  the  shadow  crept : 
In  her  stJl  place  the  morning  wept: 
Touched  by  hia  feet  the  dtusy  slept. 

"  The  simple  senses  crowned  his  head : 
'  OmeBa  1  thou  art  Lord,'  they  said,  ■ 
'  We  find  no  motion  in  the  dead." 


"Why,  if m 
Shonld  that 


"  Who  forged  that  other  influence, 

That  heat  of  inward  evidence, 

By  which  he  doubts  agjunst  the  sense  ? 

"  He  owns  the  fiital  gift  of  eyes, 
That  read  his  spirit  blindly  wise. 
Not  simple  as  a  thing  that  dies. 

"  Here  sits  he  shaping  wings  to  ily ; 
His  heart  forebodes  a  mystery : 
He  names  the  name  Eternity. 

"  That  type  of  Perfect  in  his  mind 
In  Nature  can  he  nowhere  find, 
He  sows  himself  on  every  irind. 

"  He  seems  to  hear  a  Heavenly  Fiiend, 
And  through  thick  veils  to  apprehend 
A  labor  working  to  an  end. 
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"  The  end  and  the  beginning  vex 
His  reason :  many  things  perplex, 
Witti  motions,  cheeks,  and  counter-checks. 

"  He  knows  a  baseness  in  his  bbod 

At  sucli  Btranoie  war  with  sometliiiig  good, 

He  may  not  do  the  thing  he  would. 

"  Heaven  opens  inward,  chasms  yawn. 
Tast  images  in  glimmering  dawn, 
Half  shown,  are  broken  and  withdrawn. 

"  Ah  I  sui-e  within  him  and  without. 
Could  his  dark  wisdom  find  it  out. 
There  must  be  answer  to  his  doubt. 

"  But  thou  canst  answer  not  again. 
With  thine  own  weapon  art  thou  slain. 
Or  thou  wilt  answer  out  ia  vain. 

"  The  doubt  would  rest,  1  dare  not  solve. 
In  the  same  circle  we  revolve. 
Assurance  only  breeds  resolve." 

"  As  when  a  billow,  blown  against, 
PaUs  back,  the  voice  with  which  I  fenced 
A  little  ceased,  but  recommenced. 

"  Where  wert  thou  when  thy  father  played 
In  his  free  field,  and  pastime  made, 
A  merry  boy  in  sun  and  shade  ? 

"  A  merry  boy  they  called  him  then. 
He  sat  upon  the  knees  of  men 
In  days  that  never  come  agmn. 

"  Before  the  littie  ducts  began 

To  feed  thy  bones  with  lime,  and  ran 

Their  coui-se,  till  thou  wert  also  man : 
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"  Who  took  a  wife,  who  reared  bis  race, 
IVliose  wrinkles  gathered  on  his  Jace, 
Whose  troubles  number  with  his  days : 

"  A  life  of  nothings,  nothing-worth. 
From  that  first  nothing  ere  his  birth 
To  that  last  nothing  under  earth ! " 

"  These  words,"  I  said,  "  are  like  the  real, 
No  eerttun  clearness,  but  at  best 
A  Tague  suspicion  of  the  breast ; 

"  But  if  I  grant,  thou  mighfst  defend 
The  theaa  which  thy  words  intend — 
That  to  b^jn  implies  to  end ; 

"  Yet  how  should  I  for  certain  hold, 
Because  my  memory  is  so  cold, 
That  I  first  was  in  human  mould  7 

"  I  cannot  inako  this  matter  plain. 
But  I  would  shoot,  howe'er  in  vain, 
A  random  arrow  from  the  brain. 

"It  may  be  that  no  life  is  found, 
Which  only  to  one  engine  bound 
Falls  off,  but  cycles  always  round 

"  As  old  mylholof^es  relate, 

Some  draught  of  Lethe  might  await 

The  slipping  through  from  state  to  slate. 

"  As  here  we  find  in  trances,  men 
Foiwet  the  dream  that  happens  then, 
Unta  they  fall  in  trance  again. 

"  So  minht  we,  if  our  state  were  such 

As  one  before,  remember  much, 

For  those  two  likes  might  meet  and  touch. 
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"  But,  if  I  lapsed  from  nobler  place, 
Some  legend  of  a  fallen  race 
Alone  might  hint  of  my  disgrace; 

"  Some  vague  emotion  of  delight 

In  gating  up  an  Alpine  hraght, 

Some  yearmng  toward  tlie  lamps  of  night 

"  Or  if  through  lower  lives  I  came — 
Tliou"h  all  experience  past  hceame 
Consolidate  in  mind  and  frame — 

"  I  might  forget  my  weaker  lot ; 
For  is  not  our  first  year  forgot  7 
The  haunts  of  memory  echo  not. 

"  And  men,  whose  reason  long  was  blind, 
From  cells  of  madness  unconfined, 
Oft  lose  whole  years  of  darker  roind. 

"Much  more,  if  first  I  floated  free, 
As  naked  essence,  must  I  be 
Incompetent  of  memory : 

"  For  memory  dealing  but  with  time, 
And  ho  with  matter,  could  she  climb 
Beyond  her  own  material  prime  ? 

"  Moreover,  something  is  or  seems, 
That  touches  me  irith  mystic  ^eams, 
like  glimpses  of  forgotten  dreams — 

"  Of  something  felt,  like  someliiina  here ; 
Of  something  done,  I  know  not  ifliere ; 
Such  as  no  language  may  declare." 

The  still  voice  laughed.     "  I  talk,"  said  he, 
"  Not  with  thy  dreams.     Suffice  it  thee 
Thy  pain  is  a  reality." 
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"  But  thou  "  BtaA  I,  "  hast  missed  thy  mark. 
Who  BOUght'Bt  lo  wreck  my  mortal  art, 
By  making  all  the  horizon  dark. 

"  Why  not  set  forth,  if  I  should  do 
This  rashness,  that  which  might  ensuo 
Witii  this  old  soul  in  oi^ans  new  ? 

"  Whatever  crazy  sorrow  saith, 

No  life  t^t  breathes  with  human  breath 

Has  eyer  truly  longed  for  death. 

"'Tislife,whereofonr  nerves  are  scant, 

0  Ufe,  not  death,  for  ■which  we  pant ; 
Move  life,  and  ftjler,  that  1  want." 

1  ceased,  and  sat  as  one  forlorn. 
Then  said  the  voice,  in  quiet  scorn, 
"  Behold,  it  is  the  Sabbath  morn." 

And  I  arose,  and  I  released 

The  casement,  and  the  light  increased 

With  ireshness  in  the  dawning  east. 

Like  softened  ^rs  that  blowing  steal, 
When  meres  begin  to  uncongeal. 
The  sweet  church  bells  began  to  peal. 

On  to  God's  house  the  people  prest : 
Pasang  the  place  where  each  must  rest, 
Each  entered  like  a  welcome  guest. 

One  waited  between  his  wife  and  child. 
With  measured  footfall  firm  and  mild, 
And  now  and  then  he  gravely  smiled. 

The  prudent  partner  of  bis  blood 
Leaned  on  him,  ;^thfiil,  gentle,  good, 
Wearing  the  rose  of  womanhood. 
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And  in  their  double  love  secure, 
Tiie  little  maiden  walked  demure, 
Pacing  with  downward  eyelids  pure 

These  three  made  anity  so  sweet, 
My  frozen  heart  began  !«  beat, 
Eemembering  its  ancient  heat. 

I  blest  them,  and  they  wandered  on : 
I  spoke,  but  answer  came  (iere  none ! 
The  dul!  and  bitter  voice  was  gone. 

A  little  whisper  alver-clear, 

A  murmur,  "  Be  of  better  cheer.'' 

As  from  some  blissful  neighborhood, 

A  notice  feinlly  understood, 

"  I  see  the  end,  and  know  tiie  good." 

A  litlie  hint  to  solace  woe, 

A  hint,  a  whisper  breathing  low, 

"  I  may  not  speak  of  what  I  know." 

Like  an  ^olian  harp  that  wakes 

No  certain  air,  but  overtakes 

Far  thought  with  music  that  it  makes ; 

Such  seemed  the  whisper  at  my  side ; 

"  What  is  it  thou  knowest,  sweet  voice  ?  "  I 

"  A  hidden  hope,"  the  vmce  replied : 

So  heavenly-toned,  that  in  that  hour 
From  out  my  sullen  heart  a  power 
Broke,  like  the  riunbow  from  the  shower, 

To  feel,  although  no  tongue  can  prove, 
That  every  cloud,  that  spreads  above 
And  veilelh  love,  itself  is  love. 
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Aod  forth  into  the  fields  I  went, 
And  Nature's  living  motion  lent 
The  puke  of  Lope  to  discontent. 

I  wondered  at  the  bounteous  hours. 
The  slow  result  of  winter  showers ; 
You  scarce  could  see  the  grass  for  flowers. 

I  wondered,  while  I  paced  along : 

The  woods  were  flUed  so  full  with  song. 

There  seemed  no  room  &r  sense  of  wrong. 

So  variously  seemed  all  things  wrought, 
I  marvelled  how  the  mind  was  brought 
To  anchor  by  one  gloomy  thought ; 

And  wherefore  rather  I  made  choice 
To  commune  with  that  barren  voice, 
Than  him  that  said,  "E«joicel  rejoice!" 


THE  DAY-DEEAM. 
PROLOGUE. 

O,  Lady  Floka,  iet  me  apeak ; 

A  pleasant  hour  has  past  away 
While,  dreaming  on  your  damask  cheek, 

The  dewy  sist«r-eyelids  lay. 
As  by  the  lattice  you  reclined, 

I  went  through  many  wayward  moods 
To  see  you  dreaming — and,  behind, 

A  smnmer  crisp  with  shining  woods. 
And  I  too  dreamed,  until  at  last 

Across  my  fancy,  brooding  warm. 
The  reflex  of  a  l^nd  past. 

And  loosely  setlied  into  form. 
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And  woiild  you  have  tiic  tliought  I  had, 

And  see  the  viabn  that  I  saw, 
So  lake  the  broidery-frame,  and  add 

A  crimson  to  the  quaint  Macaw, 
And  I  will  tell  it.     Turn  your  fiiee, 

Nor  look  with  that  tooiarnest  eye — 
The  rhymes  are  dazzled  from  thnir  place, 

And  ordered  words  asunder  tly. 


THE  SLEEPING  PALACE. 

The  varying  year  with  blade  and  aheaf 

ClotheiS  and  reelothes  the  happy  plains ; 
Here  rests  the  sap  within  the  leaf, 

Here  stays  the  blood  along  the  veins, 
Ffflnt  shadows,  vapors  lin;htly  curled, 

Paint  murmurs  from  the  meadows  come, 
late  hints  and  echoes  of  the  world 

To  spirits  folded  in  the  womb. 

Soft  lustre  bathes  the  range  of  urns 

On  every  slanting  terraee-lawn. 
The  fountain  to  his  place  returns 

Deep  in  the  garden  l^e  withdrawn. 
Here  oroopa  the  banner  on  the  tower. 

On  (he  hall-hearths  the  festal  fires. 
The  peacock  in  his  laurel  bower. 

The  parrot  in  Ins  gilded  mrea. 

Eoof-haunting  mavtdns  warm  their  eggs : 

In  these,  in  those  the  life  is  stayed/ 
The  mantles  from  the  golden  pegs 

Droop  sleepily :  no  sound  is  imide. 
Not  even  of  a  gnat  that  sings. 

More  like  a  picture  seemeth  all 
Than  those  old  portrtuts  of  old  kings, 

That  watch  the  sleepers  from  the  wall. 
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6  THE   DAY-DEKAM. 

Here  aits  the  Butler  with  a  flask 

Between  liis  knees,  liiJf-drained ;  and  there 
The  wtintlai  steward  at  his  task, 

The  niMd-of-lionor  bloomin"  fair : 
The  page  has  caught  her  hand  in  his : 

Her  Eps  are  severed  as  to  speai ; 
His  own  are  pouted  to  a  kiss ; 

The  blush  is  fixed  upon  her  cheek. 

"rai  all  the  hundred  summers  pass, 

The  beams,  that  through  the  Oriel  shine, 
Mate  prisms  in  every  carven  glass, 

And  beaker  biinuned  with  noble  wine. 
Each  baron  at  the  banquet  sleeps, 

Grave  faces  gathered  in  a  ring. 
His  state  the  kins  repoang  keeps. 

He  must  have  &een  a  jolly  king. 

All  round  a  hedge  upshoots,  and  shows 

At  distance  like  a  litde  wood ; 
Thorns,  ivies,  woodbine,  mistletoes. 

And  grapes  with  bunches  red  as  blood ; 
AU  creeping  plants,  a  waU  of  green 

Close-matted,  burr  and  brake  and  briar. 
And  glimpsing  over  these,  iust  seen, 

Hi^  up,  the  topmost  p^ce-spire. 

When  wiU  (he  hundred  summers  die, 

And  thought  and  Ume  be  horn  again, 
And  newer  knowledge,  drawing  nigh, 

Bring  truth  that  sways  the  soul  of  men  ? 
Here  ^  things  in  their  place  remmn. 

As  all  were  ordered,  ages  since. 
Come,  Care  and  Pleasure,  Hope  and  P^n, 

And  bring  the  feted  fairy  Prince. 
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THE   SLEEPING   BEAUTY. 

Year  after  year  unto  her  feet. 

She  lying  on  her  couch  alone, 
Across  file  purple  coverlet. 

The  maiden's  jet-black  hair  has  grown, 
Ou  either  ade  her  tranced  form 

Forth  streaming  from  a  braid  of  pearl ; 
The  slumbrous  light  ia  rich  and  warm. 

And  moves  not  on  the  rounded  curl. 

The  silk  star-broidered  coverlid 

Unto  her  limbs  itself  doth  mould 
Languidly  ever ;  and,  amid 

Her  full  black  ringlets  downward  rolled, 
Glows  forth  each  eoffly-shadowed  arm 

With  bracelets  of  the  diamond  bright ; 
Her  constant  beauty  doth  inform 

Stillness  with  love,  and  day  with  light 

She  sleeps :  her  breathings  are  not  he^d 

In  palace  chambers  &■  apart. 
The  fragrant  tresses  are  not  stirred 

That  lie  upon  her  charmed  heart 
She  sleeps ;  on  either  hand  upswells 

The  gold-fringed  pillow  lightly  preat : 
She  sleeps,  nor  dreams,  but  ever  dwells 

A  periect  form  in  perfect  rest. 


THE  ARRIVAL. 

Allprecioua  things,  discovered  late, 
To  those  that  seek  them  issue  forth ; 

For  love  in  aequel  works  with  late, 

And  draws  the  vdl  from  hidden  worth. 

He  travels  tar  from  other  skies — 
His  mantle  glitters  on  the  rocba — 
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The  bodies  and  the  bones  of  those 

That  strave  in  other  days  to  pass, 
Are  mthered  in  the  thornj'  dose, 

Or  Bcattei'ed  blaneliing  m  the  grass. 
He  ^es  on  the  aleiit  dead : 

"They  perished  in  their  daiinff  deeds 
This  proverb  flashes  through  his  head, 

"  l^e  many  feiJ :  tbo  one  suceeeds." 

He  eomes,  scarce  knowing  what  he  seek 


About  his  path,  and  hover  near 

With  words  of  prordee  in  his  walk. 

And  whispered  voices  in  his  ear. 

More  ehrae  and  close  his  footsteps  ivind; 

The  mamc  mu^c  in  Liis  heart 
Beats  qui(^  and  quicker,  ijll  ho  find 

The  ijaiet  chWber  &i  apart 
His  spirit  flutters  like  a  lark. 

He  stoops — to  Mss  her — on  his  knee, 
"  Love,  if  tliy  tresses  be  so  dark. 

How  dark  those  hidden  eyes  must  be ! ' 


THI  REVIVAL. 

A  touch,  a  kiss  1  the  chann  was  snapt. 

There  rose  a  noise  of  striking  clocks, 
And  feet  that  ran,  and  doors  that  clapt, 

And  barking  do^a,  and  crowing  cocks ; 
A  fuller  light  lUmnined  all, 

A  breeze  through  all  tbe  garden  swept, 
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A  sadden  Lnbbub  sbook  tbe  hall, 
And  Mxty  feet  the  firanlajn  leapt. 

The  hedge  brake  in,  the  Ijanner  blew. 

The  butler  drank,  the  steward  scrawled. 
The  fire  shot  up,  the  martin  flew, 

The  parrot  screamed,  the  peacock  squjdied. 
The  aisid  and  page  renewed  their  strife, 

The  palace  banged,  and  buzzed  and  clackt. 
And  all  tiie  long-pent  stream  of  life 

Dashed  downward  in  a  cataract. 

And  last  of  all  the  king  awoke, 

And  in  his  chair  himself  upreared. 
And  yawned,  and  rubbed  his  face,  and  spoke, 

"  By  holy  rood,  a  royal  beard  1 
How  say  you  ?  we  have  slept,  my  brds. 

My  beard  has  grown  into  my  lap." 
The  barons  swore,  with  many  words, 

'Twas  but  an  after-dinner's  nap. 

"  Pardy,"  returned  the  king,  "  but  still 

My  joints  are  somethiag  stiff  or  so. 
My  lord,  and  shall  we  pass  the  bill 

J  mentioned  half  an  hour  a^  ?  " 
The  chancellor,  sedate  and  vain, 

In  courteous  words  returned  reply : 
But  dallied  with  his  golden  chain, 

And,  smiling,  put  the  question  by. 


THE   DEPARTURE. 

And  on  her  lover's  arm  she  leant, 
And  round  her  waist  she  felt  it  fold. 

And  for  across  the  hilla  they_  went 
In  that  new  world  which  is  the  old : 

Across  the  hills,  and  far  away 
Beyond  their  utnw^  purple  rim, 
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'  O  eves 
"Oha 


"I'd  deep  anolliev  hnndred  years, 

O  love,  ibv  such  another  Viaa ; " 
"  O  wake  forever,  love,"  she  hejirs, 

"  O  love,  'twas  suet  as  this  and  this." 
And  o'er  them  many  a  sliding  star. 

And  many  a  merry  wind  was  borne, 
And,  streamed  through  many  a  golden  bar, 

The  twilight  melted  into  mom. 

IS  long  laid  in  happy  sleep  I " 
),  that  hghfly  fled  I " 
"  O  happy  tiss,  that  wol:e  thy  sleep  I " 

"  O  love,  thy  kiss  would  walte  the  dead  1 " 
And  o'er  them  many  a  flowing  range 

Of  vapor  buoyed  the  ereecent-bark, 
And,  rapt  through  many  a  rosy  change, 
The  twilight  £ed  into  the  darfc 

"  A  hundred  summers  I  can  it  be  ? 

And  whither  goest  thou,  tell  me  where  1" 
"  0  seek  my  lather's  court  with  me, 

For  there  are  greater  wonders  there." 
And  o'er  the  hills,  and  &r  away 

Beyond  their  utmost  purple  rim, 
Beyoiid  the  night,  across  the  day. 

Through  all  the  world  she  tdllowed  him. 


So,  Lady  Flora,  take  my  lay. 
And  if  you  find  no  moral  there. 

Go  look  in  any  glass  and  say, 
What  moral  is  in  being  fair. 
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O,  to  what  uses  shall  we  put 

The  wildweed-flower  that  Bimply  hlows  ? 
Aad  ia  there  any  moral  shut 

Within  the  bosom  of  the  rose  ? 

But  any  man  that  walks  the  mead 

In  bud  or  blade,  or  bloom,  may  find, 
Aoeoi'diiig  as  his  humors  lead, 

A  meaning  suited  to  his  tmnd. 
And  liberal  applications  lie 

In  Art  like  Nature,  dearest  Mend ; 
So  'twere  to  cramp  its  use,  jf  I 

Should  hook  it  to  some  useM  end. 


L'ESVOI. 

You  shake  your  head.     A  random  string 

Tour  finer  female  sense  offends. 
Well — were  it  not  a  pleasant  thing 

To  fell  asleep  with  all  one's  fri^ds ; 
Top!^  with  all  our  social  ties 

To  silence  from  the  paths  of  men ; 
And  erery  hundred  years  to  rise 

And  learn  the  world,  and  sleep  again ; 
To  Bleep  through  terms  of  mighty  wars, 

And  wake  on  science  grown  to  more, 
On  secrets  of  the  brain,  the  stars, 

As  wild  as  aught  of  feiry  lore ; 
And  all  that  else  the  years  will  show, 

The  Poet-forms  of  stronger  hours, 
The  vast  Republics  that  may  grow. 

The  Federations  and  the  Powers ; 
Etanie  forces  taking  birth 

In  divers  seasons,  divers  climis ; 
For  WB  are  Ancients  of  the  earth, 

And  in  the  morning  of  tho  times. 
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So  sleeping,  ao  aroused  from  sleep 

Through  sunny  decades  new  and  strange, 

Or  gay  quuiqoeimiaiis,  would  we  reap 
The  flower  and  quintessence  of  change. 


Be  still  the  first  to  leap  to  light, 

That  I  might  kiss  those  eyes  awake ! 
For,  am.  I  right  or  am  I  wrong, 

To  choose  your  own  you  did  not  care ; 
You'd  have  my  moral  from  the  song. 

And  I  will  take  my  pleaisure  there ; 
And,  am  I  tight  or  am  I  wrong, 

My  &ncy,  ranging  through  and  through, 
To  aearcli  a  meaning  for  the  song. 

Perforce  will  slill  revert  to  you ; 
Hop  finds  a  closer  truth  tlian  this 

All-Graceful  head,  so  richly  curled, 
And  evermore  a  costly  kiss, 

The  prelude  to  same  brighter  world. 

For  since  the  time  when  Adam  first 

Embraced  his  Eve  in  happy  hour, 
And  every  bird  of  Eden  burst 

In  carol,  every  bud  to  flower, 
What  eyes,  like  thine,  have  wakened  hopea  'f 

What  lips,  like  thine,  so  sweetly  joined  ? 
Where  on  the  double  rosebud  droops 

The  fulness  of  the  penave  mind  ; 
Which  aU  too  dearly  seLf-involved, 

Yet  sleeps  a  dreainless  sleep  to  me ; 
A  sleep  by  kisses  undissolved, 

That  lets  thee  neitlier  hear  nor  see : 
But  break  it    In  the  name  of  wife. 

And  in  the  tights  that  name  may  give. 
Are  clasped  the  moral  of  thy  life, 

And  that  for  which  I  care  to  live. 
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So,  Ladj'  Flora,  lake  my  lay, 

And,  if  you  find  a  meaning  there, 
O  whisper  to  yonr  glass,  and  eay, 

"  What  wonder,  if  he  thinks  mo  lair  ?  " 
What  wonder  I  was  all  unwise. 

To  shape  the  song  for  your  delight, 
Like  bng-tiuled  birds  of  Paradise, 

That  float  through  Heaven,  and  cannot  light  7 
Or  old-world  trains,  upheld  at  court 

By  Cujiid-boys  of  bloomin"  hue — 
But  take  it — earnest  wed  with  sport. 

And  either  sacred  unto  you. 


AMTHION. 

My  lather  left  a  park  to  rao. 

But  it  is  wild  and  barren, 
A  garden  too  with  scarce  a  tree, 

And  waster  than  a  warren ; 
Tet  say  the  neighbors  when  they  call. 

It  ia  rot  bad  but  good  land, 
And  in  it  is  the  germ  of  all 

That  grows  within  the  woodland. 

0  had  I  Kved  when  song  was  great 

In  days  of  old  Amphion, 
And  ta'eu  my  fiddle  to  the  gate. 

Nor  cared  ftir  seed  or  scion ! 
And  had  I  lived  when  song  was  great, 

And  legs  of  trees  were  limber, 
And  ta'en  my  fiddle  to  the  gate, 

And  fiddled  in  the  timber ! 
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Wherevei-  he  sat  down  and  sung 
He  left  a  sroall  plantation ; 

WhercTer  in  a  lonely  grove 
He  set  up  liis  forlorn  pipes, 

The  gouty  oak  hegaa  to  move. 
And  flounder  into  hornpipea 


The  mountain  siiired  its  busy  crown, 

And,  as  tradition  teaches, 
Young  ashes  pirouetted  down. 

Coquetting  with  young  beecLea ; 
And  hrioay-vine  aad  ivy-wreath 

Ban  forward  to  his  rhyming, 
And  from  the  valleya  underneath 

Came  little  copsCB  climbing. 

The  birch-tree  swang  her  fr^rant  hwr, 

The  bramble  cast  her  berry. 
The  gin  within  the  juniper 

Began,  to  malie  him  merry, 
The  poplars,  in  long  order  due, 

With  cypress  promenaded, 
The  shoclc-head  willows  two  and  two 

By  rivers  gallopaded. 

Came  wet^shod  alder  Cum  the  wave, 

Cmuc  yews,  a  dismal  coterie ; 
Each  plucked  his  one  foot  from  the  grave, 

Poussetting  with  a  sloe-tree  ; 
Old  ehna  came  breaking  from  the  vino, 

The  vine  streamed  out  to  follow. 
And,  sweating  roan,  plumped  the  pine 

From  many  a  cloudy  hollow. 

And  wasn't  it  a  sight  to  see. 
When,  ere  bis  som  was  ended. 

Like  some  great  lanifilip,  tree  by  tree. 
The  country-Bide  descended ; 

And  shephenis  fiwm  the  n 
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looked  down,  half-pleased,  half-frightened, 

As  dashed  ahout  the  drunken  le 

The  random  aunshine  li 

O,  nature  first  was  fresh  fe 

And  wanton  without  m 
80  youthful  and  so  flexile  then, 

Ton  moved  her  at  your  pleasure. 
Twang  out,  my  fiddle !  shake  the  twigs  I 

And  mate  her  dance  attendance : 
Blow,  flute,  and  stir  the  stiff-set  sprigs, 

And  scirrhous  toofs  and  tendons. 

Tis  Tain !  in  such  a  hrassy  ago 

I  could  not  move  a  thistie ; 
The  very  sparrows  in  the  hedge 

Scarce  answer  to  my  whistie ; 
Or  at  the  most,  when  three-pavts-sick 

With  Btnunming  and  with  scraping, 
A  iacbass  heehaws  fi.'om  the  rick, 

lie  passive  oxen  gaping. 

But  what  is  that  I  hear  ?  a  sound 

Like  sleepy  counsel  pleading : 
O  Lord  1 — 'tis  in  my  neighbor's  gi'ound. 

The  modern  Muses  reading. 
They  read  Botanic  Treatises, 

And  WorlM  on  Gardening  through  there, 
And  Methods  of  traasplanting  trees. 

To  look  as  if  they  grew  there. 


And  show  you  slips  of  all  that  grows 
i^ni  England  to  Van  Diemen. 

They  read  in  arbors  dipt  and  cut. 
Aid  alleys,  faded  places, 

By  squares  of  tropic  summer  shut, 

And  warmed  in  crystal  cases. 

15 
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But  these,  though  fed  with  careful  dirt, 

Are  neither  green  nor  sappy; 
Half-conacioua  of  the  sarden-sqairt. 

The  poor  tilings  look  unhappy. 
Better  to  me  the  meanest  weed 

That  blows  upon  its  mountain. 
The  rilest  herb  that  runs  to  seed 

Beside  its  native  founfeun. 

And  I  must  work  through  mouths  of  tail, 

And  years  of  eultiTation, 
Upon  my  piuper  patch  of  fidl, 

To  grow  my  own  plantation, 
ril  take  the  shower  as  they  tali, 

1  will  not  yex  my  bosom ; 
Enough,  if  at  the  end  of  all 

A  httie  garden  blossom. 


ST.    AGNE 


Deep  on  the  convent-roof  the  snows 

Are  sparkling  to  the  moon : 
My  breath  to  heaven  like  vapor  goes : 

May  my  soul  follow  soon  1 
The  shadows  of  the  convent-towers 

Slant  down  the  snowy  sward. 
Still  creeping  with  the  creeping  hours 

That  lead  me  to  my  Lord : 
Make  Thou  my  spirit  pure  and  clear 

As  are  the  frosty  skies,   ' 
Or  this  first  snowdrop  of  the  year 

That  in  my  bosom  lies. 
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As  this  pale  taper's  earthly  apaik, 

To  yonder  argent  round ; 
So  shows  my  som  before  tlie  Lamb, 

My  spirit  before  Thee ; 
So  in  mine  earthly  house  I  am, 

To  that  I  hope  to  be. 
Break  up  the  heavens,  oh  Lord  1  and  far, 

Through  all  yon  starlight  keen, 
Draw  me,  thy  bride,  a  guttering  star. 

In  raiment  nhiie  and  elean. 


He  lifts  me  to  the  golden  doors ; 

The  flashes  come  and  go ; 
All  heaven  bursts  her  starnr  floors, 

And  strews  her  lights  below. 
And  deepens  on  and  up !  the  gates 

EoE  back,  and  far  within 
For  me  the  Heavenly  Brid^room  WMts, 

To  make  me  pure  of  sin. 
The  sabbaths  of  Etei-nity, 

One  sabbath  deep  and  wide — 
A  light  apan  the  shining  sea— 

The  Bridegiiwm  with  his  bride ! 


SIU    GALAHAD. 


My  good  blade  carves  the  casques  of  men, 
My  tough  lance  thrusteth  sure, 

My  stren^  is  as  the  strength  of  ten, 
Because  my  heart  is  pare. 

The  shattering  trumpet  shrilleih  high. 

The  hard  branda  shiver  on  the  steel, 
The  splintered  spear-shafts  crack  and  fly, 

The  horse  and  rider  real ; 
They  reel,  they  roll  in  clanging  lists, 
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And  when  the  tide  of  combat  stands, 
Perfiime  and  flowers  fall  in  showers, 
That  lighdy  rain  from  ladies'  hands. 


How  sweet  are  looks  that  ladies  bend 

On  whom  their  fiiTOrs  fell  I 
For  them  I  battle  till  the  end, 

To  save  from  shame  and  thrall ; 
But  all  my  heart  is  drawn  above, 

My  knees  are  bowed  in  crypt  and  shrine : 
I  uever  felt  the  hiss  of  love. 

Nor  midden's  hand  in  mine. 
More  bounteous  aspects  on  me  beam, 

Ma  mightier  transports  move  and  thrill ; 
So  keep  I  fair  through  feilh  and  prayer 


A  virgin  heart  in  work  and  w 


When  down  the  stormy  crescent  goes, 

A  hght  before  me  swims, 
Between  dark  stems  the  forest  glows, 

I  hear  a  noise  of  hymns ; 
Then  by  some  secret  shrine  I  ride ; 

I  hear  a  Toice,  but  none  are  there ; 
The  stalls  are  void,  the  doors  are  wide. 

The  tapers  burning  iair. 
Fair  gleams  the  snowy  altaiKQotli, 

The  silver  vessels  sparkie  clean, 
The  shriE  bell  rings,  ttie  ceneer  swings. 

And  solemn  chants  .resound  between. 


I  find  a  magic  bark ; 
I  leap  on  boanl :  no  hehnsman  steers : 

I  float  till  all  is  dark. 
A  gentle  sound,  an  awful  light  I 

Three  angels  bear  the  holy  Grail ; 
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TOth  folded  feet,  in  stoles  of  white, 
On  deepiDg  wings  they  sail. 

Ah,  blessed  won !  blood  of  God  I 
My  spirit  beats  her  mortal  bars, 

As  dowtt  dark  tides  the  glory  slides, 
And  BtarJjgbt  mingles  with  the  stars. 


When  on  my  goodly  charger  borne 

Through  dreaming  towns  I  go. 
The  cock  crows  ere  the  Christmas  mom, 

The  streets  are  dumb  with  snow. 
The  tempest  crackles  on  the  leads. 

And,  nnpng,  spins  from  brand  and  mail 
But  o'er  the  dark  a  ^lory  spreads, 

And  gilds  the  dri^mg  hail. 
I  leave  Sie  plain,  I  cUmb  the  height; 

No  branchy  thicket  shelter  yidds ; 
But  blessed  forms  in  whistling  stonns 

Fly  o'er  waste  fens  and  windy  fields. 


A  maden  knight — to  me  is  given 

Such  hope,  I  know  not  fear ; 
I  yearn  to  creathe  the  ^s  of  heaven 

That  often  meet  me  here. 
I  muse  on  joy  that  will  not  cease, 

Pure  spaces  clothed  in  living  beams, 
Pure  lilies  of  eternal  peace, 

Whose  odors  haunt  my  dreams ; 
And,  stricken  by  an  angel's  hand, 

This  mortal  armor  that  I  wear, 
This  weight  and  size,  this  heart  and  e^es, 

Are  touched,  are  turned  to  finest  au'. 


The  clouds  are  broken 

And  through  the 
A  rolling  organ-harmony 
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Swells  up,  and  shakes  and  falls. 
Then  jnove  the  trees,  the  copses  nod, 

"Wings  flutter,  voices  hover  clear : 
"  O  just  and  i^tlifui  knight  of  Giod ! 

Eide  on !  the  prize  is  near." 
Sopass  I  hostel,  hail,  and  grange; 

By  bridge  and  ford,  by  park  and  pai 
All-armed  I  ride,  whate'er  betide, 

Until  1  find  the  holy  Grail. 


EDWARD  GKAY. 

Sweet  Emma  Moreland  of  yonder  town 
Met  me  walking  on  yonder  way, 

"  And  have  you  lost  your  heart  ?  "  she  stud  ; 
"  And  are  you  married  yet,  Edward  Gray  ?" 

Sweet  Emma  Moreland  spoke  to  me : 


Can  touch  the  heart  of  Edward  Gray. 

"Ellen  Adair  she  loved  me  well, 

Agfdnst  her  fothei's  and  mother's  wiU : 

To-day  I  sat  for  an  honr  and  wept, 
By  Ellen's  grave,  on  the  windy  hill. 

"  Shy  she  ivas,  and  I  ihought  her  cold ; 

Thought  her  proud,  and  fled  over  the  sea 
Filled  I  was  with  folly  and  spite. 

When  Ellen  Adair  was  dying  fov  me. 

"  Cruel,  cruel  were  the  worc3s  I  said ! 

Cruelly  CMne  they  back  to-day ; 
'  You're  too  slight  and  fickle,'  I  said, 

'  To  trouble  the  hejirt  of  Edward  Gray.' 
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LXRICAL  MONOtOOTJE. 

"  There  I  put  my  fac«  in  the  grass — 
Whispered,  '  Listen  to  my  despair : 

I  repent  me  of  all  I  did ; 

Speak  a  little,  Ellen  Ad^ ! ' 

"  Then  I  took  a  pencil,  and  wrote 

On  a  mossy  stone,  as  I  lay, 
'  Here  lies  the  body  of  Ellen  Adair ; 

And  here  the  heart  of  Edward  Gray  I ' 

"  Loye  may  come,  and  love  may  go. 
And  fly,  like  a,  bird,  from  tree  to  tree : 

But  I  will  love  no  more,  no  more, 
Till  EUen  Adair  come  back  to  me. 

"  Bitterly  wept  I  over  the  stone : 
Bitterly  weeping  I  turned  awaj : 

There  lies  ihe  body  of  Ellen  Adair  I 
And  there  the  heart  of  Edward  Gray  I  " 


0  PLUMP  head-waiter  at  The  Cook, 

To  which  I  most  resort, 
How  goes  the  lime  ?    'Tis  five  o'clock. 

Go  fetch  a  pint  of  port : 
But  let  it  not  be  such  as  that 

You  set  before  chance-comers. 
But  such  whose  flither-grape  grew  fat 

On  Lusitanian  summers. 

Ho  vain  libation  to  the  Muae, 

But  may  she  sdU  be  kind. 
And  whisper  lovely  words,  and  use 

Her  influence  on  the  mind. 
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To  make  me  write  my  random  rliymes, 

Ere  they  be  half-foigotten ; 
Nor  add  and  alter,  many  times, 

Till  all  be  ripe  and  rotten. 

I  pledge  her,  and  she  comes  and  dips 

TSer  laurel  in  the  wine, 
And  lays  it  timoe  upon  my  lips, 

These  favored  hps  of  mine  ; 
Untii  the  charm  have  power  io  msie 

New  life-blood  warm  the  bosom, 
And  barren  commonplaces  break 

To  fiill  and  kindly  bloaaom. 

I  ^edge  her  silent  at  the  board ; 

Her  gradual  fingers  steal 
And  touch  upon  the  master-chord 

OfaU  I  felt  and  feel. 
Old  wbhes,  ghosts  of  broken  plans. 

And  phantom  hopes  assemble ; 
And  that  child's  heart  witMn  the  man's 

Begins  to  move  and  tremble. 

Through  many  an  hour  of  summer  suns, 


The  shadow  of  my  days ; 
I  kiss  the  lips  I  once  have  kissed  | 

The  gas-Eght  wavers  dimmer ; 
And  softly,  ttirough  a  vinous  mist. 

My  coll^  ftiendships  glimmer. 

I  grow  in  worth,  and  wit,  and  sense, 

TJnboding  critic-pen. 
Or  that  eternal  want  of  pence, 

Which  vexes  public  men. 
Who  hold  their  hands  to  all,  and  cry 

For  that  which  all  deny  them— - 
Who  sweep  the  erosangs,  wet  or  dry. 

And  all  the  world  go  by  them. 

h...L=-jnGooglc 


All  yet,  though  all  tlio  world  forsake, 

Thoiigh  fortune  clip  ray  wings, 
I  wiU  not  cmmp  ray  fienrt,  nor  take 


Half-Yiew3  of  men  and  tMnga. 
Let  Wliig  and  Tory  stiv  their  blood ; 

There  must  be  atormy  weatliev ; 
But  for  aome  true  result  of  good 

All  parties  work  togeUier. 

L«t  there  be  thistles,  tkere  are  grapes ; 

If  old  ihioga,  there  are  new ; 
Ten  thousand  broken  lights  and  shapea, 

Yet  glimpses  of  the  true. 
Let  raffs  be  rife  in  prose  and  rhyme, 

We  lack  not  rhymes  and  reasons, 
As  on  this  whirligig  of  Time 

We  circie  with  tlie  seasons. 

This  earth  is  rich  in  man  and  maid ; 

With  fyJT  horizons  bound  : 
This  whole  wide  earth  of  light  and  shade 

Comes  out,  a  perfect  round. 
Hifih  over  roaring  Temple-bar, 

And,  set  in  Heaven's  third  story, 
I  look  at  all  things  as  tiiey  are, 

But  through  a  kind  of  glory. 

Head-wMter,  honored  by  the  guest 

Half-mused,  or  reeling-ripe. 
The  pint,  you  brought  me,  was  the  beat 

That  ever  came  from  pipe. 
But  though  the  port  surpasses  praise, 

My  nerves  have  dealt  irith  stiffer. 
Is  there  some  ma^e  in  tie  place  ? 

Or  do  my  peptius  differ  f 

For  since  I  came  to  live  and  learn, 

No  pint  of  white  or  red 
Had  ever  half  the  jjower  to  turn 

This  wheel  within  my  head, 
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WILL  WATEBPBOOJ?  8 

Which  bears  s-  seasoned  brain  about, 

Unsubjeot  to  confusion, 
Though  soaked  and  saturate,  out  and  out, 

Through  every  convoludon. 

For  I  am  of  a  numerous  house. 

With  many  kmsmen  gay. 
Where  lon^  and  largely  we  caronae. 

As  Tvho  shall  say  me  nay : 
Eai!h  month,  a  birthday  coming  on, 

We  drink,  defying  trouble. 
Or  sometimes  two  would  meet  in  one. 

And  then  we  drank  it  double ; 

Whether  the  mintage,  yet  unkept, 

Had  relish  fiery-new, 
Or,  elbow-deep  in  sawdust,  slept, 

As  old  as  w  aterloo ; 
Or  stowed  (when  classic  Canning  died) 

In  masly  bins  and  chambers, 
Had  cast  upon  its  crusty  ade 

Tbo  gloom  of  ten  Decembers. 

The  Muse,  the  iolly  Muse,  it  is  I 

She  answered  to  my  c^i, 
She  changes  with  that  mood  or  this, 

Is  all-in-^  to  aU: 
She  lit  the  sparfc  within  my  throat. 

To  make  my  blood  i-un  quicker, 
Used  all  her  fieiy  will,  and  smote 

Her  life  into  ihe  liquor. 

And  hence  this  halo  lives  about 

The  waiter's  hands,  that  reach 
To  each  his  perfect  pint  of  stout, 

Hia  proper  chop  to  each. 
He  looks  not  like  the  common  breed 

That  with  the  napkin  dally ; 
I  think  he  came,  like  Ganymede, 

From  some  delightful  valley. 
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The  Cock  iras  of  a  larger  egg 

Than  modern  poultry  drop, 
Stept  forward  on  a  firmer  leg, 

And  crammed  a  plumper  crop ; 
Upon  an  ampler  dungliiu  trod, 

Crowed  lustier,  late  and  early, 
Sipt  wine  from  silver,  praising  God, 

And  raked  in  golden  barley. 

A  priTate  life  was  all  his  joy, 

A  s<MDetliing-pot(le-l)odied  boy, 

That  knuckled  at  the  law : 
He  stooped  and  clutched  him,  £ur  and  good, 

Flew  oyer  roof  and  casement : 
IBb  brothers  of  the  weather  stood 

Stock'^tJU  for  sheer  a 


A  sign  to  many  a  staring  shire, 
Came  crowing  over  Thames. 

Eight  down  by  smoky  Paul's  they  bore, 
Till,  where  the  street  grows  straiter. 

One  fixed  forever  at  the  door, 
And  one  became  head-waiter. 


But  whither  would  my  fancy  go  ? 

How  out  of  place  she  makes 
The  violet  of  a  legend  blow 

Among  the  chops  and  steaks ! 
'Us  but  a  steward  of  the  can, 

One  shade  more  plump  than  a 
As  just  and  mere  a  servmg-man 

As  any,  born  of  woman. 

Iri 
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Ib  it  the  weight  of  that  lialf-crown, 
Which  I  shall  haye  to  pay  ? 

For,  something  duller  than  at  first, 
Nor  ivholly  comfortable, 

I  At,  (my  empty  glass  reversed,) 
And  thrumming  on  the  table : 

Half-fesirful  that,  with  self  at  strife, 

I  take  myself  to  task : 
Leat  of  the  fulness  of  my  life 

I  leave  an  empty  flask : 
For  I  had  hope,  by  something  rare, 

To  prove  myself  a  poet ; 
But,  while  I  pian  and  plan,  my  hair 

Is  gray  before  I  know  it. 

So  fkrcs  it  since  tlie  yea.rs  began, 

1511  they  be  gathered  up ; 
The  truth  that  flies  the  flowing  can. 

Will  haunt  the  vacant  cup : 
And  others'  follies  teach  us  not. 

Nor  much  their  wisdom  teaches ; 
And  most,  of  sterling  worth,  is  what 

Our  own  experience  preaches. 

Ah  I  let  the  rusty  theme  alone  I 

We  know  not  what  we  know. 
But  for  my  ple^ant  hour,  'tis  gone, 

'Tm  gone,  and  let  it  go. 
Tts  gone :  a  thousand  such  have  slipt 

Away  from  my  embraces. 
And  fellen  into  the  dusty  crypt 

Of  darkened  forms  and  feces. 

Go,  therefore,  thou !  thy  betters  went 
Long  since,  and  came  no  more  : 

With  peals  of  genial  claraor  sent 
From  many  a  tavern-door, 
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MONOLOGUE.  237 

With  twisted  quirks  and  Iiappy  bits. 

From  misty  men  of  letters ; 
The  tavem-liours  of  miglifj  wits — 

Thine  elders  and  fhy  betters. 

Hours,  when  the  Poet's  words  and  loots 

Had  yet  their  native  ^ow  : 
Not  yet  the  feav  of  little  hooka 

Had  made  him  talk  for  show ; 
Bat,  all  his  vast  heart  shems-wavmed, 

He  flashed  his  random  speeches ; 
Ere  days,  that  deal  in  ana,  swarmed 

His  fiteraiy  leeches. 

So  mix  forever  with  the  past, 

Like  aU  w)od  things  on  earth ! 
For  should  I  prize  thee,  couldat  thou  last, 

At  half  thy  real  worth  ? 
I  hold  it  good,  good  things  should  pass : 

With  tune  I  will  not  quarrel : 
It  is  but  yonder  empty  glass 

That  makes  me  maudlin-mora]. 


Head-wMter  of  the  chop-house  here. 

To  which  I  most  resort, 
I  too  must  part :  I  bold  tiee  dear 

For  this  good  pint  of  port. 
For  this,  thou  shalt  from  all  things  suck 

Marrow  of  mirth  and  laughter ; 
And,  wheresoe'er  thou  move,  good  luck 

Shall  fling  her  old  shoe  aiier. 

But  ihou  wilt  never  move  from  henoe. 

The  sphere  thy  flite  allots ; 
Thy  lattfir  days  inci'eafled  with  pence 

Go  down  among  the  pota ; 
Thou  battenest  by  the  greasy  gleam 

In  ha,unts  of  hungry  sinners, 
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We  fret,  v>e  fume,  -woulii  aiift  our  Bkins, 

Would  quarrel  with  our  bt ; 
Thy  eare  is,  under  polished  tins, 

To  serve  tlie  hot^nd-hot ; 
To  come  and  go,  and  come  agrun, 

Keturning  ute  the  pemt, 
And  watched  hy  ^lent  gentlemen. 

That  trifle  with  the  emet. 

Live  lon^,  ere  from  thy  topmost  head 

The  thick-set  hazel  dies ; 
Long,  ere  the  hatefu!  crow  shall  tread 

The  comers  of  thine  eyes ; 
Live  long,  nor  feel  in  head  or  chest 

Our  chansefiil  eqainoxes, 
Till  mellow  Death,  like  some  late  guest, 

Shall  call  thee  £rom  the  boxes. 

But  when  he  calls,  and  thou  shall  cease 

To  pace  the  gritted  floor, 
And,  laying  down  an  unctuous  lease 

Of  life,  Sialt  earn  no  more : 
Ko  carved  cross-bones,  the  types  of  Death, 

Shall  ahow  thee  past  to  Heaven  ; 
But  carved  cross-pipes,  and,  underneath, 

A  pint-pot,  neatly  graven. 


LADY  CLAEE. 

Lord  Ronald  courted  Lady  Clare, 
I  trow  they  did  not  part  in  scorn ; 

Lord  Ronald,  her  cousin,  courted  her, 
And  they  will  wed  the  morrow  mora. 
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"  He  does  not  love  mc  for  my  birth, 
Nor  for  my  lands  so  broad  and  fiur; 

He  loves  me  for  my  own  true  worth, 
And  that  is  well,"  said  Lady  Clare. 

In  there  came  old  Alice  the  nurse, 

'S^d, "  Who  was  this  that  went  from  thee  1 " 
"  It  ■was  my  cousin,"  said  Lady  Clare, 
"  To-morrow  he  weds  with  me." 

"  0  Giod  be  thanked ! "  said  Alice  lie  nurse, 
"  That  all  comes  round  so  just  and  fair ; 

Loi-d  Ronald  is  heir  of  all  your  lands. 
And  you  are  not  the  Lady  Clare." 

"Are  ye  out  of  your  mind,  my  nurse,  my 


"  I  speak  the  truth :  you  are  my  child. 

"  The  old  Eari's  daughter  died  at  my  breast; 

I  speak  the  truth  as  1  live  by  bread ! 
I  brnied  her  like  my  own  sweet  child. 

And  put  my  child  in  her  stead." 

"  Falsely,  falsely  have  ye  done, 
0  mother,"  she  said, "  if  this  be  true, 

To  keep  the  best  man  under  the  sun 
So  many  years  from  his  due." 

"  Nay  now,  my  child,"  s^d  Alice  the  nurse, 
"  But  keep  the  secret  for  your  life, 

And  all  you  have  will  be  Lord  Konald's, 
When  you  are  man  and  wife." 

"If  Tm  a  beggar  born,"  she  said, 
"  I  will  spe^  out,  for  I  dare  not  lie. 

Pull  off,  pull  off  the  brooch  of  gold, 
And  fling  the  diamond  necklace  by." 
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lADY  CLARE. 

"  Nay  now,  my  child,"  said  Alice  the  nurse, 
"  But  keep  the  secret  all  ye  can." 

She  said  "  Not  so ;  but  I  will  inow 
If  tliere  he  any  faitii  in  man." 

"  Nay  now,  what  Mth  ?  "  said  Alice  fli^  nnrse, 
"  The  man  will  cleave  unto  his  light." 

"  And  he  ahaU  have  it,"  the  lady  replied, 
"  Though  I  should  die  to-night." 

"  Yet  give  one  kiss  to  your  mother  dear  I 

Alas,  my  child,  I  sinned  for  thee." 
"  O  mother,  motier,  mother,"  she  said, 


She  clad  herself  in  a  russet  gown, 
She  was  no  longer  Lady  C3are : 

She  went  by  dale,  and  she  went  by  down, 
With  a  single  rose  in  her  hair. 

A  lily-white  doe  Ijord  Bonald  had  brought 

Leapt  up  from  where  she  lay, 
Dropt  her  head  in  the  maiden's  hand. 

And  followed  her  all  the  way. 

Down  stept  Lord  Ronald  from  his  tower : 
"  0  Lady  Clare,  you  shame  your  worth  1 

Why  come  you  drest  like  a  village  maid. 
That  are  the  flower  of  the  earth  ?  " 

"  If  I  come  drest  lite  a  village  maid, 
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THE   rOED    OP   BUKLBIGH. 


"  Play  me  no  tricks,"  said  Lord  Eonald, 
"  For  I  am  j'ours  in  word  and  deed. 


Q  and  proudly  stood  slie  up ! 

Her  teait  within  her  did  not  &al : 
She  looked  into  Lord  Eonald's  eyes, 

And  told  him  all  her  nnrse's  tale. 

He  laughed  a  laugh  of  merry  acorn ; 

He  turned  and  kissed  her  where  she  si 
"  If  you  are  not  the  heireas  bom, 

And  I,"  aiud  he,  "  the  next  in  blood — 

"  If  you  are  not  the  heiress  bom, 
And  I,"  said  he,  "  tte  lawful  heir. 

We  two  will  wed  to-morrow  more. 
And  you  shall  alill  be  Lady  Clare." 


THIi;  LORD   OF   BUELEIGH. 

In  her  ear  he  whispers  gaylj', 

"  If  my  heart  by  signs  can  tell, 
M^den,  I  have  matched  thee  dMly, 

And' I  think  thou  lov'stme  well." 
She  replies,  in  accenta  feinter, 

"  There  Ja  none  I  love  like  thee." 
He  is  but  a  landscape-painter, 

And  a  viU£^e  maiden  she. 
He  to  lips,  that  fondly  fiJter, 

Presses  his  without  reproof ; 
Leads  her  to  the  village  altar, 

And  they  leave  her  fether'a  roof. 

Litlle  can  I  give  my  wife. 
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e  lordly  castles  stand : 
Slimmer  woods,  about  them  blowing, 

Made  a  murmur  in  the  land. 
From  deep  thought  himself  he  rouses, 

Says  to  her  that  ioves  him  well, 
"  Let  us  see  these  handsome  houses 

Where  the  wealfhy  nobles  dwell." 


Seea  whatever  tair  and  eplendid 
Lay  betwixt  hia  home  and  hers ; 

Parks  with  oak  and  chestnut  shady, 
Parka  and  ordered  gardens  great, 

Ancient  homes  of  lord  and  lady. 


Evermore  she  seems  to  gaze 
On  that  cottage  growin"  nearer, 

Where  they  twdn  will  spend  their  di 
O  but  she  will  love  him  truly ! 

He  shall  have  a  cheerflil  home ; 
She  will  order  all  things  duly, 

When,  beneath  his  roof  thev  come. 
Thus  her  heart  rejoices  greatly, 

Till  a  gateway  she  discerns 
With  armorial  bearings  stately, 

And  beneath  the  gate  she  turns ; 
Sees  a  mansion  more  m^estic 

Than  all  those  she  saw  before  ;  . 
Many  a  gallant  ^ay  domestic 

Bows  before  Mm  at  the  door. 
And  they  speak  in  gentle  murmur. 

When  they  answer  to  his  call. 
While  he  treads  with  footsteps  firmer, 

I.eading  on  from  hall  to  hall. 
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And,  wliile  now  she  wocdera  blindly. 

Nor  the  raeaning  can  divine, 
Proudly  turns  he  round  and  kindly, 

"  AU  of  this  is  mine  and  thine." 
Here  he  lives  in  siate  and  bounty, 

l«rd  of  Burleish,  f^r  and  free, 
Not  a  lord  in  all  the  county 

Is  so  great  a  lord  as  he. 
All  at  onee  the  color  flushes 

Her  aweet  feoe  from  brow  to  chin  r 
As  it  were  with  shame  she  blushes. 

And  her  spirit  changed  mthin. 
Then  her  counl«naiice  aU  over 

Pale  agmn  as  death  did  prove ; 
But  he  (uasped  her  like  a  lover, 

And  he  clieered  her  soul  with  love. 
So  she  strove  against  her  weaknMs, 

Though  at  timea  her  spirit  sank : 
Shaped  her  heart  with  woman's  meekness 

To  ail  duties  of  her  rank : 
And  a  gentle  consort  made  he, 

And  her  gentle  mind  waa  such 
That  she  grew  a  noble  lady. 

And  the  people  loved  her  much. 
But  a  trouble  weighed  upon  her, 

And  perplexed  Tier,  night  and  mom. 
With  the  burthen  of  an  honor 

Unto  which  she  was  not  born. 
P^nt  she  grew,  and  ever  fiunter. 

As  she  murmured,  "  O,  that  he 
Were  once  more  that  landscape-painter, 

Which  did  win  my  heart  from  me ! " 
So  she  drooped  and  drooped  before  him, 

Fading  slowly  from  his  side ; 
Three  feir  children  first  she  bore  him, 

Then  before  her  time  she  died. 
Weeping,  weeping  late  and  early, 

Walking  up  ana  pacing  down, 
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IND  QUEEN  GUJKEVEKB. 

Deeply  mourned  the  Lord  of  Burleigh, 

Burlrigi-lioiise  hy  Stamford  town. 
And  lie  came  to  look  upon,  her, 

Aud  he  looked  at  her  and  eiud, 
Bring  the  dress,  and  put  it  on  her. 

That  she  wore  when  she  was  wed." 
Then  her  people,  sofily  treading. 

Bore  to  earth  her  body,  dreat 
In  the  dress  that  she  ivas  wed  in, 

That  her  spirit  might  have  rest. 


Like  souls  that  halance  joy  and  pain, 
With  tears  and  smiles  from  heaven  agMn 
The  mwden  Spring  upon  the  plain 
Came  in.  a  snn-lit  all  of  rtun. 

In  costal  vapor  everywhei'e 
Blue  islea  of  heaven  laaghed  hetween, 
And,  &T  in  foi^st^eeps  unseen. 
The  topmost  linden  gathered  green 
From  draughts  of  b^my  air. 

Somedmea  the  linnet  piped  his  song; 
Sometimes  the  throstle  whistted  strong  ; 
Sometimes  the  aparhawk,  wheeled  along, 
Hushed  all  the  groves  fix)m  fear  of  wrong : 

By  giassy  capes  with  ftiller  sound 
In  curves  uie  yellowing  river  ran. 
And  drooping  chestnut-buds  begaji 
To  spread  into  the  perfect  fan, 
Above  the  teeming  ground. 
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Then,  in  the  boyhood  of  the  year, 
Sir  Launcelot  and  Queen  Guineyere 
Rode  throu^li  the  coverts  of  tlie  deer, 
With  blissM  treble  ringing  clear. 

She  seemed  a  part  of  joyous  Spring; 
A  gown  of  ccass-greea  ^Ik  she  wore, 
Buckled  wiUi  golden  clasps  before ; 
A  lighb-green  tuft  of  plumes  she  bore 
Closed  in  a  golden  ring. 

Now  on  some  twisted  ivy-net, 

Now  by  some  tiniling  rivulet, 

On  mosses  thick  with  violet. 

Her  cream-white  mule  his  pastern  set ; 

And  now  more  fleet  she  skimmed  the  pl^ng 
Than  she  whose  elfin  prancev  springs 
By  night  to  eery  warWings, 
When  all  the  aBnmiering  moorland  rings 
With  jingling  bridle-reina. 

As  she  Hed  £ist  through  sun  and  shade, 
The  happy  winds  upon  her  played, 
Blowing  the  ringlet  from  the  braid  ; 
She  lotied  so  lovely,  as  she  swayed 

The  rein  with  dainty  finger-tipa, 
A  man  had  given  all  other  bliss, 
And  all  his  worldly  worth  for  this. 
To  waste  hie  whole  heart  in  one  kiss 
Upon  her  perfect  lips. 


A    FAEEWELL. 

Flow  down,  cold  rivulet,  to  the  sea, 
Thy  tribute  wave  deliver : 

No  more  by  thee  my  steps  shall  be 
Forever  and  forever. 
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Flow,  softly  flow,  by  lawn  and  lea 

A  rivulet  then  a  river ; 
Nowhere  by  thee  my  steps  ahal!  be, 

Forever  and  forever. 

But  here  will  sigh  tbine  alder  tree 
And  here  thine  aspen  shiver ; 

And  here  by  tliee  wUl  hum  tiie  bee 
Forever  and  forever. 

A  thousacct  suns  will  stream  on  thee, 
A  thousand  moons  will  quiver ; 

But  not  by  thee  my  steps  shall  be, 
Forever  and  forever. 


THE    BEGGAR  MAID. 

Heb  arms  awoss  her  breast  she  laid ; 

She  was  more  fair  than  words  can  say : 
Barefooted  came  the  beggar  maid 

Before  the  King  Cophetua. 
In  robe  and  ci'own  the  king  slept  down, 

To  meet  and  greet  her  on  her  way ; 
"  It  is  no  wonder,"  said  the  lords, 

"  She  is  more  beautiful  than  day." 

As  shines  the  moon  in  clouded  skies. 

She  in  her  poor  attire  was  seen : 
One  praised  her  ankles,  one  her  eyes. 

One  her  dark  hair  and  lovesome  mien. 
So  sweet  a  face,  sueh  angel  grace. 

In  all  that  land  had  never  been : 
Cophetua  sware  a  royal  oath : 

"  This  beggar  niaid  shall  be  my  queen ! " 
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THE    VISION    OF    SIN. 

I  H*Ti  a  vision  when  the  nigM  was  late ; 
A  youth  came  riding  toward  a  palace-gate. 
He  rode  a  horse  mtb.  ■wings  that  would  have  flown. 
But  that  his  heavy  rider  kept  him  down. 
And  ihim  the  pEJace  c^ne  a  ehUd  of  sin, 
And  took  him  by  the  curlS,  and  led  him  in, 
Where  sat  a  company  with  heated  ej^ee, 
Expeolin^  when  a  fonnt^n  should  arise  r 
A  sleepy  light  upon  their  brows  and  Upa — 
As  whea  the  sun,  a  crescent  of  eclipse, 
Dreams  over  lake  and  lawn,  and  isles  and  capes — 
Suffused  ihem,  sitting,  lying,  !an™id  shapes, 
By  heaps  of  gourds,  and  sbna  ofwine,  and  piles  of 
grapes. 

Then  metiiouglit  I  heard  a  mellow  sound, 
Giathering  up  trom  all  the  lower  ground ; 
Narrowing  in  to  whore  they  sat  assembled, 
Low  voluptuous  mufio  winding  trembled, 
Woven  in  circles;  they  that  heard  it  Mghed, 
Panted  hand  in  haad  with  ftces  pale, 
Swung  tiemselves,  and  in  low  tones  replied ; 
Till  the  fountain  spouted,  showering  wide 
Sleet  of  diamond-drift  and  pearly  hail ; 
Then  the  music  touched  the  gates  and  died ; 
Hose  again  from  where  it  seemed  to  fail, 
Stormed  in  orbs  of  song,  a  growing  gale ; 
Till  thronging  in  and  in,  to  where  they  waited, 
As't  were  a  hundred-throated  nightingale, 
The  strong  tempestuous  treble  throbbed  and  palpi- 
tated; 
iSan  into  its  giddiest  whirl  of  sound. 
Caught  the  sparkles,  and  in  circles, 
Purple  gauzes,  golden  hazes,  liquid  mazes, 
Flung  the  torrent  rainbow  round ; 
Then  they  started  from  their  places, 
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Moved  with  Tiolence,  changed  in  hue, 
Caught  each  other  widi  wild  grimaces, 
HaJtinviMhle  to  the  ■view, 
Wheeling  with  precipitate  paces 
To  the  melody,  till  they  fiew, 
H^r,  and  eyes,  and  limbs,  and  jacoa, 
Twisted  hard  in  fierce  embraces. 
Like  to  Furies,  like  to  Graces, 
Dashed  together  in  blinding  dew ; 
rai,  killed  with  some  luxurious  agony 
"Oie  nerve-dissolving  melody 
Fluttered  headlong  from  the  sky. 


And  then  I  looked  up  toward  a  mountain-tract. 
That  girt  the  re^on  with  high  chff  and  lawn  r 
I  saw  that  every  inoming,  far  withdrawn 
Beyond  the  darkness  and  the  cataract, 
God  made  himself  an  awful  rose  of  dawn, 
Unheeded :  and  detaching,  fold  by  fold, 
From  those  still  heights,  and,  slowly  drawing  near, 
A  vapor  heavy,  bueless,  fornilegs,  cold. 
Came  floating  on  for  many  a  month  and  year, 
Unheeded :  and  I  thought  I  would  have  spoken, 
And  warned  that  madman  ere  it  grew  too  late ; 
But,  as  in  dreams,  I  could  not.    Mine  was  broken. 
When  that  cold  vapor  touched  the  palace  gate, 
And  Jinked  again.    I  saw  within  my  head 
A  gray  and  gap-toothed  man  as  lean  as  death, 
Who  slowly  rode  across  a  withered  heath. 
And  %hted  at  a  ruined  inn,  and  said : 

"  Wrinkled  ostler,  grim  and  thin ! 

Here  is  custom  come  your  way^ 
Take  my  brute,  and  lead  him  in, 

Stuff  his  ribs  with  mouldy  hay. 

"  Bitter  bariMMd,  waning  ftst ! 

See  that  sheets  are  on  my  bed ; 
What !  the  flower  of  life  is  past : 

It  is  long  before  you  wed. 
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"  S!ip-ahod  waiter,  lank  and  sour, 
At  The  Dr^on  on  the  hcatli ! 

I/et  us  have  a  quiet  hour, 

Let  us  hoWnd-nob  with  Death. 

"  I  am  old,  but  let  me  drinfc ; 

Bring  me  apices,  bring  me  wine 
I  remember,  when  I  think, 

That  my  youth  was  half  divine. 


"  Sit  thee  down,  and  have  no  shame. 
Cheek  by  jowl,  and  knee  by  knee : 

What  care  I  for  any  name  ? 
What  for  order  or  degree  'I 

"  Let  me  screw  (bee  up  a  pe^ : 

Let  me  loose  tby  tongue  with  wine : 

Callest  thou  that  liing  a  leg  ? 
"Wbich  is  thinnest  ?  thine  or  mine  ? 

"  Thou  shalt  not  be  saved  by  works : 
Thou  hast  been  a  sinner  too : 

Kuined  tmnka  on  withered  forks, 
Empty  scarecrows,  I  and  you  I 


Every  minute  one  is  bom. 

"  We  are  meu  of  ruined  blood ; 

Therefore  comes  it  wo  aie  wis 
Fish  are  we  that  love  tbe  mud, 

KJsing  to  no  fancy-flies. 
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"  Naine  and  feme  I  to  fly  siiWiiiie 

Through  the  cotirts,  the  campa,  the  schools, 
Is  to  be  the  ball  of  Time, 

Bandied  in  the  hands  of  fools. 

"  Friendship !— to  be  two  in  one — 

Let  liie  canting  liar  pack  ! 
Well  I  know,  when  I  am  goua, 

How  she  mouths  behind  my  back. 

"  Virtue  I — to  be  good  and  just — 

Every  heart,  when  sifted  well, 
Is  a  clot  of  warmer  dust, 

Mied  with  cunning  sparks  of  helL 

"  0 1  we  two  as  meU  can  look 
Whited  thought  and  cleanly  life 

As  the  priest,  aboTe  his  book 
Leenng  at  his  ndghbor's  wife. 

"  Fill  the  cup,  and  fill  the  can : 

Have  a  rouse  before  tie  morn : 
Every  minute  dies  a  man, 

Every  minute  one  is  bom. 

"  Drink,  and  let  the  parties  rave ; 

They  are  filled  mth  idle  spleen, 
lUsing,  falljug,  like  a  wave, 

For  they  know  not  what  they  mean. 

"  He  that  roars  for  liberty 

Faster  biuds  a  tyrant^s  power ; 
And  the  tyrant's  cruel  glee 

Forces  on  tbe  freer  hoar. 

"  rUl  the  can,  and  fill  the  cup  : 

All  the  windy  ways  of  men 
Are  but  dust  that  rises  up, 

And  is  lightly  Md  again. 
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"  Greet  lier  ivith  applausive  treati, 
Freedom,  gsyiy  doth  she  tread ; 

In  her  right  a  civic  wreath, 
In  her  left  a  hmaan  head. 

"  No,  I  love  not  what  is  new ; 

She  is  of  an  ancient  house ; 
And  I  think  we  know  the  hue 

Of  that  cap  upon  her  hrowa. 

"  Let  her  go !  her  thirst  she  slakes 
Where  the  bloody  conduit  runs : 

Then  her  sweetest  meal  she  makes 
On  the  first-born  of  her  sons. 

"  Drink  to  lofty  hopes  that  cool — 
"Visions  of  a  perfect  State : 

Drink  we,  last,  the  public  fool. 
Frantic  love  and  frantic  hate. 

"  Chant  me  now  some  wicked  stave, 
lyi  thy  drooping  courage  rise. 

And  the  glow-worm  of  the  grave 
Glimmer  in  thy  rheumy  eyes. 

"  Fear  not  thou  to  loose  thy  tongue ; 

Set  thy  hoary  fancies  fl-ee ; 
What  is  loathsome  to  the  young 

Savors  well  to  thee  and  me. 

"  Change,  reverting  to  the  years. 

When  thy  nerves  could  understand 
What  there  is  in  loving  fears. 


viu"  feaJ 
of  hand 


And  the  warmth 

"  Tell  me  tales  of  thy  first  love — 
April  hopes,  the  fools  of  chance  ; 

Till  the  graves  b^n  to  move. 
And  the  dead  heg^n  to  dance. 
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"  Fill  the  can,  and  fill  tlio  cup  : 
All  the  windy  ways  of  men 

Ave  but  dust  that  rises  up, 
And  is  lightly  l^d  agam. 

"  Trooping  from  their  mouldy  dens 
The  chap-fallen  circle  spreads ; 

Welcome,  fellow-citizens, 

Hollow  hearts  and  empty  heads  I 

"  Tou  are  bones,  and  what  of  that  ? 

Eyery  fece,  however  full, 
Padded  round  with  flesh  and  fet, 

Is  but  modelled  on  a  skuIL 

"  Death  ia  king,  and  Viyat  Kex ! 

Tread  a  measure  on  the  stones, 
Madam — if  I  know  your  sex, 

JProna  the  fashion  of  your  bones. 

"  No,  I  cannot  praise  the  fire 
In  your  eye — nor  yet  your  lip  r 

All  the  more  do  I  admire 

Joints  of  cunning  workmanship. 

"  Lo  I  God's  likeness — the  ground-plan— 
Neither  modelled,  ^azed,  or  framed : 

Buss  me,  thou  rough  sketch  of  man, 
Far  too  naked  to  be  shamed  ! 

"  Drink  to  Fortune,  drink  t«  Chance, 
While  we  keep  a  litfle  breath  I 

Drink  to  heavy  Ignorance ! 

Hob-and-nob  with  brother  Death  I 

"  Thou  art  maaed,  the  night  is  long, 
And  fbe  longer  night  is  near; 

What  I  I  am  not  all  as  wrong 
As  a  bitter  jest  is  dear. 
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"  Youthful  hopes,  hy  scores,  to  all. 
When  the  locks  are  crisp  and  curled; 

Unto  me  my  maudlin  gall, 

And  my  mocteries  of  the  world. 

"  Kll  the  cup,  and  fill  the  can  I 

Mingle  madness,  mingie  scorn  ! 
DrMS  of  life,  and  leea  ot  man : 

Yet  we  will  not  die  forlorn." 

The  voice  grew  faint :  there  came  a  further  change ; 

Again  arose  the  mystic  mountiun-range ; 

Below  were  men  and  horaes  pierced  with  worms. 

And  slowly  quickening  into  lower  forms ; 

By  shards  and  scurf  of  salt,  and  scum  of  dross, 

Old  plash  of  riuns,  and  refuse  patched  with  moss. 

j?hcn  some  one  spake :  "  Behold  I  it  was  a  crime 

Of  sense  avenged  by  sense  that  wore  with  lime." 

Another  said  :  "  The  crime  of  sense  hecame 

The  crime  of  malice,  and  is  equal  bl^ne." 

And  one :    "  He   had   not   wboliy   quenched    his 


A  little  grmn  of  conscience  made  him  sour." 
At  last  I  heard  a  voice  upon  the  slope 
Cry  to  lie  summit,  "  la  there  any  hope  ?  " 
To  which  an  answer  pealed  from  that  high  land, 
But  in  a  tongue  no  man  could  understand ; 
And  on  the  glimmering  limit  fiir  withdrawn 
God  made  himself  an  awful  rose  of  dawn. 


THE   SKIPPING-ROPE. 

Sttsj!  never  yet  was  Antelope 

Could  skip  so  lightly  by. 
Stand  off,  or  else  my  skipping-rope 

Will  hit  you  in  the  eye. 
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How  lightly  whirls  the  skipping-rope  ! 

How  fiiiry-like  you  ily  I 
Go,  set  you  gone,  you  muse  and  mope — 

I  hate  that  ally  sigh. 
Hay,  dearest,  teach  me  how  to  hope, 

Or  tell  me  how  to  die. 
There,  take  it,  take  my  skipping-rope 

And  hang  yourself  thereiiy. 


Move  eastward,  happy  earth,  and  leave 
Ton  orange  Bunset  waning  slow ; 

From  fringes  of  the  faded  eve, 
O,  happy  planet,  eastward  go ; 

Till  over  thy  dark  shouider  glow 
Thy  silver  sister-world,  and  rise 
To  glass  herself  in  dewy  eyes 

That  (vatch  me  from  the  glen  below. 

Ah,  bear  me  with  thee,  lightly  borne. 
Dip  forward  under  starry  hght, 

And  move  me  to  my  marriage-mom. 
And  round  again  to  happy  night. 


BKEAK,   BREAK,  .HRJ'IAK. 

Break,  break,  break, 

On  thy  cold  gray  stones,  oh  Sea ! 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 

O  well  for  the  fisherman's  boy, 

That  he  shouts  with  his  sister  at  play ! 
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And  the  stately  ships  go  on 

To  the  haven  under  the  hill ; 
But  oh  for  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand, 

And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still ! 

Break,  break,  break, 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  oh  Sea ! 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 

Will  never  come  back  to  me. 


THE  POET'S   SONG. 

The  rain  had  Men,  the  Foet  arose, 

He  passed  by  the  town,  and  out  of  the  street, 
A  light  wind  blew  from  the  gates  of  the  sun. 

And  waves  of  shadow  went  over  (he  wheat. 
And  he  sat  him  down  in  a  lonely  place, 

And  chanted  a  melody  loud  and  sweet, 
That  made  the  wild-awan  pause  in  her  cloud, 

And  the  lark  drop  down  at  his  feet. 

The  swallow  stopt  as  he  hunted  the  bee. 

The  snake  slipt  under  a  spray, 
The  wild  hawk  stood  with  the  down  on  his  beak 

And  stared,  with  his  foot  on  the  prey. 
And  the  nightingale  thought,  "  I  have  snng  man 
songs. 

But  never  a  one  so  gay. 
For  he  sings  of  what  the  world  will  be 


When  the  years  have  died  away." 
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THE  PRINCESS; 


Sru  Walter  Viviam  all  a  summer's  day 
Gave  Ms  broad  lawns  until  tlie  set  of  buh 
Up  to  the  people :  tbjther  flocked  at  noon 
Hjs  tenants,  irife  and  child,  and  thither  half 
The  neighboring  boinugh  witli  their  Institute, 
Of  whidi  he  was  the  patron.  I  was  there 
From  coEege,  visiting  the  son,— the  son 


And  me  that  mornin"  Walter  showed  the  house, 
Greek,  set  with  busts :  from  vases  in  the  hall 
Flowers   of  all  heavens,  and  lovelier   than   their 

names, 
Grew  side  by  side ;  and  on  the  pavement  lay 
Carved  stones  of  the  Abbey-min  in  the  part, 
Huge  Ammonites,  and  the  first  bones  of  Time ; 
And  on  the  tables  every  clime  and  age 
Jumbled  together ;  celte  and  calumets, 
Clajmoi'e  and  snowshoe,  toys  in  lava,  fans 
Of  sandal,  amber,  ancient  rosaries. 
Laborious  orient  ivory  sphere  in  sphere, 
The  cursed  Malayan  Grease,  and  battle-clubs 
From  the  isles  of  palm :  and  higher  on  the  walls, 
Betwixt  the  monstrous  horns  of  elk  and  deer. 
His  own  forefiithers'  arms  and  armor  hung. 

And  "  this i"  he  said,  "  was  Hugh's  at  Agincourt ; 
And  that  was  old  Sir  Ralph's  at  Ascalon  ; 
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A  good  knight  lie  !  we  keep  a  chronicle 
Witii  all  about  him," — which  he  brought,  and  I 
Dived  in  a  hoard  of  tales  that  dealt  with  knights 
Half-legend,  half-hiatoric,  counts  and  kings 
Who  laid  about  them  at  thdr  wills  and  died ; 
And  niixt  with  these,  a  lady,  one  that  armed 
Her  own  fiiir  head,  and  spying  through  fhe  gate, 
llad  beat  her  foes  with  slaughter  from  her  walls. 

And,  I  all  rapt  in  this,  "  Come  out,"  he  said, 
"  To  the  Abbey ;  there  is  Aunt  Elizabeth 
And  aster  Lilia  with  the  rest."    We  went 
(I  kept  ihe  book  and  had  my  finger  in  it) 
Down  through  the  park ;  straiige  was  the  sight  to  me ; 
For  all  tbe  Soping  pasture  murmured,  sown 
With  happy  faces  and  with  holiday. 
Tliere  moved  the  muliitade,  a  thousand  heads  r 
The  patient  leaders  of  their  Institute 
Taught  them  with  facte.    One  reared  a  font  of 

And  drew,  from  butts  of  water  on  the  slope, 
The  fountain  of  the  moment,  playing  now 
A  twisted  snake,  and  now  a  r^n  of  pearls, 
Or  steep-up  spout  whereon  the  gilded  ball 
Danced  like  a  wisp :  and  some'sriiat  lower  down 
A  man  with  knobs  and  wires  and  vials  fired 
A  cannon :  Echo  answered  in  her  sleep 
From  hollow  fields:  and  here  were  telescopes 
For  azure  views ;  and  there  a  group  of  girls 
111  circle  wMted,  whom  the  electric  shock 
Dislinked  with  shrioka   and   laughter;  round  the 

A  Utile  clock-work  steamer  paddling  plied 

And  shook  the  lilies ;  perched  about  tho  knolls 

A  dozen  angry  models  jetted  steam : 

A  petty  r^lway  ran  ;  a  fire-balloon 

Rose  gem-like  up  before  the  dusky  groves 

And  dropt  a  fidry  parachute  and  past : 

Ant  there  through  twenty  posts  of  telegraph 
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They  flashed  a  saucy  message  fo  and  fro 
Between  the  mimic  stations ;  so  that  sport 
With  Science  hand  in  band  went ;  otherwhere 
Pure  sport;  a  herd  of  boya  with  clamor  bowled 
And  stumped  the  wicket ;  babies  rolled  about 
Like  tumbled  fiiiit  in  grass ;  and  men  and  maids 
Arranaed  a  country  dance,  and  fiew  through  light 
And  shadow,  while  the  twangling  violin 
Struck  up  with  Soldier-laddie,  and  overhead 
The  broad  ambrosial  aisles  of  lofty  lime 
Made  noise  with  bees  and  breeze  from  end  to  end. 

Strange  was  the  sight  and  smacking  of  the  time ; 
And  long  we  gazed^ut  satiated  at  lei^th 
Came  to  the ruinSjlHigh-arched  aod ivy-claspt, 
Of  finest  GiothieTT^hter  than  a  fire. 
Through  one  wide  chasm  of  time  and  frtat  they 

gave 
The  park,  the  crowd,  flic  house ;  but  all  witJun 
The  sward  was  trim  as  any  gardei.  lawn : 
And  here  we  lit  on  Aunt  Elizabeth, 
And  Lilia  wltli  the  rest,  and  lady  ftienda 
From  neighbor  seals ;  and  tiiere  was  Ralph  himself, 
A  broken  statue  pro_pt  against  the  wall. 
As  gay  as  any.     Lilia,  wUd  iritJi  sport, 
Ifel?  child,  Mf  woman  as  she  was,  had  wound 
A  scarf  of  orange  round  the  stony  helm. 
And  robed  the  shoulders  in  a  rosy  silk. 
That  made  the  old  warrior  from  his  ivied  nook 
Glow  like  a  sunbeara ;  near  his  tomb  a  feast 
Shone,  silveivset ;  about  it  lay  the  guests. 
And  there  we  joined  them :  then  ^e  maiden  Annt 
Took  this  iair  day  for  text,  and  from  it  preached 
An  universal  culture  fev  the  crowd, 
And  all  things  m^at ;  but  we,  unworthier,  told 
Of  college  :  he  had  climbed  across  the  spikes. 
And  he  had  squeezed  himself  betwixt  the  bars. 
And  he  had  breathed  the  Proctor's  dogs ;  and  one 
IKsouseed  his  tutor,  rough  to  common  men 
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But  Imneying  at  the  whisper  of  a  lord ; 
And  one  the  Master,  as  a  rogue  in  grain 
Veneered  ■with  sanctimonious  ffieory. 

But  while  they  talked,  above  their  heads  I  saw 
The  feudal  warnor  lady-clad ;  which  brourfit 
My  book  to  mind ;  and  opening  this,  I  read 
Of  old  Sir  Balph  a  page  or  two  that  rang 
"Witii  fJlt  and  tourney ;  then  the  tale  of  her 
That  drove  her  foea  with  slaughter  from  her  wails, 
And  much  I  pKused  her  nobleness,  and  "  Where," 
Asked  Walter,  patting  lAlia's  head,  (she  lay 
Beside  him,)  "  uvea  there  such  a  woman  now  f  " 

Quick  answered  Lilia, "  There  are  thousands  now 
Such  women,  but  convention  beats  them  down : 
It  is  but  bringin"  up ;  no  more  than  that : 
You  men  have  done  it;  how  I  hate  you  all ! 
Ah,  were  I  something  great  1     1  wish  I  were 
Some  mighty  poetess,  I  would  shame  you  then, 
That  love  to  keep  na  children  I     0, 1  wiah 
That  I  wore  some  gr^aX  Princess,  I  would  btuld 
Far  off  from  men  a  college  like  a  man's. 
And  I  would  teach  them  all  that  men  are  taught; 
We  are  tvrice  as  quick ! "     And   here  she  shook 

The  hand  that  played  the  patron  with  her  curb. 

And  one  said,  smiling,  "  Pretty^  were  the  aght 
If  our  old  halls  could  change  their  sex,  and  Haunt 
With  prudes  for  proctoM,  dowagers  for  deans. 
And  sweet  girl^raduates  in  their  golden-hmr. 
1  think  they  should  not  wear  our  rusty  gowns, 
But  move  as  rich  as  Emperor-moths,  or  Ealph 
Who  shinM  so  in  the  comer ;  yet  I  fear, 
If  there  were  majiy  Lilias  in  the  bi-ood, 
However  deep  you  might  embower  the  nest. 
Some  boy  would  spy  it." 

At  this  upon  the  sward 
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She  tept  her  titty  alten-sandaled  foot : 

"  That's  jonr  iieht  way ;  but  I  would  make  it  death 

For  any  male  thing  but  to  peep  at  us." 

Petulant  she  spoke,  and  at  herself  she  laughed; 
A  rosebud  set  with  bttle  wilful  thorns, 
And  sweet  as  English  air  couUI  make  her,  she : 
Ent  Walt»r  Iwled  a  score  of  names  upon  her. 
And  "  petty  Ogress,"  and  "  ungrateful  Puss," 
And  swore  he  longed  at  college,  only  longed, 
All  else  was  well,  Tor  she-society. 
They  boated  and  they  cricketed ;  they  talked 
At  wine,  in  clubs,  of  art,  of  politics ; 
They  lost  their  weeks ;  they  vext  the  souls  of  deans ; 
They  rode ;  they  betted ;  made  a  hundred  Mends, 
And  caught  the  bloraom  of  the  flying  terms. 
But  missed  the  mignonette  of  Vivian-place, 
The  little  hearth-flower  LiMa.    Thus  he  spoke, 
Part  banlBr,  part  affection, 

"  True,"  she  said, 
"Wedoubt  not  that.     O  yes,  you  missed  us  much. 
I'll  stake  my  ruby  ring  upon  it  you  did." 

She  held  it  out;  aud  as  a  parrot  turns 
Up  through  gilt  wires  a  crafty  loving  eye. 
And  takes  a  lady's  finger  wiUi  all  care. 
And  bites  it  for  true  heart,  and  not  for  harm, 
So  he  with  Lilia's,     Daintily  she  shrieked 
And  wrung  tt     "  Doubt  my  word  agcun ! "  he  said, 
"Come,  listen  I  here  is  proof  that  you  were  missed: 
We  seven  stayed  at  Christmas  np  to  read ; 
And  there  we  took  one  tutor  aa  to  read : 
The  hard-grained  Muses  of  the  cube  and  square 
Were  out  of  season ;  never  man,  I  think, 
So  mouldered  in  a  anecure  as  he : 
For  while  our  cbisters  echoed  fiiKty  feet, 
And  our  long  wahts  were  stript  as  bare  as  brooms, 
We  did  bnt  talk  you  over,  pledge  you  all 
In  wassail :  often,  like  as  many  girls — 
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Sick  for  the  Lollies  and  tJie  yews  of  borne — 

As  many  little  trifling  Lilias— plaj'ed 

Charades  and  riddles  as  at  Cliristiiias  here, 

And  wha^s  my  thought  and  vihen  and  wkere.  and  TlOittf 

And  ofl«a  told  a  tale  from  moutli  to  mouth 

As  here  at  Christmas." 

She  remembered  that; 
A  pleasant  game,  she  thought;  she  liked  it  more 
Than  magic  muae,  forfeits,  all  the  rest, 
But  these — what  kind  of  tales  did  men  teU  men, 
She  wondered,  by  themselves  ? 

A  hali^disdfun 
Perched  on  the  pouted  blossoai  of  her  lips: 
And  Walter  nodded  at  me ;  "  He  began, 
The  rest  woald  follow,  each  in  turn ;  and  so 
We  forged  a  seven-fold  story.     lOnd  ?  what  kind? 
Chimeras,  crotchets,  Christmas  soleeisms, 
Seven-headed  monsters  only  made  to  till 
Time  by  the  fire  in  winlar. 

"  Kill  hun  now, 
The  ^nt !  kill  him  in  tiie  summer  too," 
Said  Lilia ;  "  Why  not  now,"  the  maiden  Aunt. 
"  Why  not  a  summer's  as  a  winter's  tale  ? 
A  tale  for  summer,  as  befits  the  time ; 
And  something  it  should  be  to  suit  the  place, 
Heroic,  for  a  hero  lies  beneath. 
Grave,  solemm  I " 

Walter  warped  his  mouth  at  this 
To  something  so  mock-solemn,  that  I  laughed, 
And  Lilia  woke  with  sudden-shriUing  mirth 
An  echo,  like  an  April  woodpecker, . 
Hid  in  the  ruins ;  tdl  the  maiden  Aunt 
(A  little  sense  of  wrong  had  touched  her  face 
With  color)  tamed  to  me  with  "  As  you  will — 
Heroic  if  you  ■vriU,  or  what  you  will. 
Or  be  yourself  your  hero  if  you  will." 
"  Take  Lilia,  then,  for  heroine,"  clamored  he, 
"  And  make  her  some  great  Princess,  as  feet  lugh 
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Grand,  epic,  homicidal ;  and  be  you 
The  Prince  to  irin  her  1 " 

"  Tiieu  fellow  me,  the  Frince," 
I  answered ;  "  each  be  hero  in  his  turd ! 
Seven  and  yet  one,  Lite  shadows  in  a  dream.— 
Heroic  seems  onr  Princess  as  required. — 
But  sometiiing  made  to  salt  with  time  and  place, 
A  trothie  rnin,  and  a  Grecian  bouse, 
A  talk  of  college  and  of  ladies'  righte, 
A  feudal  knigbt  in  silken  masqu^^e, 
Aud,  yonder,  shrieks  and  strange  experiments, 
Eor  which  die  good  Sir  Ralph  had  burnt  them 

This  Miere  a  medley  I  we  should  have  him  back 
Who  told  the  '  Winter's  tale,'  to  do  it  for  us. 
Ko  matter :  we  will  say  whatever  comes. 
And  let  (he  ladies  sing  us,  if  they  will, 
From  rime  to  time,  some  ballad,  or  a  song, 
To  ^ve  us  breathing-space." 

So  I  began, 
And  the  rest  followed ;  and  the  women  sang 
Between  the  rougher  voices  of  the  men. 
Like  linnets  in  the  pauses  of  the  wind : 
And  hero  I  give  the  story  and  the  pongs. 

I. 
A  Pkikcb  I  was,  blue-eved,  and  fair  in  face. 
Of  temper  amorous,  as  the  first  of  May, 
With  lengths  of  y^Uow  ringlet,  like  a  giri. 
For  on  my  cradle  shone  the  northern  star. 


ancient  legend  in  our  house. 

off  grandsire  burnt 

shadow,  had  foretold, 


w  from  the  substance,  and  that  oi 
Should  come  to  fight  with  shadows,  and  to  i 
For  so,  my  mother  said,  the  story  ran. 
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And,  traiy,  waJdng  dreams  were,  more  or  leas, 

An  old  and  strange  affection  of  the  house. 

Myself  too  had  weifd  seizurea,  Heaven  knows  what 

On  a  sudden,  in  the  midst  of  men  and  day, 

And  while  I  walked  and  tallced  as  heretofore, 

I  seemed  to  move  among  a  world  of  ghosts, 

And  feel  myself  the  shadow  of  a  dream. 

Our  great  eonrt-Galen  poised  his  mit-head  cane, 

And  pawed  his  beard,  and  called  it  cat^opsy. 

My  mother  pitying  made  a  thousand  prayers; 

My  mother  was  as  mild  as  any  Baint, 

Half-<:anonized  by  all  that  looked  on  her. 

So  gracious  was  her  tact  and  tenderness : 

Sut  my  good  :&1iier  thought  a  kin^  a  ti"g ; 

He  cared  not  for  the  affection  of  the  house  ; 


Reached  out,  and  picked  offeaders  from  the  raaas 
For  judgment. 

Now  it  chanced  that  I  had  been, 
While  life  was  yet  in  bud  and  blade,  betrothed 
To  one,  a  neighboring  IMncess ;  she  to  nie 
Was  proxy-wedded  with  a  bootless  calf 
At  eight  years  old;  and  still  from  lime  to  time 
Came  murmursof  her  beauty  irom  the  South, 
And  of  her  brethren,  youths  of  puissance ; 
And  still  I  wore  her  picture  by  my  heart. 
And  one  dark  fress ;  and  all  around  them  both 
Sweet  thoughts  would  swarm,  as  bees  about  (heir 
queen. 

But  when  the  days  drew  nigh  that  I  should  wad, 
My  father  sent  funbassadora  ivith  furs 
And  jewels,  gifts,  to  fetch  her :  these  brought  back 
A  present,  a  great  labor  of  the  loom ; 
And  therewiHiid  an  answer  vague  as  wind  ; 
Besides,  Ihey  saw  the  king ;  he  look  the  gifts ; 
He  said  there  w^  a  compact ;  that  was  true : 
But  then  she  had  a  will ;  was  he  to  blame  ? 
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That  morning  in  the  presence-room  I  stood 
Witli  Cyril  and  with  Florian,  my  two  friends ; 
The  first,  a  gentleman  of  broken  means, 

8 lis  fe.ther's  &ult,)  but  given  to  starts  and  bursts 
f  revel ;  aud  the  last,  my  other  heart, 
And  almost  my  half-self,  ibr  still  we  moyed 
Together,  twinned,  aa  horse's  ear  and  eye. 

Now  while  ihey  spake  I  saw  my  father's  fece 
Grow  long  and  troubled,  like  a  riane  moon. 
Inflamed  with  wrath :  lio  started  on  Ks  feet, 
Tore  the  king's  letter,  snowed  it  down,  and  rent 
The  wonder  of  Ihe  loom  through  warp  and  woof, 
From  skirt  to  skirt ;  and  at  the  last  he  sware 
That  he  would  send  a  hundred  thousand  men, 
And  bring  her  in  a  whirlwind ;  then  he  chewed 
The  thrice-turned  cud  of  wrath,  and  cooked  luB 

Communing  with  his  captains  of  the  war. 

At  last  I  spoke.     "  My  father,  let  me  go. 
It  cannot  be  Out  some  gross  error  lies 
In  this  report,  this  answer  of  a  king, 
Whom  all  men  rate  aa  kind  and  hospitable : 
Or,  maybe,  I  myself,  my  bride  once  seen, 
Whate'er  my  grief  to  find  her  leas  than  feme. 
May  rue  the  bai^in  made."    And  Florian  said : 
"  I  have  a  sister  at  the  foreign  court, 
Who  moves  about  the  Princess ;  she,  you  know, 
Who  wedded  with  a  nobleman  from  thence : 
He,  dying  lately,  left  her,  ^  1  hear, 
The  lady  of  three  castles  in  tlmt  land. 
Through,  her  thia  matter  might  be  sifted  clean." 
And  Cyril  whispered :  "  TfAe  me  with  ^on  too." 
Then,  laughing, "  What  if  these  weird  seizures  come 
Upon  you  in  fiiose  lands,  and  no  one  near 
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To  point  you  out  (te  shadow  from  lie  tcaHb. ! 
Take  me :  111  serve  you  better  in  a  strait ; 
1  grate  on  rusty  hiagea  here ; "  but "  No  i " 
Koared  the  rough  king,  "you  shall  not; -we  ourself 
Will  crush  her  pretty  maiden  fencies  dead 
In  iron  gauntlela :  break  the  council  up." 

But  whea  the  council  broke,  I  rose  and  passed 
Through  the  mild  woods  that  hung  about  the  town ; 
Pound  a  still  place,  and  plucked  Eer  likeness  out; 
Laid  it  on  flowers,  and  watched  it  lying  bathed 
Jn  the  green  gleam  of  dewy-tasselled  toees ; 
What  were   fljose  fimcies?   wherefore   break  her 

tTOth? 
Proud  looked  the  lije :  but  while  I  meditated, 
A  wind  arose,  and  rushed  upon  ibe  South, 
And  shook  the  songs,  the  Trhiapers,  and  the  shrieks 
Of  the  wild  woods  together ;  and  a  Voice 
Went  with  it,  "  Follow,  fbUow,  thou  shalt  win." 

Then,  ere  the  silver  ackle  of  ihat  month 
Became  her  golden  shield,  I  stole  from  court 
With  Cyril  and  with  Florian,  unpereeived, 
Cat-footed  through  the  town,  and  half  in  dread 
To  hear  my  iather'a  clamor  at  our  backs, 
With  Ho  I  from  some  bay-window  shake  the  night; 
But  all  was  quiet :  from  the  basljoned  walls 
Like  threaded  spiders,  one  by  one,  we  dropt, 
And  flying  reached  the  frontier :  then  we  crost 
To  a  liveher  land ;  and  so,  by  tiltb  and  grange, 
And  vines,  and  blowing  bosks  of  wilderness, 
We  gained  the  mother-city  thick  with  lowers, 
And  in  the  imperial  palace  found  the  kin". 
His  name  was  Gama ;  cracked  and  small  his  voice, 
But  bland  the  anule  that  like  a  wrinkling  wind 
On  glassy  water  drove  his  cheek  in  lines ; 
A  little  dry  old  man,  without  a  star. 
Not  lite  a  king :  three  days  he  feasted  us. 
And  on  the  fourth  I  spake  of  why  we  came. 
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And  my  betroflied.     "  Tou  do  us,  PriDce,"  he  said, 

Airing  a  Eiiowy  hand  and  signet  gem, 

"  Ail  honor.     We  remember  love  ourselves 

In  our  sweet  youth. :  there  did  a  compact  pass 

Long  summers  hack,  a  icind  of  ceremony— 

1  think  the  year  in  which  our  olives  iailed. 

I  would  you  had  her,  Prince,  with  all  my  heart. 

With  my  full  heart :  bat  there  were  widows  here, 

Two  widows,  Lady  Psyche,  Lady  Blanche ; 

They  fed  her  theories,  in  and  out  of  place. 

Maintaining  that  with  equal  husbandry 

The  woman  were  an  equal  to  the  man. 

They  harped  on  this ;  with  iliis  our  tianqueta  rang ; 

Our  dances  broke  and  buzzed  in  knots  of  talk ; 

Nothing  hut  this ;  my  very  ears  were  Lot 

To  hear  them :  knowledge,  so  my  daughter  held, 

Was  all  in  all ;  they  had  but  been,  she  thought. 

As  ehUdren ;  they  must  lose  the  child,  assume 

The  woman ;  then.  Sir,  awful  odes  she  wrote, 

Too  awftil,  sure,  for  what  they  treated  of, 

But  all  she  is  and  does  is  awful ;  odes 

About  this  losing  of  the  child ;  and  rhymes 

And  dismal  lyrics,  prophesying  change 

Beyond  all  reason :  fbese  uie  women  sang ; 

And   they  that  know  such  things — ^I  sought  bat 

peace. 
No  critic  1 — would  call  them  masterpieces : 
They  mastered  me.    At  last  she  begged  a  boon, 
A  certtun  summer  palace  which  I  have 
Hard  by  your  fiither's  frontier :  I  said  no, 
Tet  bfflJig  an  easy  man,  ^ve  it ;  and  there. 
All  wild  to  found  an  Univeraity 
For  maidens,  on  lie  spur  she  fled ;  and  more 
We  know  not, — only  this;  They  see  no  men, 
Not  even  her  brother  Arac,  nor  the  twins 
Her  brethren,  though  they  love  hev,  look  upon  her 
As  on  a  kind  of  paragon ;  and  I 
(Pardon  me  saying  it)  were  much  loth  to  breed 
Dispute  betwixt  myself  and  mine :  but  fance 
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(And  J  confess  witli  right)  you  think  rae  bound 
In  some  soi-t,  1  can  give  you  letters  to  her ; 
And  yet,  to  apeal;  the  truth,  I  rate  your  chance 
Ahoost  at  naied  nothing." 

Thus  the  king; 
And  I,  though  nettled  that  he  seemed  to  slur 
With  gai'ru£u3  ease  and  oily  courtedes 
Our  formal  compact,  yet,  not  leas  (all  fi'cta 
But  chafing  me  on  fire  to  find  my  bride) 
Went  forth  again  with  botii  my  friends.     We  I'odB 
Many  a  lonaTaague  back  to  the  North.     At  last 
From  liills  that  looked  across  a  land  of  hope 
We  dropt  with  erening  on  a  rustic  (own 
Set  in  a  gleaming  river's  crescent^curve, 
Close  at  flie  boundary  of  tie  liberties ; 
There  entered  an  old  hostel,  called  mine  host 
To  council,  plied  him  with  his  richest  wines. 
And  showetl  the  late-writ  lettera  of  the  king. 

He,  with  a  long,  low^bilation,  stared 
As  blank  as  death  in  marble ;  then  exclaimed, 
Averring  it  was  clear  against  all  rules 
For  any  man  to  go ;  but  as  his  brain 
15egan  to  mellow,  "If  the  king,"  he  said, 
"  md  giren  us  letters,  was  he  bound  to  speak  ? 
The  king  would  bear  him  out ; "  and  at  the  laat — 
The  summer  of  the  vine  m  all  his  veins— 
"  No  doubt  that  we  might  make  it  worth  hia  while. 
She  once  had  passed  tSit  way;  ho  heard  her  speak ; 
She  scared  him ;  life  !  he  never  saw  the  like ; 
She  looked  as  grand  as  doomsday,  and  as  grave : 
And  he,  he  reverenced  hia  liege-!ady  there ; 
He  always  made  a  point  to  post  with  mares ; 
Hia  daughter  and  hia  housemaid  were  the  boys : 
Tfie  land  he  understood  for  miles  about 
Was  tilled  by  women ;  all  the  swine  were  sows 
And  all  the  dogs  " — 
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THE   SHrNCESS  ; 


Efimembermg  how  we  three  presented  Maid, 
Or  Nymph,  or  Goddess,  at  high  tide  of  feast, 
In  masq^vie  or  pageant  at  my  lather's  conrt 
We  sent  miae  host  to  purchase  female  gear ; 
He  isMUght  it,  and  himself,  a  sight  to  shake 
The  miiMfr  of  despair  ■with  laughter,  holp 
To  lace  ua  np,  till,  each,  in  nuuden  plumes 
We  ruslJed :  him  we  gave  a  costly  Bribe 
To  guerdon  dlence,  mounted  our  good  steeds. 
And  boldly  yentured  on  the  hberties. 

We  followed  up  the  river  aa  we  rode, 
And  rode  till  midnight,  when  the  college  lights 
Began,  fo  ghtter  flrefly-like  in  copse 
Ancl  linden  alley ;  &1&1  we  past  an  arch. 
Whereon  a,  woman-atatue  rose  with  wings 
Prom  four  win^d  horses  dark  agdnst  the  stars, 
And  some  inscription  ran  along  the  front, 
But  deep  in  shadow :  further  on  we  gained 
A  little  street,  half  garden  and  half  house ; 
But  scarce  could  hesu"  each  other  apeak  for  noise 
Of  elookB  and  chimes,  like  ailver  hanunera  felling 
On  silver  anvils,  and  the  splash  and  stir 
Of  fbuntams  spouted  up  and  sliowering  down 
In  meshes  of  the  jasmine  and  the  rose ; 
And  all  about  us  pealed  the  nightingale, 
Rapt  in  her  song,  and  careless  of  the  snare. 

There  stood  a  bust  of  Pallas  for  a  simi. 
By  two  sphere  lamps  blazoned  lilte  Heaven  and 

Earth 
With  coQstellation  and  with  continent. 
Above  an  entry,  riding  in,  we  called; 
A  piump-armed  Ostlereas  and  a  stable  wench 
CMne  running  at  the  call,  and  helped  us  down. 
Then  stept  a  ouxom  hostess  forth,  and  suled 
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Full-blowG  before  us  into  rooms  whloli  gave 
Upoa  a  piilared  poreb,  the  bases  lost 
lu  laurel :  lier  we  asked  of  that  and  this, 
And  who  were  tutors.    "  Lady  Blanche,"  she  stud, 
"  And  Lady  Psyche."     "  Whiith  was  prettiest, 
Bestrnatured  ?  "     "  Lady  Payclie."    "  Hersare  we," 
One  voice,  we  cried ;  and  I  aat  down  and  wrote, 
Jn  such  a  hand  as  when  a  field  of  corn 
Bows  all  its  ears  before  the  roaring  East; 

"  Three  ladies  of  the  ^Northern  empire  pray 
Tour  Highness  would  enroll  them  with  your  own, 
As  Lady  Psyche's  pupils." 


And  raised  the  blinding  bandage  from  his  eyea : 
I  gave  the  letter  to  be  sent  with  dawn ; 
And  then  to  bed,  where  half  in  doze  I  seemed 
'i'o  float  about  a  glimmering;  nighti  and  watch 
A  full  sea  gkzed  with  muffled  moonlight,  swell 
On  some  dark  shore  just  seen  that  it  was  rich. 


Wb  fell  out,  my  wife  and  I, 
0,  we  fell  out,  I  know  not  why, 
Aad  fejeeed  agaia  with,  teitra. 

For  when  wa  came  where  lies  tba  child 

Wo  lost  in  other  years, 
Tbero  above  tbe  little  grave, 
0,  Ihere  above  the  littie  grave. 


H..,L=-jnGoOgIc 


At  break  of  day  the  College  PortreBa  came; 

She  brought  us  Aeademio  silks,  in  hue 

The  lilac,  willi  a  silken  hood  to  eaek, 

And  zoned  with  gold ;  and  now  when  tlieae  were 

And  we  as  lieh  as  moths  from  dusk  cocoons, 
She,  curtseying  her  obeisance,  iet  us  know 
The  Princess  Ida  waited :  out  we  paced, 
I  first,  and  following  through  the  porch  that  sang 
All  round  with  laurel,  issued  in  a  court 
Compact  of  lucid  marbles,  bossed  with  lengths 
Of  dasKe  frieze,  with  ample  awninga  gay 
Betwixt  the  pillars,  and  wifli  great  urns  of  flowers. 
The  Muses  and  the  Graces,  grouped  in  threes, 
Enringed  a  billowing  fountam  in  tie  midst: 
And  here  and  there  on  lattice  edges  lay 
Or  book  or  lute ;  but  hastily  we  past, 
And  tip  a  flight  of  stairs  into  the  hall. 

There  at  a  board  by  tome  and  paper  sat, 
With  two  tame  leopards  crouched  beside  ter  throne. 
AH  beauty  compassed  in  a  female  form. 
The  Princess ;  uker  to  the  inhabitant 
Of  some  clear  planet  close  upon  the  Sun, 
Than  our  man's  earth :  such  eyes  were  in  her  head, 
And  so  much  grace  and  power,  breathing  down 
From  over  her  arched  brows,  with  every  turn 
Lived  through  her  to  the  tips  of  her  bug  hands 
And  to  her  feet.     She  rose  her  hdght,  and  said : 

"  We  give  you  welcome :  not  without  redound 
Of  use  and  glory  to  yourselves  ye  come, 
The  first-frmla  of  the  stran^r ;  aftertime, 
And  that  full  voice  which  oirolea  round  the  grave, 
Will  rank  you  nobly,  mingled  up  wilh  me. 
What !  are  the  ladies  of  your  laiid  so  t^  ?  " 
"We  of  the  court,"  said  Cyril.  "E'rom  the  court?" 
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She  answered, "  then  ye  know  the  Prince?  "and  he: 
"  The  climax  of  1im  a^e ;  as  tlujiish  there  were 
One  rose  in  all  the  world,  youv  Highness  that, 
He  worships  your  ideal ; "  and  she  replied : 
"  We  scarcely  fliought  in  our  own  hall  to  hear 
This  barren  verbiage,  current  among  men. 
Light  c<Mn,  iiie  tinsel  clink  of  compliment. 
Your  flight  from  out  yonrbookleeswiltls  would  seem 
Ab  arauing  love  of  knowledge  and  of  power ; 
Your  language  proves  you  stiJl  the  child.     Indeed 
We  dream  not  of  him ;  when  we  set  our  hand 
To  this  great  work,  we  purposed  with  ourselves 
Never  to  wed.     You  likewise  will  do  well, 
Tjadies,  in  entering  here,  to  cast  and  fling 
The  tricks,  ■which  make  us  toys  of  men,  ffiat  so, 
Some  futui-e  IJme,  if  bo  indeed  you  will. 
You  way  with  those  self-styled  our  lords  ally 
Your  fortuncB,  justlier  balanced,  scale  with  scale." 

At  those  high  words,  we,  conscious  of  ourselves. 
Perused  the  matting ;  then  an  oflicer 
Kose  up  and  read  the  statutes,  such  as  these : 
Hot  for  three  years  to  correspond  with  home ; 
Wot  for  three  years  to  cross  the  liberties ; 
Not  for  three  years  to  speak  with  3ny_  men ; 
And  many  more,  which  hastily  subscribed. 
We  entered  on  the  hoards:  and  "Now,"  she  cried, 
"  Ye  are  green  wood,  see  ye  warp  not.    Look,  our 

Our  statues  !■ — not  of  those  that  men  deare, 

Sleek  Odalisques,  or  oracles  of  mode, 

Nor  stunted  squaws  of  West  or  East ;  but  she 

That  taught  the  Sabine  how  to  rule,  and  she 

The  foundress  of  Hie  Bal^lonian  wall, 

The  Carian  Artemisda  strong  in  war. 

The  Rhodope  that  built  tJie  pjramid, 

Cleiia,  Cornelia,  with  the  P^myrene 

That  fought  Aurelian,  and  tie  Eoman  brows 

Of  Agrippina.    Dwell  with  these,  and  lose 
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CottYeniJon,  since  to  loot  on  noble  forms 
Mates  noUe  tliroiigli  the  sensuons  organism 
That  which  is  higher,     O,  lift  your  natures  up : 
Embrace  our  aims ;  wort  out  your  freedom.    Girls, 
Knowledge  is  now  no  more  a  fountain  sealed :  ■ 
Drini  deep,  until  the  habits  of  the  slaye, 
The  sina  of  emptiness,  gossip,  and  spite. 
And  slander,  die.    Better  not  be  at  all 
Than  not  be  noble.    Leare  us :  you  may  go : 
To-day  the  Lady  Psyolie  will  harangue 
The  fresh  arrivals  of  the  weet  befoi'e ; 
For  they  press  in  from  all  the  pTOviuces, 
And  fill  the  hire." 

She  spote,  and,  bowing,  waved 
Dismissal ;  baot  again  we  orost  the  court 
To  Iiady  Psyche's :  as  we  entered  in, 
There  sat  along  the  forms,  like  morning  dovea 
That  sun  their  milky  bosoms  on  the  thatch, 
A  patient  range  of  pupils ;  she  herself 
Erect  behind  a  desk  of  satin-wood, 
A  quick  branette,  well-moulded,  falcon-eyed. 
And  on  the  hither  side,  or  so  she  looked. 
Of  twenty  summera.    At  her  left,  a  child, 
In  shining  draperies,  headed  like  a  star. 
Her  m^den  babe,  a  double  April  old, 
Afflaj'a  ele^t    We  sat :  tie  Lady  glanced : 
Then  Florian,  but  no  liveher  than  the  dame 
That  whispered  "  Asses  ears  "  among  the  sedge, 
"  My  sister."    "  Comely  too  by  all  that's  fair,' 
Said  Cytil.    "  O,  hush,  tush ! "  and  she  began. 

"  This  world  was  once  a  fluid  haze  of  Ught, 
TiE  toward  the  centre  set  the  starry  tides 
And  eddied  into  sung,  that  wheeling  cast 

The  planets :  then  the  monster,  thea  the  man ; 
Tattooed  or  woaded,  winter-clad  in  skins. 
Raw  from  tiie  prime,  and  crushing  down  his  mate ; 
As  yet  we  find  in  barbarous  isles,  and  here 
Among  the  lowest." 
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Tliereupoa  slie  toot 
A  bird's-eye-vieiv  of  all  the  ungracicnis  past ; 
Glanced  at  the  l^endary  Amazon 
As  emblematic  of  a  nobler  age ; 
Appraised  the  Lycian  custom,  apoke  of  those 
That  lay  at  nine  with  Lar  and  Lucumo ; 
Kan  down  the  Peiwan,  Gredan,  Roman  linea 
Of  empire,  and  the  woman's  state  in  eacli, 
How  &r  from  just :  till  warming  with  her  theme. 
She  fultoined  out  her  scorn  of  laws  Salique 
And  little-footed  CluDa,  touched  on  Mahomet 
With  much  contempt,  and  came  to  chivalry : 
When  some  respect,  however  slight,  was  pEud 
To  woman,  superstition  all  awry : 
However,  tiien  commenced  tlie  dawn :  a  beam 
Had  slanted  forward,  falling  in  a  land 
Of  promise ;  fruit  would  follow.    Deep,  indeed, 
Then-  debt  of  timnVs  to  her  who  flret  had  dared 
To  leap  the  rotten  pales  of  prejudice, 
Disyoke  thdr  necks  from  custom,  and  assert 
None  lordlier  than  themselves  but  that  which  made 
Woman  and  man.     She  had  founded ;  they  must 

build: 
Here  might  they  learn  whatever  men  were  teiught : 
Let  them  not  fear :  some  said  their  heads  were  less : 
Some  men's  were  small ;  not  they  the  least  of  men ; 
For  often  fineness  compensated  aze ; 
Besides,  the  hr^n  was  like  the  liand,  and  grew 
With  uang :  thence  the  man's,  if  more  was  more ; 
He  toot  aarantage  of  his  strength  to  be 
Piret  in  the  field :  some  ages  hiS  been  toatj 
But  woman  ripened  earlier,  and  her  life 
Was  longer;  and  albeit  their  glorious  names 
Were  fewer,  scattered  stars,  yet  since  in  truth 
The  highest  is  the  measure  irf  the  man, 
And  not  the  Cafire,  Hottentot,  Malay, 
Nor  those  hom-handed  breakers  of  the  glebe, 
But  Homer,  Plato,  Verulam ;  even  so 
With  woman  :  and  in  arts  of  government, 
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274  THE  FRINCESS; 

Elizabeth  and  otJiefs ;  arts  of  war, 

The  peasant  Joan  and  others ;  arts  of  grace, 

Sappho  and  otiiera  vied  "with  any  man ; 

And,  last  not  least,  she  who  had  left  her  place, 

And  howed  her  state  to  them,  that  they  might  grow 

To  use  and  power  on  tliia  Oaas,  lapt 

In  the  anns  of  leisure,  saered  from  the  blight 

Of  ancient  influence  and  scorn. 

At  last 
She  rose  upon  a  wind  of  prophecy, 
Dilating  on  the  future ;  "  everrwhere 
Two  haids  in  council,  two  beside  the  hearth, 
Two  in  the  tangled  business  of  the  world. 
Two  in  the  liberal  offices  of  life. 
Two  plummete  dropt  for  one  to  sound  the  abyss 
Of  BCienco,  and  the  secrets  of  the  mind : 
Musician,  painter,  sculptor,  criticj  more : 
And  everywhere  the  broad  and  bounteous  Earth 
Should  bear  a  double  growth  of  those  rare  souls, 
Poets,   whose   thoughts   enrich   the   blood   of   tha 
world." 


B^an  to  address  us,  and  w 

In  eratulation,  till  as  when  a  boat 

l^drs,  and  the  slackened  sail  flaps,  all  her  voice 

Faltering  and  fluttering  in  her  throat,  she  cried, 

"My  brother  I"     "Well,   my   Mster."     "0,"   she 

"  What  do  you  here  ?  and  in  this  dress  ?  and  these  ? 
Why,  who  are  these  ?  a  wolf  within  the  fold ! 
A  pack  of  wolves !  the  Lord  be  gracious  to  me  1 
A  plot,  a  plot,  a  plot  to  ruin  all  1 " 
"  No  plot,  no  plot,"  he  answered.    "  Wretched  boy, 
How  saw  you  not  the  inscription  on  the  gate, 
Let  no  man  enter  in  on  pain  op  death  ?  " 
"  And  if  1  had,"  he  answered,  "  who  could  think 
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The  softer  Ad^ns  of  your  Academe, 

O,  sister,  Sirens  though  they  be,  were  such 

As  chanted  on  the  blanching  bones  of  men  ?  " 

"  But  yon.  will  find  it  otherwise,"  she  said. 

"You  jest;  ill  jeslang  ■with  edge-tools!    My  tow 

Binds  me  to  speak,  and  O,  that  iron  will, 

Tliat  axe-iike  edge  nnturnable,  our  Head, 

The  Princess."    "  Well,  then,  Psyche,  take  my  life, 

And  nml  me  like  a  weasel  on  a  ^nge 

For  wamino; :  buiy  me  beade  tie  gate. 

And  cut  thia  epitaph  above  my  bones ; 

Here  lies  a  broth^  bij^qsis^r  slain, 

"'"Xet'me  3ie,  too?«iUT!S5S,  "  haying  seen 
And  heard  the  Lady  Psyelte." 

I  struck  in : 
"  Albeit  so  masked,  Madam,  I  love  the  truth ; 
Receive  it ;  and  in  me  behold  the  Prince 
Tour  countryman,  affianced  years  ago 
To  the  Lady  Ida :  here,  for  here  she  was, 
And  thus  (what  other  way  was  left)  I  came," 
"  0  Sir,  oil  Prince,  I  have  no  country ;  none ; 
Fany,  this ;  but  none.     Whate'er  I  was 
Disrooted,  what  I  am  is  Rafted  here. 
Affianced,  Sir  7  love-ivbispera  may  not  breathe 
Within  this  vestal  hmit,  and  how  should  I, 
Who  am  not  mine,  say,  live ;  the  thunderbolt 
Hangs  silent;  but  prepare:  I  speak  _;  it  fells." 
"  Yet  pause,"  1  said ;  "  for  that  inscription  there, 
I  think  no  more  of  deadly  lurka  therein. 
Than  in  a  clapper  clapping  ju  a  garth, 
To  scare  tie  fowl  from  flmt ;  if  more  there  be. 
If  more  and  acted  on,  what  follows?  war; 
Tour  own  work  marred ;  for  this  your  Academe, 
Whichever  ade  be  Victor,  in  the  halloo 
Will  topple  to  the  trumpet  down,  and  pass 
With  all  fair  theories  only  made  to  gild 
A  stormless  sununer."     "  Let  the  PrmcosB  judge 
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Yet  hangs  hia  portrait  in  my  father's  hall 
(The  gaunt  ola  Baron  with  his  beetle  hrow 
8un-shaded  in  the  heat  of  dusty  fights) 
Aa  he  bestrode  my  Graudare,  when  he  fell, 
Aud  all  else  fled :  wepoint  to  it,  and  we  say, 
The  loyal  warmth  of  Florian  is  not  cold. 
But  branches  current  yet  in  kindred  Tcina." 
"  Are  you  that  Psyche,"  Florian  added,  "  she 
"With  whom  I  sang  about  the  morning  hills. 
Flung  faali,  flew  kite,  and  raced  the  purple  fly. 
And  snared  the  squirrel  of  the  glen  ?  are  you 
That  Psyche,  wont  to  bind  my  ttirobbing  brow. 
To  smooth  my  pillow,  mix  the  foaming  draught 
Of  fever,  tell  me  pleasant  tales,  and  read 
My  aekness  down  to  happy  dreams?  are  you 
That  brother-sister  Psyche,  both  in  one  ? 
Ton  were  that  Psyche,  but  what  are  you  now  'f  " 
"  Tou  are  that  Psyche,"  Cyril  S(ud,  "  for  whom 
I  would  be  that  forever  which  I  seem, 
A  woman,  if  I  might  sit  beside  your  feet. 
And  glean  your  scattered  sapience." 

Then  once  more, 
"  Are  you  that  Lady  Psyche,"  I  began, 
"  That  on  her  bridal  mom  before  she  past 
From  all  her  old  companions,  when  the  king 
Kissed  her  pale  cheek,  declared  that  ancient  tiea 
Would  still  De  dear  beyond  the  southern  hills ; 
That  were  there  any  of  our  people  there 
In  want  or  peril,  there  was  one  to  hear 
And  help  them  ?  look !  for  such  are  these  and  I." 
"  Are  you  that  Psyche,"  Florian  asked,  "  to  whom 
In  gentler  days,  your  arrow-wounded  fiiwn 
Came  flying  while  you  sat  beside  the  well  ? 
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The  creature  laid  his  muzzle  on  your  lap, 

And  sobbed,  and  you  sobbed  with  it,  and  the  blood 

Was  sprinkled  on  your  Itirtle,  and  you  wept. 

That  was  fawn'a  blood,  not  brothers,  yet  yon  wept. 

O  by  the  bright  head  of  my  litde  nieee, 

You  were  that  Psyche,  and  what  are  you  now  ?  " 

"  You  are  that  Payohe,"  Cyril  said  again, 

"  The  mother  of  the  sweetest  littJe  maid 

That  ever  crowed  for  kisses." 


She  answered,  " 
The  Spartan  Mother  with  e. 
The  Luciua  Junius  Bratus  of  my  kind  ? 
Hiin  yon.  call  »wat ;  he  for  the  common  werf. 
The  feding  politics  of  ir 
As  I  might  slay  "  '     '  " 
Blew  both  his  EC 
Tho  secular  emancipation  turns 
Of  half  this  world,  be  swerved  from  right  to  save 
A  prince,  a  brotiier  ?  a  Uttle  will  I  jidd. 
Beat  so,  perchance,  for  us,  and  well  for  you. 
O  hard,  when  love  and  duty  clash !    1  fear 
My  conscience  will  not  count  me  fleckless ;  yet — ■ 
Hear  my  conditions :  promise  (otherwise 
You  perish)  as  you  came  to  slip  away. 
To-day,  to-morrow,  soon ;  it  shall  be  said, 
These  women  were  too  barbarous,  would  not  leam ; 
Tliey  fled,  who  might  have  shamed  ns:  promise, 
all." 

What  could  we  else,  we  promised  each ;  and  she. 
Like  some  wUd  creature,  newly-caged,  commenced 
A  to-and-fro,  so  pacing  till  she  paused 
By  Florian ;  holding  out  her  lily  arras, 
Took  both  his  hands,  and  smiling  fiuntly  said : 
•^  I  knew  you  at  the  first ;  though  you  have  grown, 
You  scarce  have  altered :  I  am  sad  and  glad 
To  see  you,  Florian.     /  give  thee  to  death. 
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My  brotber !  it  was  duty  spoke,  not  L 
My  needful  seeming  harslinesg,  pardon  it. 
Our  motiier,  is  she  well  ?  " 

Witt  tliat  she  kissed 
His  forehead,  then,  a  moment  after,  dung 
About  him,  and  betwixt  tliem  blossomed  up 
From  out  a  common  vein  of  memory 
Sweet  houiehold  talk,  and  phrases  of  the  hearth, 
And  fer  alluaon,  IJll  the  gracious  dews 
Began  to  ghsten  and  to  feli :  and  while 

"  I  brought  a  message  here  from  Lady  Blanclie." 
Back  started  she,  and  turning  ronnd  we  saw 
The  Lady  Blanche's  daughter  where  she  stood, 
Melissa,  with  her  hand  upon  the  lock, 
A  rosy  blonde,  and  in  a  college  gown 
That  clad  her  hke  an  April  dafTodilly, 

Ser  mother's  color,)  with  her  lips  apart, 
d  all  her  thoughfa  as  fiiir  mthin  her  eyes. 
As  bottom  agates  seem  to  wave  and  float 
la  crystal  cari-ents  of  clear  morning  seas. 

So  stood  that  same  ihir  creature  at  the  door. 
Then  Lady  Psyche,  "  Ah — Melissai — you  I 
You  heard  us  i' "  and  Melissa,  "  0  pardon  me  I 
I  heard,  I  could  not  help  it,  did  not  wish : 
But,  dearest  Lady,  pray  you  fear  me  not, 
Nor  think  I  bear  that  heart  within  my  breast, 
To  give  three  gallant  gentlemen  to  death." 
"  I  trust  you,"  said  the  other,  "  for  we  two 
Were  always  fiiends,  none  closer,  elm  and  vine : 
But  yet  your  mother's  jealous  temperament — 
Let  not  your  prudence,  dearest,  drowse,  or  prove 
The  Danaid  of  a  leaky  vase,  for  fear 
This  whole  foundation  ruin,  and  I  lose 
My  honor,  these  their  Uves."    "  Ah,  fear  me  not," 
Keplied  Melissa,  "  no — 1  would  not  tell, 
No,  not  for  aU  Aspaaa's  cleverness, 
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Ho,  not  to  anawer,  Madam,  all  those  bard  things 

That  Sheba  came  to  ask  of  Solomon." 

"  Be  it  80,"  the  other,  "  tlmt  we  still  may  lead 

The  new  light  up,  and  culminate  in  peace, 

Por  Solomon  maj"  come  to  Sheba  yet." 

Said  Cyril,  "  Madam,  he  the  wisest  man, 

Feasted  the  woman  wisest  then,  in  halls 

Of  Lebanonian  cedar ;  nor  should  you 

(Though  meidain  you  should  answer,  we  would  ask) 

Less  welcome  find  among  us,  if  you  came 

Among  us,  debtors  for  our  lives  to  you. 

Myself  for  something  more."    He  said  not  what. 

But  "  Tiiaaks,"  slie  answered,  "  go ;  we  have  been 

Together :  keep  your  hoods  about  the  ikce ; 
They  do  so  that  affect  abstraction  here. 
"  leak  little ;  mix  not  with  the  rest ;  and  bold 
promise :  all,  I  trust,  may  yet  be  weU." 

Wo  tamed  to  go,  but  Cyril  took  the  child, 
And  held  her  round  tbc  knees  against  his  w^st, 
And  blew  the  swollen  cheek  of  a  trumpeter. 
While  Psyche  watched  them,  smiling,  and  the  child 
Pushed  her  flat  hand  i^iiist  his  face  and  laughed ; 
And  Uius  our  Conference  closed. 

And  then  we  strolled 
For  half  the  day  through  stately  theatres 
Benched  crescent-wise.     In  each  we  sat,  we  heard 
The  grave  Professor.    On  the  lecture  slate 
The  circle  rounded  under  female  hands 
With  flawless  demonstration :  followed  then 
A  classic  lecture,  rich  in  sentiment, 
With  scraps  of  thundrous  Epic  lilted  out 
By  Tiolet-hooded  Doctors,  elegies 
Aid  quoted  odes,  and  jewels  ftve-words-long, 
That  on  the  stretched  forefinger  of  aE  Time 
Sparkle  forever  i  then  we  dipt  in  all 
Imt  treats  of  whatsoever  is,  the  state. 
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The  total  ciironicles  of  man,  the  mind, 

The  moralg,  something  of  tlie  frame,  the  rock. 

The  star,  the  bird,  the  fish,  the  shell,  the  flower, 

Electric,  chcmic  lawa,  and  all  the  rest, 

And  whatsoever  can  he  taught  and  known ; 

Till  like  three  horses  that  have  broken  fence. 

And  glutted  all  night  long  breasWeep  in  com, 

Wa  issued  goM;ed  witii  knowledge,  and  I  spoke ; 

"  Why,  Sirs,  iSey  do  all  this  as  well  as  we." 

"  They  hunt  old  trails,"  SMd  Cyril,  "  very  well ; 

But  when  did  woman  ever  yet  invent  ?  " 

"  Ungracious !"  answered  Florian, "  have  you  leanrt 

No  more  irom  Pstyche's  lecture,  you  that  talked 

The  trash  that  made  me  ^ck,  and  almost  sad  ?  " 

"  O  trash,"  he  said,  "  but  with  a  kernel  in  it. 

Should  I  not  call  her  wise  who  made  me  wise  ? 

And  learnt?    I  learnt  more  from  her  in  a  flash, 

Than  if  my  brainpan  were  an  empty  hull. 

And  every  Muse  tumbled  a  science  in. 

A  thousand  hearts  lie  Miow  in  these  balls 

And  round  these  halls  a  thousand  baby  loves 

Fly  twanking  headless  arrows  at  the  hearts, 

Whence  folloivs  many  a  vacant  pang ;  but  oh 

With  me,  Sir,  entered  in  the  bi":ger  boy, 

The  Head  of  all  the  golden-shafted  firm. 

The  iong-limbed  !ad  that  had  a  Psyche  too ; 

He  deft  me  through  (he  stomacher ;  and  now 

What  think  you  of  it,  Florian  ?  do  I  chase 

The  substance  or  the  shadow  ?  will  it  hold  ? 

I  have  no  sorcerer's  malison  on  me, 

!No  ghostly  hauntjngs  like  his  Highness.     I 

Flatter  myself  that  always,  everywhere, 

I  know  the  substance  when  I  see  it.    Well, 

Aie  castles  shadows  ?     Three  of  them  ?     Ta  she 

The  sweet  proprietress  a  shadow  ?     If  not, 

Shall  tiose  three  castles  patch  my  tattered  coat  ? 

For  dear  are  those  three  casfles  to  my  wants, 

And  dear  is  sister  Psyche  to  my  heart. 

And  two  dear  things  are  one  of  double  worth. 
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And  mach  I  migbt  have  said,  but  that  my  zone 
Unmanned  me ;  tlicn  the  Doctors !     O  to  hear 
The  Doetora  I     0  to  watch  the  thirsty  plants 
Imbibin"  I  once  ov  twice  I  thought  to  roar, 
To  breiS  my  chMn,  to  shake  my  mane :  bnt  ^ou, 
Moilukte  me,  Soul  of  mincing  mimicry  I 
Make  liquid  treble  of  that  bassoon,  my  throat ; 
Abase  those  eyes  that  ever  loved  to  meet 
Star-sisl«rB  answering  under  crescent  brows ; 
Abate  the  stride,  which  spesJis  of  man,  and  loose 
A  flying  chai-m  of  blushes  o'er  this  cheek, 
Wbere  they  like  swallows  coming  out  of  time 
"Will  wonder  why  they  came ;  but  hark  the  bell 
For  dinner,  let  us  go ! " 

And  in  we  streamed 
Among  the  columns,  pacing  staid  and  still 
By  twos  and  threes,  till  all  from  end  to  end 
with  beauties  every  shade  of  brown  and  &ir, 
In  colors  gayer  than  the  morning  mist, 
The  long  nail  glittered  like  a  bed  of  flowers. 
How  might  a  man  not  wander  from  his  wita. 
Pierced  through  with  eyes,  but  that  I  kept  mine 

Intent  on  her,  who  rapt  in  gkrious  dre^ns 
The  second-sight  of  some  Astrjeaa  E^e, 
Sat  compassed  with  professors :  they,  the  while, 
Discussed  a  doubt,  and  tossed  it  to  and  fro : 
A  clamor  thickened,  mixed  with  inmogt  terms 
Of  art  and  science ;  Lady  Blanche  alone, 
Of  iaded  form  and  haughtiest  lineaments, 
With  all  her  Autumn  tresses  falsely  brown. 
Shot  sidelong  daggers  at  us,  a  tiger-oat 
In  act  to  spring. 
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And  flmoothed  a  petted  peacock  down  with  tliat : 

Some  to  a  low  song  oared  a  shallop  by, 

Or  under  arches  of  the  marhio  bridge 

Hung,  shadowed  from  the  heat ;    some   hid   and 

aought 
In  the  orana;e  thickets :  others  tost  a  ball 
Above  the  tountain-jets,  and  back  agfdn 
With  laughter :  others  lay  about  the  lawns. 
Of  the  older  sort,  and  murmured  that  their  May 
Was  paa^nff:  what  was  learning  unto  tJiem  ? 
They  wished  to  marry ;  they  could  rule  a  house ; 
Men  hated  learned  women ;  but  we  three 
Sat  muffled  like  the  Fates ;  and  often  came 
Melissa,  bitting  all  we  saw  with  shatts 
Of  gentle  satire,  kin  to  charity, 
That  harmed   not :  then  day  droopt ;  the  chapel 

bells 
Called  U3 ;  we  left  the  walks ;  we  mixt  with  those 
Sue  hundred  maidens,  clad  in  purest  white. 
Before  two  streams  of  light  from  wall  to  wall. 
While  the  great  organ  fSaost  burst  his  pipes, 
Groaning  for  power,  and  rolling  through  the  court 
A  long  melodious  thunder  to  the  sound 
Of  soicmu  psakns  and  aiver  litanies, 
The  work  of  Ida,  to  call  down  from  Heaven 
A  blessing  on  her  labors  for  the  world. 


Sweet  a!id  Jow,  sweet  and  low. 

Wind  of  the  weatorn  sen, 
Low,  low,  brenthe  and  blow, 

Wind  M  the  western  sea  1 
Over  the  foiling  waters  go. 
Come  from  the  dying  moon,  and  blow. 

While  my  little  one,  wliile  my  pratty  one,  sleeps. 
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Rest,  rest,  on  motlier's  brenst, 
Father  will  coma  to  thee  soon ; 

Fatliar  will  come  to  his  babe  iu  tl 

Silver  sails  oil  out  of  the  west, 
Under  the  silvet  moon ; 

Sleep,  my  litUa  ona,  sleep,  my  pr 


m. 

Morn  in  the  wbite  wake  of  the  morning  star 
Came  ftirrowng  all  the  orient  into  ^d. 
We  rose,  and  each  by  other  drest  ■with  care 
Descended  to  the  court  that  lay  tliree  parts 
la  shadow,  but  the  Muses'  heads  were  touched 
Above  the  darkneas  from  their  natJTe  East. 

There   while   we   stood   beside   the  fount,  and 
watched 
Or  seemed  to  watch  the  dancing  bubble,  approached 
Melissa,  tinged  with  wan  from  lack  of  sleep, 
Or  grief,  and  glowing  round  her  dewy  eyes 
The  circled  Ins  of  a  night  of  tears ; 
"  And  fly,"  she  cried,  "  0  fly,  while  yet  you  may ! 
My  mother  knows;"  and  when  I  asked  her  "  how," 
"  My  &ult,"  she  wept,  "  my  fault  1  and  yet  not 

Tet  mine  in  part     O  hear  me,  pardon  me ! 
My  mother,  'tis  her  wont  from  night  to  night 
To  rail  at  Lady  Psyche  and  her  side. 
She  says  the  Princess  should  have  been  the  Head, 
Herself  and  Lady  Psyche  the  two  arms ; 
And  so  it  was  ^reed  when  first  they  came ; 
But  Lady  Psvche  was  the  right  hand  now. 
And  she  the  left,  or  not,  or  seldom  used ; 
Hers  more  than  half  the  students,  all  the  love. 
And  so  last  night  she  fell  to  canvass  you ; 
Her  countrywomen  I  she  did  not  envy  her. 
'  Who  ever  saw  such  wild  barbarians  ? 
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Girls  ? — more  lilte  men ! '  and  at  these  words  the 

snake, 
My  secret,  seemed  to  stir  within  my  breast ; 
And  oh,  Sirs,  could  I  help  it,  but  my  eheelc 
Began  to  burn  and  burn,  and  her  lynx  eye 
To  fix  and  make  me  hotter,  lill  she  laughed ; 
'  0  marvellously  modest  maiden,  you ! 
Men  I  girls,  like  men  I  why,  if  they  had  been  men, 
"You  need  not  set  jonr  thoughts  in  rubric  thus 
For  wholesale  comment.'    Pardon,  I  am  shamed 
That  I  must  needs  repeat  for  my  excuse 
What  looks  so  little  graeeftil ;  '  men '  (for  still 
My  motber  went  revolving  on  the  word) 
'  And  so  they  are, — -very  like  men  indeed— 
And  with  tlKit  woman  closeted  for  hours.' 
Then  came  these  dreadfial  words  out  one  by  one, 
'  Why — these — are — men ;  '   I   shuddered  ;     '  and 

you  know  it  I ' 
'  0  a^  me  nothing,'  I  said :  '  And  she  knows  too, 
And  she  conceals  it ! '    So  my  mother  clutched 
The  truth  at  once,  but  with  no  word  from  me ; 
And  now  thus  early  risen  she  ^s  to  inform 
The  Piincess  r  Lady  Psyche  will  be  crushed ; 
But  you  may  yet  be  saved,  and  therefore  fly ; 
But  heal  me  with  your  pardon  ere  you  go." 

"  What  pardon,  sweet  Melissa,  for  a  blush  ?  " 
Siud  Cyril ;  "  Pale  one,  blush  f^ain ;  than  wear 
Those  iilies,  better  blu^  our  Ifvos  away. 
Yet  let  us  breathe  for  one  hour  more  in  Heaven," 
He  added,  "  lest  some  classic  Angel  speak 
In  scorn  of  us,  '  They  mounted,  Ganymedes, 
To  tumble,  Vulcans,  on  the  second  morn.' 
But  1  will  melt  this  marble  into  wax 
To  yield  ua  further  furlough : "  and  he  went 

Melissa  shook  her  doubtful  curls,  and  thought 
He  scarce  would  prosper.    "  TeU  us,"  Florian  asked, 
"  How  grew  this  feud  hetwixt  the  right  and  left." 
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"  O  long  ago,"  she  said,  "  betwixt  these  two 

Division  Buioulders  hidden ;  'tis  my  mother, 

Too  jealous,  often  fretftd  as  the  wind 

Pent  in  a  crevice :  much  I  bear  with  her : 

I  never  knew  my  falher,  bnt  she  says 

(God  help  her  !^  she  was  wedded  to  a  fool ; 

And  slill  she  railed  i^ainat  the  state  of  things. 

She  had  flie  care  of  Lady  Ida's  youth. 

And  from  the  Queen's  decease  she  brought  her  up. 

But  when  your  siater  came  she  won  the  heart 

Of  Ida :  they  were  still  together,  grew 

(For  30 they  said  themselves)  inosculated;  —  - 

Consonant  chords  that  shiver  to  one  note : 

One  mind  in  all  tbings :  yet  my  mother  stall 

Affirms  your  Psyche  thieved  her  theories. 

And  angled  with  them  for  her  pupil's  love : 

She  calls  her  plM;iarist ;  I  know  not  what : 

But  I  must  go  :  I  dare  not  tarry,"  and  light 

As  flies  the  shadow  of  a  bird  she  fled. 

Then  murmured  Florian,  gazing  after  her ; 
"  An  open-hearted  m^den,  true  and  pure. 
If  I  could  love,  why  this  were  she :  how  pretty 
Her  blushing  was,  and  how  slie  blushed  agMH, 
As  if  to  close  with  Cyril's  random  wish : 
Not  like  your  Princess  crammed  with  erring  pride, 
Nor  like  poor  Psyche  whom  she  drags  in  tow." 

"  The  crane,"  I  said,  "  may  chatter  of  the  crane. 
The  dove  may  murmur  of  tlie  dove,  but  I 
An  eade  clan^  an  eagle  to  the  sphere. 
My  Princess,  oh  my  Princess !  tme  she  errs, 
But  in  her  own  grand  way :  being  herself 
Three  tames  more  nobie  dian  threescore  of  men 
She  sees  herself  In  every  woman  else. 
And  so  she  wears  her  error  like  a  crown 
To  blind  the  truth  and  me :  for  her,  and  her, 
Hebes  are  they  to  hand  ambrosia,  mis 
The  neclar ;  but — ah  she — whene'er  she  moves 
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So  saying,  from  the  court  we  paced,  and  gtuned 
The  terrace  ranged  along  the  Northern  front, 
And  leaning  there  on  those  balusters,  high 
Above  l3ie  empurpled  champaign,  drimt  the  g^e 
That  hlown  about  the  foliage  underneath, 
And  sated  with  the  innumerable  rose. 
Beat  balm  upon  our  e3'elid3.     Hither  came 
Cyril,  and  yawning,  "  O  hard  task ! "  he  cried, 
"  No  fighting  shadows  here  I '  I  forced  a  way 
Throu^  aohd  oppoation,  erahbed  and  gnarled. 
Better  to  clear  prime  forests,  heave  and  thump  ■ 
A  league  of  street  in  summer  solstice  down, 
Thau  nammer  at  tliis  reverend  gentlewoman. 
I  knocked,  and  bidden,  entered;  found  her  there 
At  point  to  move,  and  setiied  in  her  eyes 
The  green  malignant  light  of  coming  storm. 
Sir,  f  was  courteous,  every  phrase  well-oiled, 
Ab  man's  could  be ;  yet  maideu-meek  I  prayed 
Concealment :  she  demanded  who  we  were, 
And  why  we  came  ?  I  fabled  nothing  feir, 
But,  your  example  pilot,  told  her  all. 
Up  wont  the  hushed  amaae  of  hand  and  eye. 
But  when  I  dwelt  upon  your  old  affiance. 
She  answered  sharply  that  I  talked  astray. 
I  urged  the  fierce  inscription  on  the  gate. 
And  our  three  livra.  True — we  had  limed  ourselves 
With  open  eyes,  and  we  must  taie  the  chance. 
But  such  extremes,  I  told  her,  well  might  harm 
The  woman's  cause.  '  Not  more  than  now,'  she  said, 
'  So  pnddled  as  it  is  with  fiivoritism.' 
I  tried  the  mother's  heart    Shame  might  beiall 
Melissa,  knowing,  saying  not  she  knew : 
Her  answer  was,  '  Leave  me  to  deal  with  that' 
I  spoke  of  war  to  come  and  many  deaths, 
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I  grew  discouraged,  Sir;  but  ance  I  knew 

No  rock  so  hardbut  that  a  little  wave 

May  beat  admiissioD  in  a  tbousand  years, 

I  recommenced ;  '  Decide  not  ere  you  pauae. 

I  find  you  here  iflit  in  the  second  place, 

Some  say  the  third— the  authentic  foundress  yon. 

I  offer  bohily ;  we  will  seat  you  highest : 

Wint  at  our  advent :  holp  im-  Prince  to  gain 

His  rightful  bride,  and  here  I  pronuse  you 

Some  palace  in  our  own  land,  where  you  shall  reigr 

The  head  and  heart  of  all  our  fiiir  she-world. 

And  your  great  name  flow  on  with  broadening  timt 

Forever.'     Well,  she  balanced  this  a  little, 

And  told  ma  she  would  answer  ua  to-day, 

Meantime  be  mute ;  thus  much,  nor  more,  1  gained.' 

He  eeaang,  came  a  message  from  the  Head. 
"  That  afternoon  the  Princess  rode  to  take 
The  dip  of  certain  strata  to  the  North. 
Would  we  go  with  her  ?  we  should  find  the  land 
Worth  seeing;  and  the  river  made  a  fall 
Out  yonder : "  then  she  pointed  on  to  where 
A  double  hm  ran  up  his  furrowy  forks 
Beyond  the  thiek-leayed  platans  of  the  vale. 

Agreed  to,  this,  the  day  fiod  on  through  aU 
Its  range  of  duties  to  the  appointed  hour. 
Then  summoned  to  the  porch  we  went.    She  stoo 
Among  her  miudens,  higher  by  tlio  head. 
Her  back  ag^nst  a  pillar,  her  fbot  on  one 
Of  those  tame  leopards.     Kittenlike  he  rolled 
And  pawed  about  nor  sacdaL     I  drew  near ; 
I  gazed.     On  a  sudden  my  strange  seizure  came 
Upon  rae,  the  wdrd  vj^on  of  our  house ; 
The  Princess  Ida  seemed  a  hollow  show. 
Her  gay-furred  eate  a  painted  fentasy, 
Her  college  and  her  m^dens  empty  masks, 
And  I  myself  the  shadow  of  a  dream, 
For  all  Ihings  were  and  were  not.     Yet  I  felt 
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My  heart  beat  thick  with  pssion  and  with  awe. 
Then,  from  my  breast  the  inToluntary  H";h 
Brake,  as  she  smote  me  with  the  light  of  eyes 
That  lent  my  taee  deire  to  kneel,  and  shook 
My  pulses,  tili  to  horse  we  got,  and  so 
Went  forth  in  long  retinue  following  up 
The  river  as  it  narrowed  to  the  hilfi. 

I  rode  beside  her,  and  to  me  she  said : 
"  O  friend,  we  trust  that  you  esteemed  us  not 
Too  harsh  to  your  companion  yestei-mom ; 
Unwillingly  we  spake.      "  No — not  to  her," 
I  answered,  "  but  to  one  of  whom  we  spake 
Your  TTighnRBa  might  have  seemed  the  ilnng  you 

"  Again  ?  "  she  cried ;  "  are  you  ambassadresses 
Prom  hun  to  me  ?  we  give  you,  being  strange, 
A  license :  speak,  and  let  the  topic  die." 

I  stammered  that  I  knew  him — could  have 
wished — 
"  Oar  king  expecto— was  tbere  no  precontract — 
There  is  no  true-hearted — ah,  you  seem 
All  he  prefigured,  and  he  could  not  see 
The  bird  of  passage  flying  south  but  h>nged 
To  follow :  surely,  if  your  Highness  keep 
Tour  purport,  jou  will  shock  him  even  to  death, 
Or  baser  courses,  chibiren  of  despair." 

"  Poor  boy,"  she   said,  "  can   he   not  read— no 

(iuoit,  tennis,  ball— no  games  ?  nor  deals  in  that 
Which  men  delight  in,  martial  exercise  ? 
To  nurse  a  blind  ideal,  like  a  airi, 
Methinks  he  seems  no  better  than  a  ^rl ; 
As  girls  were  once,  aa  we  ourselves  &ve  been  ; 
We  had  our  dreams ;  perhaps  he  nuxt  with  them : 
We  touch  on  our  dead  self,  nor  shun  to  do  it. 
Being  other — since  we  learnt  our  meaning  here. 
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She  paused,  ajid  added  with  a  haughtier  smile 
■'  And  as  to  precontracts,  we  move,  ray  friend, 
At  no  man's  beck,  but  know  ourselves  and  thee, 

0  Vashti,  noble  Vashii !  Summoned  out 
She  kept  her  slate,  aud  left  the  drunken  king 
To  bmwl  at  Shuahan  underneath  tba  palna." 

"  JJas  1  your  Highneaa  breathes  full  East,"  I  said, 
"  On  that  wluch  leans  to  you.     1  know  the  Prince, 

1  prize  his  truth :  and  then  how  vast  a  work 
To  assail  this  gray  preenune'nce  of  man  I 
You  grant  me  license :  might  I  use  it  ?  think, 
Kre  half  be  done,  perchance  your  life  may  feit ; 
Then  comes  the  teobler  heiress  of  your  plan, 
And  takes  and  ruins  all ;  and  thus  your  pains 
May  only  make  that  feotprint  upon  saudT 


With  only  Fmne  fbr  spouse  and  your  great  deeds 
For  issue,  yet  may  live  in  vain,  and  miss, 
Meanwhile,  what  every  woman  coimta  her  due, 
Tjovc,  children,  happiness  ?  " 

And  she  exclaimed, 
"  Peace,  you  young  savage  of  the  Northern  wild  1 
What !  though  your  Prince's  love  were  like  a  God's, 
Have  we  not  raada  ourself  the  sacrifice  ? 
Tou  are  bold  indeed ;  we  are  not  talked  to  thus ; 
Yet  will  we  say  for  children,  wonld  ihey  grew 
Like  field-flowers  eveiywhere  I  we  like  them  well ; 
But  children  die ;  and  let  rae  tell  you,  girt, 
Howe'er  you  babbJe,  great  deeds  cannot  die : 
They  with  the  Bun  ana  moon  renew  their  Ught 
Forever,  blessing  those  tliat  look  on  them : 
Children— -that  men  may   pluck   them  from  our 

hearts 
tfiil  US  with  pity,  bi-eak  us  with  ourselves— 
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O — children — there  is  nothing  upon  oarth 
More  miserable  than  she  that  has  a  eon 
And  sees  him  err ;  nor  would  we  work  for  fame ; 
Thovigli  she  perhaps  might  reap  the  applause  of 

Who  learns  the  one  pod  sto  whenee  after-hands 

May  move  the  worid,  though  she  herself  effect 

But  litlie :  wherefore  up  and  act,  nor  shrink 

For  fear  our  solid  mm  be  dis^pated 

By  irail  suoce^orB.    Would,  indeed,  we  had  beeo, 

In  lieu  of  many  mortal  flies,  a  race 

Of  ^ants,  living,  each,  a  thousand  yeai'S, 

That  we  might  see  our  own  wort  out,  and  watch 

The  sandy  footprint  harden  into  stone." 

I  answered  nothing,  doubtful  in  myself 
If  that  strange  Poet-princess  with  her  grand 
Im^nations  might  at  all  he  won. 
And  she  broke  out,  interpreting  my  thoughts. 

"  No  doubt  we  seem  a  kind  of  monster  to  you ; 
We  are  used  to  that ;  for  women,  up  till  this 
Cramped  under  worse  than  Sonth-sea-isle  taboo, 
Dwarfs  of  the  gynecseiaa,  fiiil  so  fitr 
In  high  desire,  they  know  not,  cannot  guess 
How  much  tJieir  welfiire  is  a  passion  to  us. 
If  we  could  rive  them  surer,  quicker  proof — 
0,  if  our  end  were  leas  achievable 
By  slow  approaches  than  by  angle  act 
Of  immolation,  any  phase  of  death,  . 
We  were  as  prompt  to  spring  agiunst  the  pites, 
Or  down  the  fiery  gulf,  as  talk  of  it, 
To  compass  our  dear  iters'  liberties," 

She  bowed  aa  if  to  veil  a  noble  tear ; 
And  up  we  came  to  where  the  river  sloped 
To  plunge  in  cataract,  shattering  on  black  blocka 
A  breadth  of  thunder.     O'er  it  shoot  the  woods, 
And  daoced  the  color,  and,  below,  stuck  out 
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The  bones  of  some  vast  bulk  that  lived  and  roared 
Before  man  ivas.     She  gazed  a  while  and  said, 
"  As  these  rude  bones  to  ua,  are  we  to  her 
Tliat  will  be."     "  Dare  we  dream  of  that,"  I  Mkod, 
"  Which  wrought  us,  as  tlje  woiiman  and  his  worfc 
That  practice  battel's  ?  "    "  How,"  she  cried,  "  you 

The  metaphyaies  I  reaii  and  earn  oar  prize, 

A  golden  broach :  beneath  an  emerald  plane 

Sits  Diotima,  teaching  him  that  died 

Of  hendoct ;  our  device ;  wrought  to  the  life ; 

She  rapt  upon  her  suWect,  he  on  her: 

For  there  are  schools  for  all."     "  And  yet,"  I  stud, 

"  Methinks  I  have  not  found  among  them  alt 

One  anatomic."    "  Nay,  we  thought  of  that," 

Slie  answered,  "  but  it  pleased  ua  not :  in  truth 

We  shudder  but  to  dreiun  our  maids  should  ape 

Those  monstrous  maloa  that  carve  the  living  honnd, 

And  cram  him  with  the  fragments  of  the  grave, 

Or  in  the  dark  dissolving  human  heart. 

And  holy  secrets  of  this  microcosm, 

Dabbling  a  shameless  hand  with  shameful  jest, 

Encamdize  their  spirits ;  yet  me  know 

Knowledge  is  knowledge,  and  this  matter  hangs : 

Ilowbeit  ourself,  foreseeing  casually, 

Nor  willing  men  should  come  among  us,  learnt, 

For  many  weary  moons  before  we  came. 

This  oraft  of  healing.    Were  you  ack,  ourself 

Would  tend  upon  you.     To  your  question  now. 

Which  touches  on  the  workman  and  his  work. 

Let  there  be  light,  and  there  was  light :  'tjs  so ; 

For  was,  and  is,  and  will  be,  are  but  is ; 

And  all  cresitiou  is  one  act  at  once, 

The  birti  of  light :  but  we  that  are  not  all, 

As  parts,  can  see  but  parts,  now  this,  now  that. 

And  live,  perforce,  from  thought  to  thought,  and 

One  act  a  phantom  of  succession ;  thus 

Our  weakness  somehow  shapes  the  shadow,  Time ; 
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202  THE    PBDJCEaS; 

But  in  the  shadow  will  we  work,  and  mould 
The  woman  to  the  fuller  ilay." 

She  spake 
With  kindled  eyes  :  we  rode  a  league  beyond, 
And  o'er  a  bridge  of  pinewood  crossing,  came 
On  flowery  levels  underneath  the  crag. 
Full  of  all  beauty.     "  O  how  sweet,"  I  said, 
(For  I  was  half  obliyious  of  my  mask,) 
"  To  linger  here  with  one  that  loved  us  ! "     "  Yea,'' 
She  answered,  "  or  with  iair  philosophies 
That  lift  the  fiincy ;.  for  indeed  these  fields 
Are  lovely,  lovelier  not  the  Elyaan  lawns, 
Where  paced  the  Demigods  of  old,  and  saw 
The  soft  white  vapor  streak  the  crowned  towers 
Built  to  the  Sun  : "  then,  turning  to  her  maids, 
"  Htch  our  pavilion  here  npon  the  sward ; 
Lay  out  the  viands."     At  the  word,  they  raised 
A  tent  of  satin,  elaborately  wrought 
With  fiiir  Corinna's  trinmph ;  here  she  stood, 
En^t  with  many  a  florid  maiden-cheek, 
The  woman-conqueror ;  womau-conquered  there 
The  bearded  "Victor  of  ten  thousand  hymns, 
And  all  the  men  mourned  at  his  side :  but  we 
Set  forth  to  climb ;  then,  climbing,  Cyril  kept 
With  Psyche,  with  Melissa  Florian,  I 
With  mine  affianced.     Many  a  little  hand 
Glanced  like  a  touch  of  sunshine  on  the  rocks. 
Many  a  light  foot  shone  like  a  jewel  set 
In  the  daric  crag ;  latd  then  we  turned,  we  wound 
About  the  cliffs,  the  copses,  out  and  in, 
Hammering  and  clinking,  chattering  stony  names 
Of  shale  and  hornblende,  ri^  and  trap  and  tuff, 
Amygdaloid  and  trachyte,  tall  the  Sun 
Grew  broader  toward  his  death  and  fell,  and  all 
The  rosy  heights  came  out  above  the  lawns. 
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The  loQB  light  shakes  noniss  the  lakes, 
And  thB  wild  cataract  leaps  in  glorv. 
Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  flying: 
Blow,  bugle ;  oubwbc,  ochoes,  (lying,  dying,  dying. 

O  hark,  0  heur  1  how  thin  and  cienr, 
And  iMnner,  cieacer,  further  going! 
0  sweet  and  mr,  ftom  cliff  nod  soar. 
The  homa  of  Ellland  feinUy  blowing! 
Blow,  let  ti3  hear  the  purple  glens  replying: 
Blow,  bugle;  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dying,  dying. 

0  love,  they  die  in  yon  rich  afcy. 

They  fmnt  on  hill  or  Seld  or  livei': 
Our  echoes  roll  &om  soul  to  soul, 

And  grow  tbreTer  and  forever. 
Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  Wie  wild  ecfioes  flyuig, 
And  answer,  echoes,  answer,  dying,  dying,  djiug. 


"  Thbue  sinks  the  nebulous  starwe  tall  the  Sun, 
If  tliat  hjpotlieaia  of  Iheira  be  sound," 
Said  Ida;  "let  us  down  and  reat;"  and  we 
Down  from  the  lean  and  ■wrinkled  precipices, 
By  every  coppice-feathered  chasm  and  cleft, 
Dropt  through  the  ambrosial  gloom  to  where  below, 
No  biMer  than  a,  ^low-worm,  shone  the  tent 
LamjHht  from  the  inner.     Once  she  leaned  on  me, 
Deseendinff ;  once  or  twice  she  lent  her  hand, 
And  blissfS  palpitations  in  the  blood, 
Stirring  a  sudden  transport,  rose  and  fell. 

But  when  we  planted  level  feet,  and  dipt 
Beneath  the  satin  dome  and  entered  in, 
There  leaning  deep  in  broidered  down  we  sank 
Our  elbows :  on  a  tripod  iti  the  midst 
A  fragrant  flame  rose,  and  before  us  clewed 
Fruit,  blossom,  viand,  amber  wine  and  gold. 
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Then  she,  "  Let  s 


"  Tears,  idle  feavs,  I  know  not  what  they  mean, 
Teara  from  the  depth  of  some  diviae  desptur 
Rise  in  the  heart,  and  galber  to  the  eyes, 
In  looking  on  the  happy  Autumn-fleldB, 
And  thinking  of  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

"  Fresh  as  the  first  beam  glittering  on  a  swl, 
That  hrings  our  friends  up  from  the  iiadorworld. 
Sad  as  the  last  which  reddens  over  one 
That  sinks  with  all  we  love  beh>w  the-vei^e ; 
So  sad,  so  fresh,  the  days  timt  are  no  more. 

"  Ah,  sad  and  strange  as  in  dai^  summer  dawns 
The  earliest  pipe  of  half-awakened  birds 
To  dying  ears,  when  unto  dying  eyes 
The  casement  slowly  grows  a  ghmmering  square ; 
So  sad,  so  strange,  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

"  Dear  as  remembered  kisses  after  death. 
And  sweet  as  those  by  hopeless  &ney  feigned 
On  lips  that  are  for  others;  deep  as  love. 
Deep  as  first  lore,  and  wild  with  all  regret ; 
0  Death  in  Life,  the  days  that  are  no  more." 

She  eaded  with  such  passion  that  tie  tear, 


Answered  the  Princess,  "  If  indeed  there  haunt 
About  the  moiddered  lodges  of  the  Past 
So  aweet  a  voice  and  vague,  fetal  to  men. 
Well  needs  it  we  should  cram  our  ears  with  wool 
And  so  pace  by:  but  thine  are  fancies  hatched 
In  silken-folded  idleness  ;  nor  is  it 
Wiser  to  weep  a  true  occasion  lost. 
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3iit  trim  our  sails,  and  let  old  bygones  be 
vVliilo  down  the  streams  tliat  float  ua  each  and  all 
To  tlie  issue,  goes,  lifaj  glittering  beigs  of  ice, 
Throne  after  Sirone,  and  molten  oa  Sie  ■waate 
Becomes  a  cloud ;  for  all  things  eerve  their  time 
Toward  that  great  j^ear  of  equal  mights  and  rights, 
Nor  would  I  fight  witJi  iron  laws,  in  the  end 
Found  golden ;  let  the  past  be  past;  let  be 
Their   cancelled   Babels :   though  the   rough  kex 

break 
The  starred  mosaic,  and  the  wild  goa,t  hang 
Upon  the  shafi,  and  the  wild  fig-tree  split 
Their  monstrous  idols,  care  not  while  we  hear 
A  trumpet  in  the  distance  pealing  news 
Of  better,  and  Hope,  a  poising  eagle,  bums 
Above  the  unriseu  morrow : "  then  to  me ; 
"  linow  yon  no  song  of  your  own  land,"  she  said, 
"  Not  such  as  moans  about  the  retrospect. 
But  deals  with  the  other  distance  and  the  hues 
Of  promise ;  not  a  death's  head  at  the  wine." 


Prom  mine  own  land,  part  made  long  smee,  and 

Now  while  1  sang ;  and  maidenlike  as  far 
As  I  could  ape  their  treble,  did  1  sing. 

"  0  Swallow,  Swallow,  flying,  flying  South, 
Fly  lo  her,  and  fall  upon  her  gilded  eaves. 
And  tell  her,  tell  her  what  I  tell  to  ihee. 

"  O  tell  her,  Sw^ow,  thou  that  know^t  each. 
That  bright  aaid  fierce  and  fickJe  is  the  South, 
And  dark  and  true  and  tender  is  the  North. 

"  O  Swallow,  Swallow,  if  I  could  follow,  and  iighl 
Upon  her  lattice,  I  would  pipe  and  thrill, 
And  cheep  and  twitter  twenty  million  loves. 
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"  O  were  I  thou  that  ste  might  taku  me  in, 
And  lay  me  on  her  bosom,  and  her  heart 
Would  rock  the  snowy  craxJle  (ill  I  died. 

"  Why  lingereth  she  to  clothe  her  heart  with  love, 
Delaying  as  the  tender  ash  delays 
To  clotihe  herself,  when  all  the  woods  are  green  ? 

"  O  fell  her,  Swallow,  that  thy  brood  is  flown ; 
Say  to  her,  I  do  but  wanton  Ja  the  South, 
But  in  the  Norih  long  ance  my  neat  is  made. 

"  O  tell  her,  btief  is  life  but  love  is  long. 
And  brief  the  sun  of  summer  in  the  NocUi, 
And  brief  the  moon  of  beauty  in  the  South. 


And  tall  her,  tell  her,  that  I  follow  thee." 

I  ceased,  and  all  the  ladies,  each  at  each, 
Lite  the  Ithaeensian  suitors  in  old  time, 
Stared  with  great  ey^,  aad  laughed  with  alien  lips, 
And  knew  not  what  they  meant;  fbr  still  my  voitie 
Hang;  false ;  but  smiling,  "  Not  for  thee,"  she  said, 
"  O  Bulbul,  any  rose  of  GuKatan 
Shall  burst  her  veil :  marsh-divors,  rather,  maid, 
Shall  croak  thee  sistar,  or  the  meiidow-crake 
Grate  her  harsh  kindred  in  the  grass :  and  this 
A  mere  love-poem  !    0  for  such,  my  inend. 
We  hold  them  alight :  they  mind  us  of  the  time 
When  we  made  bricks  in  Egypt  Knaves  are  men. 
That  lute  and  flute  fentastic  tenderness, 
And  dress  the  victim  to  the  offering  up, 
And  paint  the  gates  of  Hell  with  Paradise, 
And  play  the  slave  to  gain  the  tyranny. 
Poor  som  I     I  had  a  maid  of  honor  once ; 
She  wept  her  true  eyes  blind  for  auch  a  one. 
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997 

.  .    .^  Is  and  serenades. 

I  loved  her.     Peace  be  mth  her.     She  is  <iead. 

So  they  blaspheme  the  muse  1  but  great  is  eong 

Used  to  great  ends:  ourself  have  wlen  tried 

VjJbj'rian  hynma,  or  into  rhythm  have  dashed 

The  passion  of  the  prophetess ;  for  song 

Ib  duer  unto  freedom,  force,  and  gvowtK 

Of  spirit,  than  to  junketing  and  love. 

Love  is  it?     Would  this  same  mock-love  and  tluB 

Mock-Hymen  were  laid  up  like  winter  bats, 

nil  £dl  men  grew  to  rate  us  at  our  worth, 

Not  Y^sals  to  be  beat,  nor  pretty  babes 

To  be  dandled,  no,  bnt  living  wills,  and  sphered 

Whole  in  ourselves,  and  owed  to  none.     Enough ! 

Bnt  now  to  leaven  play  with  profit,  you. 

Know  ^u  no  fiong,  fie  true  growth  of  your  soil. 

That  gives  the  mannera  of  your  countrywomen  ?  " 

She  spoke,  and  turned  her  sumptuous  head  with 

Of  shining  expectation  fixt  on  mine. 

Then  while  I  dragged  my  brtuns  ibr  such  a  song, 

Cyril,  with    whom   the   bell-mouthed   fl;^   had 

wrought, 
Or  mastered  by  the  sense  of  sport,  beffiin 
To  troll  a  eareleas,  careless  tavern-catch 
Of  Moll  and  Meg,  and  strange  experiences 
XTnmeet  for  ladies.    Floiian  nodded  at  him, 
I  frowning ;  Psyche  flushed  and  wanned  and  shook ; 
The  lily-lflte  Melissa  drooped  her  brows; 
"  Forbear,"  the  Princess  cried ;  "  Forbear,  Sir,"  I ; 
And  heated  through  and  through  with  wrath  and 

I  smote  him  on  the  breast ;  he  started  up ; 
There  rose  a  shriek  as  of  a  cify  sacked ; 
Melissa  clamored,  "  Flee  the  death  I  "  "To  horse  1 " 
Said  Ida ;  "  home  I  to  horse  I "  and  fled,  as  flies 
A  troop  of  snowy  doves  athwart  the  dusk, 
When  some  one  batters  at  the  dovecote  doors, 
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^  hopes 
a  them  psusing  from  ms :  hoof  by  hoof, 
And  eyerj  hoof  a  knell  to  my  desires, 
Clanged  on  the  hridge ;  and  then  another  ahriek, 
"  The  Head,  the  Head,  the  Princess,  oh  the  Head  I " 
For  blind  with  rage  she   miaaed  the   pfank,  and 

In  the  river.     Out  I  sprang  from  glow  to  gloom ; 
There  whirled  her  white  robe   Eke   a   blossomed 

branch 
Kapt  to  the  horrible  fall :  a  glance  I  gave, 
No  more ;  but  woman-vested  as  I  was. 
Plunged;  and  the  flood  drew;  yet  I  caught  her; 

Oaring  one  arm,  and  bearing  in  my  left 

The  weight  of  all  the  hopes  of  halt  the  ivorld. 

Strove  to  buffet  to  land  in  vain.     A  tree 

Was  half-diarooted  irom  his  place,  and  stooped 

To  drench  his  dark  locks  in  tiie  gurgling  wave 

Mid-ohannel.     Bjght  on  this  we  drove  and  caught, 

And  grasping  down  the  bougha  I  gtuned  the  shore. 

There  stood  her  maidens  glimmeringly  grouped 
In  the  hollow  hank.  One  reaching  forward  drew 
My  burthen  from  mine   arma;   they  cried  "She 

They  bore  her  back  into  the  tent ;  hut  1, 

So  much  a  kind  of  shame  within  me  wrought. 

Not  yet  endured  to  meet  her  opening  eyes, 

Nor  found  my  friends ;  but  pushed  alone  on  foot 

fFor  since  her  horse  was  lost  1  left  her  mine) 

Across  the  woods,  and  less  from  Indian  craft 

Than  beelike  instinct  hiveward,  found  at  length 

The  garden  portals.     Two  great  statues.  Art 

And  Science,  Caryatids,  lifted  up 

A  weight  of  emblem,  and  betwixt  were  valves 

Of  open-work  in  which  the  hunter  racd 
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1,  manlike,  but  liia  brows 
Had  sprouted,  aad  tbe  branches  thereupon 
Spread  out  at  top,  and  grimly  spiked  the  gates. 

A  little  space  was  left  between  the  horns, 
Through  which  I  clambered  o'er  at  top  with  pain, 
Di'Opt  on  the  sward,  and  up  the  linden  walks, 
And,  tost  on  thoughts  that  changed  from  hue  to  hue, 
Now  poring  on  the  glow-worm,  now  the  star, 
1  paced  the  terrace,  till  the  bear  had  wheeled 
Through  a  great  arc  his  seven  slow  suns. 

Of  lightest  echo,  then  a  loftier  form 

Than  female,  moTing  through  the  nncertain  gloom, 

Disturbed  me  with  the  doubt  "  if  this  were  she," 

But  it  was  Elorian.    "  Hist,  0  hist,"  he  swd, 

"  They  seek  us ;  out  so  late  is  out  of  rules. 

Moreover, '  seize  the  stra^ers '  is  the  cry. 

How  came  you  here  ?  "    Itold  him,     "  I,"  said  he. 


Arriving  all  confiised  among  the  rest. 

With  hooded  brows  I  crept  into  the  hah, 

And,  couched  behind  a  Judith,  andevneath 

The  head  of  Holofemes  peeped  and  saw. 

Girl  after  riri  was  called  to  trial ;  each 

Disolfumed  all  fcnowledM  of  us :  last  of  all, 

Melissa ;  trust  me.  Sir,  I  pitied  her. 

She,  questioned  if  she  knew  ns  men,  at  first 

Was  silent ;  closer  prest,  denied  it  not : 

And  then,  demanded  if  her  molher  knew. 

Or  Psyche,  she  affirmed  not,  or  denied : 

From  whence  the  Eoyal  mind,  iamiliar  with  her, 

Easily  gathered  either  guilt.     She  sent 

For  Fayche,  but  she  was  not  there  ;  she  called 

For  Psyche's  child  to  cast  it  from  the  doors ; 

She  sent  for  Blanche  to  accuse  her  lace  to  fiice ; 

And  I  dipt  out :  but  wMther  will  you  now  ? 
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Aftd  where  are  Payche,  Cyril  ?  both  are  fled. 
What,  if  together  ?  that  were  not  so  well 
Would  rather  we  had  never  come !     I  dread 
His  wildness,  and  tlie  chances  of  the  dark." 

"  And  yet,"  I  said,  "jrou  wrong  hica  moi-e  than  1 
That  struck  him :  this  is  proper  fo  the  clown, 
Though  smocked,  or  furred  and  purpled,  slall  the 

clown. 
To  haiTO  the  thing  that  trusts  him,  and  to  shame 
Tliat  which  he  says  he  loves :  for  Cyril,  howe'er 
He  deal  in  frolic,  as  to-night — the  song 
Might  have  been  worse  and  sinned  in  grosser  lips 
Beyond  all  pardon — aa  it  is,  I  hold 
These  flashes  on  the  surface  are  not  he. 
He  has  a  solid  base  of  temperament : 
But  as  the  water-lil^  starts  and  slides, 
Upon  the  level  in  hide  puffl  of  wind; 
Though  anchored  to  the  bottom,  such  is  he." 

Scarce  had  I  ceased,  when  from  a  tamarisk  near 
Tito  !Prootors  leapt  upon  ns,  crying,  "  Names." 
He,  standing  still,  was  clutched ;  but  I  began 
To  thrid  the  musky-circled  maaes,  wind 
And  double  in  and  out  the  boles,  and  race 
By  all  the  fount^ns :  fleet  I  was  of  foot ; 
Before  me  showered  the  rose  la  flakes ;  behind 
I  heard  the  puffed  pursuer ;  at  mine  ear 
Bubbled  the  nighting^e  and  heeded  not, 
And  secret  laughter  tickled  all  my  eoul. 
At  last  I  hooked,  my  ankle  in  a  vine. 
That  daspt  the  feet  of  a  Mnemo^ne, 
And  falling  on  my  ftce  was  caught  and  known. 

They  haled  us  to  the  Princess,  where  she  sat 
High  in  the  hall :  above  her  drooped  3  lamp, 
And  made  the  single  jewel  on  her  brow 
Bum  like  the  mystic  fire  on  a  mast-head, 
Prophet  of  storm :  a  handmaid  on  each  side 
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Rowed  toward  her,  comHng  out  her  long  black  hiuT 
Damp  from  the  river  ;  and  dose  behind  her  stood 
Eight  daughters  of  tbe  plough,  stronger  than  men. 
Huge  women,  blowzed  with  health,  and  wind,  and 

And  labor.     Each  was  Uke  a  Druid  rock ; 

Or  like  a  spire  of  land  that  stands  apart 

Cleft  from  the  main,  and  wailed  about  with  mewB. 

Then,  s 
An  adven 

Half-naked  as  if  caaght  at  once  from  bed, 
And  tumbled  on  the  purple  fbotcloth,  la;)^ 
The  lily-shining  child ;  and  on  the  left. 
Bowed  on  her  palms  and  folded  up  irom  wrong. 
Her  round  white  shoulder  shaken  with  her  sobs, 
Melissa  knelt;  but  Lady  Blanche,  erect, 
Stood  up  and  spake,  an  affluent  orator : 

"  It  was  not  thus,  oh  Princess,  in  old  days ; 
You  prized  my  counsel,  lived  upon  my  lips ; 
I  led  you  then  to  all  the  Castf^ies ; 
I  fed  you  with  the  milk  of  every  Muse; 
I  loved  you  like  this  fcneeler,  and  you  rae. 
Your  second  mother ;  fiiose  were  gracious  times. 
Then  came  your  new  friend :  you  began  to  change — 
I  saw  it  and  grieved — to  slacken  and  to  cool ; 
Till  taken  wiOi  her  seeming  openness 
You  turned  your  warmer  currents  all  to  her. 
To  me  you  iroze ;  this  w^  my  meed  for  all. 
Yet  I  bore  up  in  part  from  ancient  love. 
And  parfly  that  I  hoped  to  win  you  back, 
And  partly  conscious  of  my  own  deserts. 
And  partly  that  you  were  my  civil  head, 
And  cMefly  yiiu  were  born  for  something  great 
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up  in  one  night  and  due  to  sudden  sun : 
We  took  this  palace ;  but  even  from  the  first 
You  stood  in  your  own  li^ht  and  darkened  mine. 
What  student  came  but  that  you  planed  her  pa^ 
To  Lady  Psyche,  younger,  not  bo  wise, 
A  foreigner,  and  I  your  countrywoman, 
I  your  old  friend  and  tried,  she  new  in  all  ? 
But  Eiili  her  lists  were  swelled  and  mine  were  lean  ; 
Yet  I  bore  up,  in  hope  she  would  bo  known ; 
Then   came  these   wolves:   they   knew   her;  they 

endured, 
Long-closeted  mth  lier  the  yestermom. 
To  lelt  her  what  they  were,  and  she  to  hear; 
And  me  none  told ;  not  less  to  an  eye  like  mine, 
A  Mless  watcher  of  the  public  weaJ, 
Last  night,  their  mask  was  patent,  and  my  foot 
Was  ia  you ;  but  I  thought  again :  I  feared 
To  meet  a  cold  '  We  ttenk  you,  we  shall  hear  of  it 
From  Lady  Psyche : '  you  had  gone  to  her, 
She  told,  perforce ;  and  winning;  easy  grace. 
No  doubt  for  slight  delay,  remained  among  us 
In  our  yonng  nursery  still  unknown,  the  stem 
Less  grfun  than  touchwood,  while  my  honest  heat 
Were  all  miscounted  as  malignant  h^te 
To  push  my  rival  out  of  place  and  power. 
But  pubUo  use  required  Sie  should  be  known ; 
And  ance  my  oath  was  ta'en  for  public  use, 
I  broke  the  letter  of  it  to  keep  the  sense. 
I  spoke  not  then  at  flret,  but  watehed  them  well, 
Saw  that  they  kept  apart,  no  nuschief  done ; 
And  yet  this  day  (though  you  should  hate  me  foi 

it) 
I  came  to  tell  you ;  found  that  you  had  gone, 
Ridden  to  the  hills,  she  likewise  :  now,  I  thought, 
That  surely  she  will  speak ;  if  not,  then  1 
Did  she  ?  these  monsters  blazoned  what  they  were, 
According  to  the  coarseness  of  their  kind. 
For  thus  I  hear ;  and  known  at  last  (my  work) 
And  fill!  of  cowardice  and  guilty  shame. 
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A   MEDLEY. 


fl  grant  iQ  lier  some  sense  of  shame,)  slie  flies; 
Ani  I  remain  on  whom  to  wre^  your  vage, 
I,  tiiat  have  lent  my  life  to  build  up  yours, 
J,  that  have  wasted  here  health,  wealth  and  time 
And  talents,  I— you  know  it — I  will  not  Ijoast : 
Dismiss  me,  and  I  prophesy  your  plan, 
Divorced  from  my  experience,  will  be  chaff 
For  every  gust  of  chance,  and  men  will  say 
We  did  not  know  the  real  light,  but  chased 
The  wisp  that  fliekera  where  no  foot  can  tread," 

She  ceased :  the  Princess  answered  coldly, "  Good : 
Tour  oath  is  broken ;  we  dismiss  you;  go. 
For  this  lost  iamb  (she  pointed  to  the  child) 
Our  mind  is  changed ;  we  take  it  to  ourselves." 


Thereat  the  Lady  stretched  a  vulture  throat, 
And  shot  from  crooked  lips  a  hi^gard  smile. 
"  The  plan  was  mine.    I  built  the  nest,"  she  said, 
"  To  hatch  the  cuckoo.     Kise  I "  and  stooped  to 

updrag 
Melissa :  she,  half  on  her  molher  propt, 
Half-drooping  from  her,  tarned  her  race,  and  cast 
A  liquid  look  on  Ida,  fiiU  of  prayer, 
Which  melted  Fiorian's  fancy  as  she  hung, 
A  Niobean  daughter,  one  arm  out, 
Appealing  to  the  bolts  of  Heaven ;  and  while 
We  ga^ed  upon  her  came  a  Utde  stir 
About  the  doors,  and  on  a  sudden  rushed 
Among  us,  out  of  breath,  as  one  pursued, 
A  woman-post  in  flying  raiment.     Fear 
Stared  in   her  eyes,   and   chalked  her  face,  and 

winged 
H^r  transit  to  the  throne,  whereby  she  fell 
Delivering  sealed  despatches,  which  the  Head 
Took  haltamazed,  ana  in  her  lion's  mood 
Tore  open,  silent  we  with  blind  surmise 
Ke"ardina,  while  she  read,  till  over  brow 
And  cheek  and  bosom  brake  the  wrathful  bloom 
As  of  some  fire  against  a  stormy  cloud, 
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304  THE    PEINCBSa; 

When  the  wild  peaaanfc  rights  himself,  the  rick 

Flames,  and  hia  anger  reddens  in  the  heavens ; 

For  anger  moat  it  seemed,  while  now  her  breast, 

Beaten  with  some  great  passion  at  her  heart, 

Palpitated,  her  band  shook,  and  we  heard 

In  the  dead  hush  die  papers  that  she  held 

Busde :  at  once  the  lost  lamb  at  her  feet 

Sent  ont  a  bitter  bleating  Ibr  its  dam ; 

The  plaintive  cry  jarred  on  her  ire ;  she  crushed 

The  scrolls  togeUker,  made  a  sudden  turn 

As  if  to  speak,  but,  utterance  Mling  her, 

She  whirled  them  on  to  me,  as  who  should  say 

"  Eead,"  and  I  read—two  letters— one  her  sire's. 

"  Fair  daughter,  when  we  sent  the  Prince  yx>ut 

We  knew  not  your  ungracious  laws,  which  learnt. 
We,  conscious  of  what  temper  you  are  built, 
Caroe  all  in  haste  to  hinder  wrong,  but  fell 
Into  his  fother's  hands,  who  has  this  night, 
Tou  lying  close  upon  his  territory, 
Slipt  round  and  in  the  daii  invested  you. 
And  here  he  keeps  me  host^e  for  his  son." 

The  second  was  my  fiither's,  running  thus : 
"You  have  our  son :  touch  not  a  hiur  of  his  head: 
Render  him  up  unscathed :  give  him  your  hand ; 
Cleave  to  your  contract :  thongh  indeed  we  hear 
You  hold  the  woman  is  the  better  man ; 
A  rampant  heresy,  such  as  if  it  spread 
Would  make  all  women  kick  agamst  their  Lords 
Through  Ml  the  world,  and  whiii  might  well  deserve 
That  we  this  night  should  pluck  your  palace  down : 
And  we  will  do  it,  unless  you  send  ns  Dack 
Our  son,  on  the  instant,  whole." 

So  far  I  read; 
And  then  stood  up  and  spoke  impetuously ; 

"  0  not  to  pry  and  peer  on  your  reserve. 
But  led  by  golden  wishes  and  a  hope 
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The  child  of  r^al  compact,  did  I  break 

Your  prednct ;  not  a  scorner  of  your  ses 

But  venerator,  zealous  it  should  be 

All  that  it  nught  be :  hew  me,  for  I  bear. 

Though  man,  yet  human,  whateoe'er  your  ivrongs. 

From  the  flasen  curl  to  the  gray  lock  a  life 

Leas  mine  than  yours :  my  nurse  would  tell  me  of 

I  babbled  for  you,  ^  babies  for  the  moon, 
Vt^ue  bri^btiieas ;  when  a  boy,  you  stooped  to  me 
From  all  high  places,  lived  in  all  ftir  lights. 
Came  in  long  breezes  rapt  from  inmost  south, 
Aad  blown  to  inmost  north ;  at  eve  and  dawn 
With  Ida,  Ida,  Ida,  rang  the  woods ; 
Tlie  leader  wild-swan  in  among  iiie  stars 
Would  clang  it,  and  Japt  in  ivreaths  of  glow-worm 

light 
The  mellow  breaker  murmured  Ida.    Now, 
Because  I  would  have  reached  you,  yoa  !iad  been 
Sphered  up  with  Cassiopeia,  or  the  enthroned 
Persephone  in  Hades,  now  at  Jength, 
Those  winters  of  abeyance  all  worn  out, 
A  man  I  came  to  see  you :  but,  indeed. 
Not  in  this  frequence  can  I  lend  fiiU  tongue, 

0  noble  Ida,  to  those  thoughts  that  wait 
On  you,  their  centre :  Jot  me  say  but  this, 
That  many  a  fiimoM  man  and  woman,  town 
And  landskip,  have  I  heard  of,'  after  seen 

The  dwar&  of  presage ;  though  when  known,  there 

Another  kind  of  beauty  in  detail 
Made  them  worth  knowing ;  but  iu  you  I  found 
My  boyish  dream  involved  and  dazzled  down 
And  mastered,  while  that  after-beau^  mates 
Such  head  &ora  act  to  act,  from  hour  to  hour. 
Within  me,  tfiat  except  you  slay  rae  here, 
According  ta  your  bitter  statute-book, 

1  canaot  cease  to  follow  you  as  they  say 
The  seal  does  music ;  who  desire  you  more 
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Than  gromn^  bop  their  manliood ;  dying  lips, 
With  many  diousaud  matters  left  to  do, 
The  breath  of  life;  oh,  more  tlian  poor  men  wealth. 
Than  ack  men  health — yours,  joars,  not  mine— but 

half 
Without  you,  with  you,  whole ;  and  of  those  halvca 
You  woruuest ;  and  howe'er  you  block  and  bar 
Tour  heart  with  system  out  from  mine,  I  hold 
That  it  beuomea  no  man  to  nurse  despair, 
But  in  the  teeth  of  clenched  anta^aisms 
To  follow  up  the  worthiest  till  he  oie ; 
Yet  that  I  came  not  ali  unauthorized, 
Behold  your  iather's  letter." 

On  one  knee 
Kneeling,  I  gave  it,  which  she  caught,  and  dashed 
Unopened  at  her  feet:  a  tide  of  fierce 
Inyectivo  seemed  to  wait  behind  her  lips, 
As  waits  a  river  level  with  the  dam 
Keady  to  burst  and  flood  the  world  with  foam ; 
And  so  she  would  have  spoken,  but  there  rose 
A  hubbub  in  the  court  ot  half  tiie  maids 
Gathered  together ;  from  the  illumined  hall 
Long  lanes  of  splendor  slanted  o'er  a  press 
Of  snowy  shoulders,  thick  as  herded  ewes, 
And  rainbow  robes,  and  gems  and  gemlike  eyes, 
And  gdd  and  goldea  he^ ;  they  to  and  fro 
Fluctuated,  as  flowers  in  storm,  some  red,  some  pale, 
All  open-montiied,  all  gazing  to  the  light, 
Some  crying  there  was  an  army  in  fbe  lajid. 
And  some  that  men  were  in  the  very  walls, 
And  some  they  cared  not;  till  a  clamor  grew 
As  of  a  new-world  Babel,  woman-built. 
And  worse-oonfbnnded :  high  above  them  stood 
The  placid  marble  Muses,  looking  peam 

Hot  peace,  she  looked,  the  Head ;  but  rising  up 
Kobed  m  the  long  night  of  her  deep  haii",  so 
To  the  open  window  moved,  remaning  there 


H..,L=-jnGooglc 


Fixt  like  a  beacon-tower  above  the  ■waves 
Of  tempest,  when  the  orimson-rolling  eye 
Glares  ruin,  and  tie  wild  birds  on  the  light 
Dash  themaelves  dead.    Slie  stretched  her  ajms 

and  called 
Across  the  tamult,  and  tho  tumult  fell ; 

"  What  fear  ye,  brawlers  ?  am,  not  I  your  Head  7 
On  me,  me,  me,  the  storm  first  breaks;  /dare 
All  these  male  thunderbolts ;  what  is  it  ye  fear  ? 
Peace  I   there  are  those   to  avenge  ns,  and  they 

If  not, — myself  were  like  enough,  oh  ^-Is, 
To  imlurl  the  m^den  banner  of  our  rights, 
And  clad  in  iron  burst  the  ranks  of  war, 
Or,  &lh'ng,  protomartyr  of  our  cause, 
Die :  yet  I  blame  ye  not  so  much  tor  fear ; 
Six  thousand  years  of  fear  liave  made  ye  that 
From  which  1  would  redeem  ye :  but  for  those 
That  stir  this  hubbub — you  and  you— -I  know 
Tour  faces  there  in  the  crowd — to-morrow  mom 
We  hold  a  great  convention ;  then  shall  they 
That  love  their  voices  more  thaji  duty,  learn 
With  whom  they  deal,  dismissed  in  shame  to  live 
No  wiser  than  their  mothers,  household  stuif, 
Live  chattels,  mincers  of  each  other's  feme, 
Full  of  weak  poison,  turnspits  for  the  clown. 
The  drunkard  s  football,  laughing-elocks  of  Hme, 
Whoso  briuns  are  in  their  hands  and  in  their  heels, 
But  fit  to  fiannt,  to  dress,  to  dance,  to  thrum. 
To  tramp,  to  soresun,  to  burnish,  and  to  scour, 
Forever  daves  at  home  and  fools  abroad  1 " 

She,  ending,  waved  her  bands :  thereat  the  crowd 
Muttering,  dissolved :  then  with  a  smile,  that  looked 
A  strAe  of  cruel  sunsliine  on  the  cliff 
When  all  the  glens  are  drowned  in  azure  gloom 
Of  thuudei'ishowor,  she  flo^ited  to  us  and  said ; 


h..,L=-jnGooglc 


"  You  have  done  well  and  like  a  geniieman. 
And  ]iko  a  prince ;  you  have  our  thanks  &r  all : 
And  you  look  well  too  in  your  woman's  dress ; 
Weli  have  you  done,  and  like  a  gentleman. 
You  saved  our  life :  we  owe  you  bitter  Hanks ; 
Better  have  died  and  spilt  our  bones  in  the  flood — 
Then  men  bad  said—but  now — What  hinders  me 
To  take  such  bloody  vengeance  on  you  both  ? — 
Yet  anoe  our  father— Wasps  in  our  good  hive, 
You  would-be  quenchers  of  the  light  to  be, 
Barbariana,  grosser  than  your  native  bears — 

0  would  I  had  his  sceptre  for  one  hour  1 

You  that  have  dared  to  brealt  our  bound,  and  gulled 
Our  servants,  wronged  and  lied  and  thwarted  us — 
/  wed  with  thee  1     J  bound  by  precontraiH 
Your  bride,  your  bondslave!  not  though  ill  the 

That  veins  the  wovM  were  packed  to  make  jour 

And  every  spoken  tongue  shouUlord  \ouI     Sn 
Your  falsehood  and  yourself  are  hateful  to  us : 

1  trample  on  your  offers  and  on  you : 
Begone !  we  will  not  look  upon  yon  more. 
Here,  push  them  out  at  gates ! " 

In  wrath  she  spake. 
Then  those  eight  mighty  daughtera  of  the  plough 
Bent  their  hroad  iaces  toward  us  and  addressed 
Th«r  motion :  twice  I  sought  to  plead  my  cause. 
But  on  my  shoulder  hung  their  heavy  hands, 
The  weight  of  destiny :  so  from  her  iace 
They  pushed  us,  down  the  steps,  and  through  the 

And  with  grim  laughter  thrust  us  out  at  gates. 

We  crossed  the  street,  and  gained  a  petty  mound 
Beyond  it,  whence  we  saw  the  %htB  and  heard 
The  voices  murmuring.     While  I  listened  came 
On  a  sudden  the  wcim  seizure  and  the  doubt ; 
r  seemed  to  move  among  a  world  of  ghosts ; 
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The  Princess  v'lth  hor  monstrous  womitn-guard, 
Tlie  jest  aud  earnest  working  side  by  side, 
The  cataract,  and  the  tiinwlt,  and  the  kings 
Wei-e  shadows ;  and  the  long  fimtestic  night 
With  all  ita  d<nngs  had  and  had  not  heen. 
And  all  things  were  and  were  not. 

This  went  by 
As  strangely  as  it  came,  and  on  my  spirits 
Settled  a  gentle  cloud  of  melancholy ; 
Not  long ;  I  shook  it  off;  for  spita  of  donhts 
And  sudden  ghostly  shadowings  I  was  one 
To  whom  die  touch  of  all  miscliance  but  came 
A&  night  to  Uni  that  ritldng  on  a  hill 
Sees  the  midsummer,  midnight,  Norway  sun, 
Set  into  sunrise :  then  we  moved  away. 


Thy  voice  is  heard  through  rolling  dvuvna 
That  beat  to  battle  where  he  stands; 

Thy  face  across  his  fancy  oomea, 
And  gives  the  battle  to  his  hands: 

He  sees  his  broad  about  thy  knee ; 
The  next,  Tike  fira  he  meets  the  foe. 

So  Lilia  sang :  we  thought  her  half-possessed, 
She  struck  such  warbling  fury  through  the  words ; 
And,  after,  feigning  pique  at  what  she  called 
The  raillery,  or  grotesque,  or  felse  sublime — 
Like  one  that  wishes  at  a  dance  to  change 
The  muac— islapt  her  hands  and  cried  fcr  war, 
Or  some  grsjid  fight  to  kill  and  make  an  end : 
And  he  l£at  next  inherited  the  tale, 
Half  turning  to  the  broken  statue,  s^d, 
"  Sir  Ralph  bas  got  your  colors :  if  I  prove 
your  knight  and  fight  your  battle,  what  for  me  ?  " 
It  chanced  her  empty  glove  upon  the  tomb 
Lay  by  her  like  a  model  of  her  hand. 
She  took  it  and  she  flung  iL     "  Fight,"  she  said, 
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"  And  mate  wa  all  we  would  be,  great  and  good." 
He  knightlike  in  hia  cap  instead  of  casque, 
A  cap  of  Tyrol  borrowed  from  the  hall. 
Arranged  tie  fiivor  and  aaaumed.the  Piince. 


Now  Bcarce  three  paces  measured  from  the  mound 

We  stumbled  on  a  stationary  voice, 

And  "  Stand,  who   goes  ?  "     "  Two  from  the  pal- 

"  The  second  two ;  tiey  wait,"  he  said,  "  pass  on ; 
I£s  Highness  wakes : "  and  one,  that  dashed  in  arma 
By  glimmering  lanes  and  walls  of  canvas,  led 
Threading  the  soldier-city,  till  we  heard 
The  drowsy  fohis  of  our  great  ensi^  shake 
From  blazoned  lions  o'er  the  imperial  tent 
Whispers  of  war. 


Dazed  me  half-blind ;  I  stood  and  seemed  to  hear, 
As  in  a  poplai-  grove  when  a  light  wind  wakea 
A  lisping  of  the  innameroue  1^  and  dies. 
Each  Ms^ng  in  hia  neighbor's  ear ;  and  then 
A  stranglea  titter,  out  of  which  there  brake 
On  all  aides,  clamoring  etiquetta  to  death. 
Unmeasured  mirth ;  while  now  the  two  old  kings 
Began  to  wag  their  baldness  up  and  down. 
The  iresh  yoang  captfuns  flashed  their  glittering 

teeth  i 
The  huge  bush-bearded  Barons  heaved  and  blew. 
And  slam  with  laughter  rolled  the  gilded  Squire. 

At  length  my  Sire,  his  rough  cheek  wet  with 
tears, 
Panted  from  weary  sides,  "  King,  you  are  free  I 
We  did  but  keep  you  surety  for  our  son, 
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If  this  bo  be,— oi'  a  drawled  mawkiii,  tliou. 
That  tends  her  bristled  sitinters  ia  the  sludge ; " 
For  I  w^  drenched  with  ooae,  aid  torn  with  briery 
More  crumpled  (ban  a  poppy  from  the  Bheath, 
Ajid  all  one  rag,  disprinced  trom  head  to  heel ; 
Thea  some  one  sent  beneath  his  vaulted  palm 
A  wbiapered  jest  to  some  one  aear  him,  "  Look, 
He  has  been  amon^  his  shadows."    "  Satau  take 
The  old  women  ana  their  shadows !  (thus  the  king 
Roared)  make  yourself  a  man  fo  fight  with  men. 
Go:  Cyril  told  us  ail." 

As  boys  that  slink 
From  ferule  and  the  trespaas-cfiiding  eye, 
Away  we  stole,  attd  ti-ansient  in  a  trice 
From  what  was  left  of  faded  woman-slough 
To  sheathing  splendors  and  the  golden  scale 
Of  k^ness,  issued  in  the  sun  that  now 
Leapt  from  the  dewy  shoulders  of  the  Earth, 
And  hit  (he  northern  hills.    Hero  Cyril  mot  us, 
A  little  shy  aC  first,  but  by  and  by 
We  twain,  with  mutual  pardon  asked  and  given. 
For  stroke  and  song,  resoldered  peace,  whereon 
Followed  his  tale.    Amazed  he  fled  away 
Through  the  dark  land,  and  later  in  the  night 
Had  come  on  Psyche  weeping :  "  then  wo  fell 
Into  your  fether's  hand,  and  there  she  lies, 
But  will  not  speak,  nor  stir." 

He  showed  a  tent 
A  stone-shot  off:  ive  entered  in,  and  tjiere 
Among  piled  arms  and  rough  accoutrements, 
Ktiful  Bight,  wrapt  in  a  aolmer's  cloak, 
Like  some  sweet  sculpture  draped  from  head  to 

foot. 
And  pushed  by  rude  hands  from  its  pedestal, 
ill  her  fMr  length  upon  the  mxiuud  she  lay ; 
And  at  her  head  a  follower  of  the  camp, 
A  charred  and  wrinkled  piece  of  womanhood, 
Sitt  watching  iike  a  watcher  by  the  dead. 
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312  THE  PRl.fCESS; 

Then  Flovian  knelt,  and  "  Come,"  lie  wLiBpereii 

"  Liii  up  your  tead,  sweet  sister :  lie  not  thus. 
What  have  you  done  but  right  ?  you  could  not  stay 
Me,  nor  your  prince ;  look  up :  be  comforted : 
Sweet  is  it  to  bave  done  the  thing  one  ought, 
When  fallen  in  darker  ways."     And  likewise  I : 
"  Be  coui&rted :  Lave  I  not  loat  her  too, 
In  whose  least  act  abides  the  nameless  charm 
That  none  has  else  for  me."  She  heard,  she  moved, 
She  moaned,  a  folded  voice ;  and  up  she  sat, 
And  raised  the  cloak  from  brows  as  pale  and  smootl 
As  those  that  moarn  half-shrouded  over  death 
In  deathless  marble,    "  Her,"    she  s^d,    "  my 

Parted  &om  her — betrayed  her  cause  and  mine — 
Where  shah  I  breathe  ?  why  kept  ye  not  your 

^th? 
0  base  and  bad  I  what  comfort  ?  none  for  me  I " 
To  whom  remorseful  Cyril,  "  Yet  I  pray 
Take  comfort ;  live,  dear  lady,  for  your  child," 
At  which  she  lifted  up  her  voice  and  cried : 

"  Ah  me,  my  babe,  my  blossom,  ah  mj  child. 
My  one  sweet  child,  whom  I  shall  see  no  more  1 
For  now  will  cruel  Ida  keep  her  back ; 
And  either  she  will  die  from  want  of  care, 
Or  fflcken  witli  ill  us^e,  when  they  say 
The  child  is  hers— for  every  little  &ult. 
The  child  is  hera;  and  ihey  will  beat  my  girl, 
Remembering  her  mother :  oh  my  flower  f 
Or  they  mil  take  her,  tiiej  will  make  her  hard. 
And  she  will  pass  me  by  m  after-life 
With  some  cold  reverence  worse  than  were  she 

ni  mother  that  I  was  to  leave  her  there, 
To  lag  behind,  scared  by  the  cry  they  made, 
The  horror  of  the  shame  among  them  all : 
But  I  "mO.  go  and  sit  beside  the  doora, 
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And  make  a  wild  petition  night  and  day, 
Until  they  hate  to  near  me  l&e  a  wind 
Wailing  forever,  till  thay  open  to  me, 
And  lay  my  littie  bloseora  at  my  feet. 
My  babe,  my  sweet  AglaJia,  my  one  child : 
And  I  will  lake  her  n^  and  go  my  way, 
And  satisfy  my  soal  with  kissing  her : 
Ah  I  what  might  that  man  not  deserve  of  me 

Who  gave  me  back  my  child?"    ''^ 

Said  Cyril,  "  you  shall  have  it ; "  but  agmn 
She  veiled  her  brows,  and  prone  she  saak,  and  so 
Like  tender  thin^  that  being  caught  feign  death. 
Spoke  not,  nor  stirred. 


Through  all  Ihe  CMup,  and  inward  raced  the  seonta 

With  rumor  of  Prince  Arac  hard  at  hand. 

We  left  her  by  the  wonaaa,  and  without 

JFound  the  gray  kings  at  parle ;  and  "  Look  you," 

My  father,  "  that  our  compact  be  fulfilled : 

You  have  spoilt  this  child ;  she  langlia  at  yoa  and 

She  ivrongs  herself^'ber  sex,  and  me,  and  him. 
But  red-iaced  war  has  rods  of  steel  and  fire ; 
She  yields,  or  war." 

Then  Gama  turned  to  me : 
"  We  fear,  indeed,  you  spent  a  stormy  time 
With  our  strange  ^irl:  and  yet  they  say  that  still 
You  love  her.    Give  us,  then,  your  mind  at  large  : 
How  say  you,  war  or  not  ?  " 

"Not  war,  if  possible, 
O  IGug,"  I  s^d,  "  lest  from  the  abuse  of  war, 
The  deEBcrated  shrine,  the  trampled  year. 
The  smouldering  homestead,  and   die   household 

flower 
Torn  from  the  lintel— all  the  common  wrong— 
A  smoke  go  up  through  which  I  loom  to  her 
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Three  times  a  monster ;  now  s!ie  lightens  scorn 
At  him  that  mars  her  plan,  but  then  would  hate 
(And  every  voice  she  talked  mth  ratify  it, 
And  every  fece  she  looked  on  justify  it) 
The  general  foe.     More  soluble  is  this  knot 
By  gentleness  than  war.    I  want  her  love. 
What  were  1  nigher  this,  although  we  dashed 
Your  cities  into  shards  with  catapults ; 
She  woukt  not  love ; — or  brought  her  ehtuned,  a 

The  lifling  of  whose  eyelash  is  my  lord, 
Not  ever  would  she  love ;  but  brooding  turn 
The  book  of  scorn,  IJll  all  my  little  chance 
Were  caught  within  the  record  of  her  wrongs. 
And  CTL^ed  to  death ;  and  rather.  Sire,  than  this, 
I  would  the  old  God  of  war  himself  were  dead, 
Forgotten,  rusting  on  his  iron  hiUs, 
Eotbng  on  some  irild  shore  with  ribs  of  wreck, 
Or  like  an  old-world  mammoth  bulked  in  ice, 
Not  to  be  molten  out." 

And  rou<;hly  spake 
My  father,  "Tut,  you  know  them  not,  the  girls. 
Boy,  when  I  hear  you  _pi^ta  I  almost  Uiink 
That  idiot  legend  credible.     Look  you,  Sir  I 
Man  is  the  hunter ;  woman  is  his  game ; 
The  sleek  and  shining  creatures  of  the  chase. 
We  hunt  them  for  the  beauty  of  thdr  skins ; 
They  love  us  for  it,  and  we  ride  them  down. 
Wheedling  and  tiding  with  them !  Out !  for  shame ! 
Boy,  there's  no  rose  Siat's  half  so  dear  to  them 
As  he  that  does  the  thing  they  dare  not  do, 
BrealMng  and  sounding  beauteous  battle,  comes 
With  the  w  of  the  trumpet  round  him,  and  leaps  in 
Among  the  women,  snares  them  by  the  score. 
Flattered  and  flustered,  wins,  though  dashed  wili 

He  reddens  what  he  kisses ;  thus  I  won 
Your  mother,  a  good  molJier,  a  good  wife, 
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Worth  wimiiiig ;  but  this  firebrand— gentleness 
To  such  33  her !  if  Cyril  spate  her  true, 
To  catch  a  dragon  in  a  chorty  net, 
To  (rip  a  tigress  with  a  gossamer, 
Were  wisdom,  to  it." 

"  Tea,  but  Site,"  I  cried, 
"  Wild  natures  need  wise  curbs.      The   soldier  ? 

No: 
What  dares  not  Ida  do  that  she  should  prize 
The  soldier  ?     I  beheld  her,  when  she  rose 
The  yesternight,  and  storming  in  extremes 
Stood  for  her  cause,  and  flung  defiance  down 
Gagelike  to  man  and  had  not  shnnned  the  death. 
No,  not  the  soldier's ;  yet  I  hold  her,  Ejng, 
True  woman :  but  you  clash  them  all  in  one, 
That  have  as  many  differences  as  we. 
The  violet  varies  from  the  lily  as  fiir 
As  oak  from  elm ;  one  loves  the  soldier,  one 
The  silken  priesS  of  peace,  one  this,  one  that. 
And  some  unworthily ;  their  sinless  feith, 
A  m^den  moon  tiiat  sparkles  on  a  sty, 
Glorifting  clowa  and  satyr ;  whence  they  need 
More  breadth  of  culture ;  is  not  Ida  right  ? 
They  worth  it  ?  truer  to  the  law  within  ? 
Severer  in  the  lo^c  of  a  life  ? 
Twice  as  magnetic  to  sweet  influences 
Of  Earth  and  Heaven  ?   and  she   of  whom  you 

My  motber,  looks  as  whole  as  some  sei-ene 
Creation  minted  in  the  golden  moods 
Of  sovereign  artists ;  not  a  thought,  a  touch. 
But  pure  as  lines  of  green  that  streak  the  white 
Of  the  first  snowdrop's  inner  leaves ;  I  say 
Not  like  the  piebald  nusceilany,  man, 
Bursts  of  great  heart  and  slips  in  sensu^  mire, 
But  whole  and  one ;  and  take  them  all-in-all. 
Were  we  ourselves  but  half  as  good,  as  kind. 
As  truthfiil,  much  that  Ida  clsHms  as  right 
Had  ne'er  been  mooted,  but  as  frankly  theirs 
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"  Nay,  nay,  you  spake  but  sense," 
Said  Gama.     "  We  remember  loye  ourselves 
In  our  sweet  j'outh ;  we  did  not  rate  TiJm  then 
This  red-hot  u'on  to  be  shaped  with  blows. 
Tou  talk  almost  like  Ida :  she  can  talk ; 
And  there  is  aometliii^  in  it  as  yoa  say : 
But  you  talk  kindlier;  we  est«em,  you  for  it. — 
He  seems  a  gradous  and  a  gallant  prince, 
I  would  he  had  our  daughter ;  for  the  rest, 
Our  own  defanfion,  why  the  causes  weighed, 
Fatherly  fears — you  used  us  courteously — 
We  would  do  much  to  gratify  your  Prince — 
We  pardon  it ;  and  for  your  ingress  here 
Upon  the  skirt  and  fringe  of  our  fair  land. 
Ton  did  but  come  aa  goblins  in  the  night, 
Nor  in  the  furrow  broke  the  ploughman's  heiad. 
Nor  burnt  the  grange,  nor  bussed  the  mUking-maidl, 
Nor  robbed  the  farmer  of  his  bowl  of  eream : 
But  let  your  Prince  (our  royal  word  upon  it. 
He  comes  back  safe)  ride  irith  us  to  our  lines. 
And  speak  with  Arao ;  Arac's  word  is  thrice 


Tou,  likewise,  our  late  guests,  if  so  yon  will, 
Follow  us :  who  knows  ?  we  four  may  build  some  plan 
Foursquare  to  opposition." 

Here  he  reached 
White  hands  of  farewell  to  my  sire,  who  growled 
An  answer  which,  half-muffled  in  his  beard. 
Let  so  much  out  as  gave  us  leave  to  go. 

o  iry  spi-ay 

Of  bii-ds  that  piped  their  Valentines,  and  woke 
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Desire  in  me  to  infuse  my  tale  of  love 

In  tlic  old  king's   ears,  who  promiae.d  help,  ajid 

oozed 
All  o'er  with  honeyed  answer  as  we  rode ; 
And  blossom-fragrant  slipt  the  heavy  dews, 
Gathered  bj^  iMht  and  peace,  ivith  each  Ught  air 
On  our  mailed  heads ;   but   other   thoughls   than 

Burnt  in  us,  when  we  saw  the  embattled  squares, 

And  squadrons  of  the  Prince,  trampling  the  flowers 

With  clamor ;  for  among  them  rose  a  cry 

As  if  to  greet  the  king ;  they  made  a  halt ; 

The  horses  yelled;  fliey  dashed  their  arms;  flie 

Beat;  merrily-blowing  shrilled  the  martial  fife; 

And  in  the  blast  and  bray  of  the  long  horn 

And  serpent-throated  bugle,  undulated 

The  banner :  anon  to  meet  us  lightly  pranced 

Three  captains  out ;  nor  ever  had  I  seen 

Such  thews  of  men ;  the  midmost  and  the  highest 

Was  Arac :  all  about  his  motion  clung 

The  shadow  of  his  sister,  as  lie  beam 

Of  the  Eaat,  that  played  upon  fhem,  made  them 

glance 
Lilte  those  three  stars  of  the  aiiy  Giant's  zone, 
That  ^ibex  burnished  by  the  frosty  dark ; 
And  as  the  fiery  Sirius  alters  hue, 
And  bickers  into  red  and  emerald,  shone 
Their  morions,  washed  with  morning,  as  they  came. 

And  I  that  prated  peace,  when  first  I  heard 
War-music,  fdt  the  blind  wild  beast  of  force 
Whose  home  is  in  the  anews  of  a  man 
Wtir  in  me  as  to  strike ;  then  took  the  king 
His  three  broad  sons ;  with  now  a  wandermg  hand 
And  now  a  pointed  finger,  told  them  aO : 
A  common  hght  of  smiles  at  our  disguise 
Broke  from  weir  lips,  and,  we  the  windy  jest 
Ilad  labored  down  within  his  ample  lungs. 
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"  Our  land  invaded,  'adeath !  and  lie  himself 
Your  eaptiye,  yet  my  father  wills  not  war : 
And,  'sdeatli  I  myseu,  what  care  I,  war  or  no  ? 
But  then  this  question  of  your  troth  remains ; 
And  there's  a  downiight  honest  meaning  in  her ; 
She  flies  too  high,  she  flies  too  high !  and  yet 
She  asked  hut  space  and  fiiir  play  for  her  scheme; 
She  prest  and  prest  it  on  me — I  myself 
"What  know  I  of  these  thinga  ?  but,  life  and  soul. 
I  thousht  her  half  right  talking  of  her  wrongs ; 
I  say  Bhe  flies  too  hi^,  'sdeath !  what  of  that? 
I  tiie  her  for  the  flower  of  womankind, 
And  so  I  often  told  her,  right  or  wrong, 
And,  Prince,  she  can  be  sweet  to  those  she  loves, 
And,  right  or  wrong,  I  cai«  not :  tJiis  is  all, 
I  stand  upon  her  ade ;  she  made  me  swear  it — 
'Sdeath ! — and  wili.  solemn  rites  by  candle-light — 
Swear  by  St.  something — I  forget  her  name— 
Her  that  talked  down  the  fifty  wisest  men ; 
She  was  a  priacess  too ;  and  so  I  swore. 
Come,  fliis  ia  all ;  she  will  not :  waive  your  claim ; 
If  not,  the  foughten  field,  what  else,  at  once 
Decides  it,  'sdeath !  against  my  father's  will." 

I  la^od  in  answer,  loth  to  render  up 
My  precontracli  and  loth  by  brainier  war 
To  deave  the  nil  of  difference  deeper  yet; 
Tm  one  of  those  two  brothers,  half  aside 
Aod  fingering  at  the  hah  about  his  lip, 
To  prick  us  on  to  combat,  "  Like  to  fike  I 
The  woman's  carment  hid  the  woman's  heart." 
A  taunt  that  clenched  his'  purpose  like  a  blow  1 
For  fiery-short  was  Cyril's  counter-scofi", 
And  aharo  I  answered,  touched  upon  the  point 
Where  idle  boys  are  cowards  to  their  shame, 
"  Decide  it  here ;  why  not  ?  we  are  three  to  three." 
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Then  spake  tlie  third,  "  But  three  to  throe !  uo 

No  more,  and  in  our  noble  wster'a  cause  ? 
More,  more,  for  honor :  every  captain  WMta 
Hungry  ibr  honor,  angry  for  bis  king. 
More,  more,  some  fifty  oa  a  side,  that  each 
May  Ijreathe  liimself,  and  quick  1  by  overthrow 
Of  these  or  those,  the  question  setHed,  die." 

"  Yea,"  answered  I,  "  for  this  wild  wreath  of  air, 
This  flake  of  rainbow  flying  on  the  highest 
Foam  of  men's  deeds — this  honor,  if  ye  will. 
It  needs  must  be  for  honor  if  at  all : 
Since,  what  deci^on  ?  if  we  foil,  we  fail. 
And  if  we  win,  we  fail ;  she  would  not  keep 
Her  CMnpact-"    "  'Sdeath !  but  we  will  seud  to 

Said  Arac ;  "  worthy  reasons  why  she  should 
Bide  by  this  issue :  let  onr  mis^ve  iiirough. 
And  you  shall  have  her  answer  by  the  word." 

"  Boys  1 "  shrieked  the  old  king,  but  i^nter  than 

To  her  false  daughters  in  the  pool ;  for  none 
Kegaixled ;  neither  seemed  there  more  to  say : 
Back  rode  we  to  my  father's  camp,  and  found 
He  thrice  had  sent  a  herald  to  the  gates. 
To  learn  if  Ida  yet  would  cede  our  claim, 
Or  by  denial  flush  her  babbling  wells 
With  her  o*vn  people's  life :  throe  times  he  went : 
The  first,  he  blew  and  blew,  but  none  appeai-ed. 
He  battwed  at  the  doors ;  none  came :  the  next, 
An  awful  voice  witliin  had  warned  him  thence ; 
The  third,  and  those  eight  daughters  of  the  plough 
Came  sallying   through  the  gates,   and  caught  his 

And  so  belabored  hum  on  rib  and  cheek 

Tliey  made  him  wild :  not  lesa  one  glance  he  caught 

Thi'Ough  open  doors  of  Ida  stationed  there 
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Unahaken,  cliugiiig  to  her  purpose,  firm 
Thougt  compassed  by  two  armies  and  the  noise 
Of  arms ;  and  standing  like  a  stately  pine 
Set  in  a  cataract  on  an  island-era^, 
When  storm  is  on  the  heights,  and  right  and  left 
Sucked  from  the  dark  heart  of  the  long  liills  roll 
The  torrents,  dashed  to  the  Tale :  and  yet  her  Tvill 
Bred  will  in  m    '  ■..-.. 


But  when  I  told  the  king  that  I  w^  pledged 
To  fight  in  tourney  for  my  bride,  he  claslied 
His  iron  palms  together  with  a  cry ; 
Himsdf  would  tilt  jt  out  among  the  lads ; 
But  overborne  by  all  his  beajded  lords 
Witli  reasons  drawn  from  age  and  slate,  perforce 
He  yielded,  ivroth  and  red,  with  fierce  demur ; 
Attd  many  a  bold  knight  started  up  in  heat, 
And  svwcs  to  combat  for  my  claim  fill  death. 

All  on  this  dde  the  palace  ran  the  field 
Flat  to  the  garden-wall ;  and  likemse  here. 
Above  the  garden's  glowing  blossom-belts, 
A  columned  entry  shone  and  marble  staira, 
And  great  bronze  Talves,  embossed  with  Tomyris 
Attd  what  she  did  to  Cyrus  after  fight, 
But  now  fast  barred ;  so  here  upon  the  flat 
All  that  long  mom  the  lists  were  hammered  up, 
And  all  that  mom  the  heralds  to  and  fro, 
With  message  and  defiauce,  went  and  came ; 
Last,  Ida's  answer,  itt  a  royal  hand. 
But  shaken  here  and  there,  and  rdlxn^  words 
Oratiott-!ike.    I  kissed  it  and  I  read : 

"0  brother,  vou  have  known  the  pangs  we  felt, 
What  heats  of  indignation,  when  we  heard 
Of  those  that  iron-cramped  their  women's  ffeet ; 
Of  lands  in  which  at  the  altar  the  poor  bride 
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Wlicro  smoulder  iheir  dead  despots ;  and  of  those, — 

Mothers, — that,  all  prophetic  pity,  flin^ 

Their  pretty  maids  m  tfle  runmng  flcxia,  and  swoops 

The  Tulture,  beak  andjalon,  at  the  heart 

Made  for  all  noble  motion/;  and  I  saw 

That  equal  baseness  livea^in  sleeker  limes 

With  smoother  men  r  the  old  leaven  leavened  all ; 

Millions  of  throats  would  bawl  for  civil  lightB, 

No  woman  named ;  therefore  I  set  my  face 

Against  all  men  and  lived  but  for  mine  own. 

Far  off  from  men  I  imiit  a  fold  for  them ; 

I  stored  it  full  of  rich  memorial ; 

I  fenced  it  round  with  gallant  institutes. 

And  biting  laws  to  scare  the  beasts  of  ivrey, 

And  prospered ;  till  a  rout  of  sancy  boys 

Brake  on  us  at  our  books,  and  marred  our  peace. 

Masked  like  oiur  m^da,  Uustering  I  know  not  what 

Of  insolence  and  love,  some  pretext  held 

Of  baby  troth,  invdid,  since  my  will 

Sealed  not  the  bond— the  striplings ! — for  their 

I  have  tamed  my  leopards :  shall  I  not  l^une  these  ? 
Or  you  ?  or  I  ?  for  since  you  think  me  touched 
In  honor — what,  I  would  not  aught  of  flilse — 
Is  not  our  cause  pure  ?  and  whereas  I  know 
Your  prowess,  Ajac,  and  what  mother's  blood 
You  draw  from,  fight ;  you  failing,  I  abide 
What  end  soever,  ihil  you  will  not.     Still 
Take  not  his  life ;  he  risked  it  for  my  own ; 
His  mother  Uves :  yet  whatsoe'er  you  do. 
Fight  and  fight  well ;  strike,  and  strike  home,    O, 

Brothers,  the  woman's  Angel  fjuards  you,  you 
The  sole  men  to  be  mingled  with  our  cause. 
The  sole  men  we  shall  prize  in  the  after  time 
Your  very  armor  hallowed,  and  your  statues 
Reared,  sung  to,  when,  this  gad-fly  brushed  aside, 
We  plant  a  solid  foot  into  the  Tirao, 
And  mould  a  generation  strong  to  move 
21 
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Witli  claim  on  claim  frcpm  right  to  riglit,  till  she 
Whose  name  is  yoked  mth  children's,  know  herself  i 
And  knowledge  in  our  own  land  make  her  free, 
And,  ever  ftilfowiug  those  two  crowoed  twins, 
Commerce  and  conquest,  shower  the  fieiy  grain 
Of  Freedom  broadcast  over  all  that  orbs 
Between  the  Northern  aad  the  Southern  mom." 

Then  ckme  a  postcript  dashed  across  the  rest. 
"  See  that  there  be  no  traitors  in  your  camp ; 
We  seem  a  nest  of  traitors — none  to  trust 
Sinoe  our  arms  failed — this  Egjpfr-plaRUO  of  men  1 
Almost  our  miuds  were  better  at  their  homes, 
Than  thus  man-^rdled  here :  Indeed  I  think 
Our  chiefest  comfort  is  the  little  child 
Of  one  unworthy  mother ;  which  she  left : 
She  shall  not  have  it  back :  the  child  shall  grow 
To  prize  the  authenldo  mother  of  her  mini 
I  took  it  for  an  hour  in  mine  own  bed, 
This  morning :  there  the  tender  orphan  hands 
Felt  at  my  heart,  and  seemed  to  clmrm  from  thence 
The  wrath  I  nursed  against  the  world ;  iarewell." 

I  ceased ;  he  SMd :  "  Stubborn,  but  she  may  sit 
Upon  a  king's  right  hand  in  thunder-storms 
And  breed  up  warriors  I  See  now,  though  yourself 
Be  dazzled  by  the  wildfire  Love  to  sloughs 
That  swallow  common  sense,  the  spindling  king, 
This  Gama  swamped  in  lazy  tolerance. 
When  the  man  wants  weight  the  woman  -lakes  il 

And  topples  down  tlie  scales ;  but  this  is  fixt 
As  are  the  roots  of  earth  and  base  of  all. 
Man  for  the  field,  and  woman  for  the  hearth ; 
Man  for  the  sword,  and  for  the  needle  she : 
Man  with  (he  head,  and  woman  with  the  heart : 
Man  to  command,  and  woman  to  obey ; 
All  else  coafiisioa.     Look  you ;  the  gra^  mare 
la  ill  lo  live  with,  when  her  whinny  flirills 
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From  lale  to  scullery,  aad  her  amaU  goodinan 
Shrinks  in  his  arm-chair,  while  the  firea  of  Hell 
Mix  with  hia  hearth :  but  you— slio's  yet  a  colt- 
Take,  break   lier :  strongly   groomed   and  straidy 

curbed. 
She  might  not  ranlc  with  those  detestable 
That  let  the  bantling  acald  at  home,  and  brawl 
Tlidr  rights  or  wrongs  like  pot-herbs  in  the  street. 
They  say  she's  comely ;  there's  the  iwrer  chance : 
/  like  her  none  the  less  for  rating  at  her ! 
Besides,  the  woman  wed  is  not  as  we. 
But  suffers  change  of  frame.     A  lusty  brace 
Of  twins  may  weed  her  of  her  folly.     Boy, 
The  bearing  and  the  traning  of  a  child 
Is  woniaa's  wisdom." 

Thus  the  hard  old  king : 
I  took  my  leave,  for  it  was  nearly  noon : 
I  pored  upon  her  letter  which  1  held, 
And  on  the  little  clause,  "  take  not  his  life : 
I  mused  on  that  wild  morning  in  the  woods, 
And  on  the  "  Follow,  follow,  thou  slialt  win : " 
I  thought  on  all  the  wrathful  king  had  said, 
And  how  the  stranra  betrothment  was  to  end : 
Thea  I  remembered  that  burnt  sorcerer's  curse, 
Hat  one  should  fight  with  shadows,  and  should  fill 
And  like  a  flash  the  weird  affection  came  : 
King,  camp  and  college  turned  to  hollow  shows ; 
I  seemed  to  move  in  ^d  memorial  tilts. 
And  doiiig  battle  with  forgotten  ghosts, 
To  dream  myself  the  shaikiw  of  a  dream  ; 
And  ere  I  woke  it  was  the  point  ol  noon. 
The  lisls  were  ready.    Empanoplied  and  plumed 
We  entered  in,  and  waited,  fitly  there 
Opposed  to  fifty,  till  the  trumpet  blared 
At  the  barrier,  like  a  wild  horn  in  a  land 
Of  echoes,  and  a  moment,  and  once  more 
The  trumpet,  and  amun :  at  which  the  storm 
Of  galloping  hooA  bare  on  the  ridge  of  speacs, 
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And  riders  front  to  front,  until  they  closed 

In  conflict  wifli  the  crash  of  shivering  points, 

And  thunder.     Yet  it  seemed  a  dream ;  I  dreamed 

Of  fighting.     On  his  hannohea  rose  the  steed, 

.And  into  fiery  splintere  leapt  the  lance, 

And  out  of  striijten  helmets  spraM  the  fire. 

A  noble  dream !  what  was  it  else  I  saw  ? 

Part  sat  like  rocta :  part  reeled  but  kept  their  seats ! 

Part  rolled  on  the  earth  aJid  rose  i^n  and  drew ; 

Part  stumbled,  mixt  with  iloandering  horses.    Down 

From  those  two  bulks  at  Arac's  side,  and  down 

From  Arac's  arm,  as  from  a  pant's  flail, 

The  lai^  blows  rained,  as  here  and  eveiywhore 

He  rode  tie  mellay,  lord  of  the  rin^ne  lists, 

And  all  Uie  pliun, — brand,  mace,  and  sliaft,  and 

Shocked,  like  an  iron-clanguig  anvil  banged 
With  hammers ;  IJll  I  thought,  can  this  be  he 
From  Gatna's  dwai-fish  loins  ?  if  this  be  so, 
The  mother  makes  us  most— and  in  my  dream 
I  glanced  aside,  and  saw  the  palace-front 
ASvc  with  flattering  scarft  and  ladies'  eves. 
And  highest  among  the  statues,  statue-like, 
Between  a  cymbaled  Miriam  and  a  Jael, 
With  Psyche's  babe,  was  Ida  wateMng  us, 
A  angle  band  of  gold  about  her  hair. 
Like  a  Saint^s  glory  up  in  heaven :  but  she 
No  sMnt — inexorable — no  tenderness — 
Too  hard,  too  cruel :  yet  she  sees  me  fight. 
Yea,  let  her  see  me  iSl  I  with  that  I  drave 
Among  the  thickest,  and  bore  down  a  Prince, 
And  Cyril  one.    Yea,  let  me  mtike  my  dream 
AH  that  I  would.    But  that  lat^-moulded  man, 
lEs  vis£^  all  agrin  as  at  a  wake. 
Made  at  me  through  the  press,  and  staggering  back 
With  stroke  on  stroke  the  horse  and  horseman,  came 
As  comes  a  pillar  of  electric  cloud. 
Flaying  the  roofe  and  sucking  up  the  drains, 
And  shadowing  down  the  cl^mpaign  till  it  strikes 
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On  a  wood,  and  takes,  and  breaks,  and  cracks,  and 

And  twists  the  gi'ain  with  such  a  i^oar  that  Earth 
Reels  and  the  herdsmen  cry,  for  eyery  tiling 
Gave  way  hefore  him :  only  Florian,  he 
That  loved,  me  closer  than  his  own  right  eye, 
Thrust  in  between  ;  but  Arac  rode  him  down : 
And  Cyril  seeing  it,  pushed  against  the  Prince, 
With  Psyuhe's  color  round  his  helmet,  tough, 
Strong,  Bupple,  dnew-corded,  apt  at  arms ; 
But  tougher,  heaTier,  stronger,  ho  that  smote 
And  threw  him :  last  1  spurred ;  I  felt  my  veins 
Stretch  with  fierce  heat;  a  moment  hand  to  hand, 
And  sword  to  sword,  and  horse  to  horse,  we  hung, 
Till  I  struck  out  and  shouted ;  the  blade  glanced; 
I  did  but  shear  a  feather,  and  dream  and  truth 
Flowed  from  me  ;  dai'ktiess  closed  me ;  and  I  felL 


Home  they  brought  her  warrior  deadi 
She  uor  swooned,  nor  uttered  orj: 

All  lier  maidens,  watching,  enld, 
"  She  must  weep  or  she  will  die." 

Then  they  praised  him,  soft  and  low, 
Called  him  worthy  to  he  loved, 

Tmeat  friend  and  noblest  fos ; 
Yet  she  neither  spoke  nor  moved. 

Stole  a  maiden  from  her  place. 
Lightly  to  Ihe  wairior  slept. 

Toot  tlie  fooe-oloth  from  the  face; 
Yet  she  neither  moved  nor  wept. 


lurse  of  ninety  years, 
i  child  upon  lier  kiiee — 

et  my  oblld,  I  live  for  thee. 
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VI. 
Mr  dream  had  never  died  or  lived  again. 
As  in  some  myslac  middle  state  I  lay ; 
Seeing  I  saw  not,  hearing  not  I  heard ; 
Though,  if  I  saw  not,  yet  they  told  me  all 
So  often,  that  I  speak  as  having  seen. 

For  80  it  seemed,  or  so  they  stud  to  me, 

ore  tragic  and  more  strange ; 
13  vanquished,  and  my  eause 
Forever  lost,  there  went  up  a  great  cry. 
The  Prince  is  slain.     My  father  heard  and  ran 
In  on  the  lists,  and  there  unlaced  my  casque 
And  grovelled  on  my  body,  and  after  him 
Came  Psyche,  sorrowing  for  Aglaia. 


Like  that  great  dame  of  Lapidoth  she  sang : 

"  Our  enemies  have  iallen,  have  fallen  r  the  s« 
He  little  seed  thmr  laughed  at  in  the  daric. 
Has  risen  and  cleft  the  soil,  and  grown  a  bulk 


"  Our  enemies  have  fallen,  have  fallen ;  they 

The  leaves  were  wet   with  women's  (ears;   they 

heard 
A  noise  of  songs  they  would  not  understand. 
They  marked  it  with  the  red  cross  to  the  fall, 
And  would  have  strown  it,  and  are  fallen  themselves. 

"  Our  enetnies   have  fallen,  have  fallen  :   they 
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inlbi 


;  for  the  u, 
liave   Mien,  have   feUen :  thej 


There  dwelt  ai 


e  gram : 

Their  arms  were  shattered  to  the  shoulder  blade. 

"  Our  enomiea  have  fidleo,  but  this  shall  grow 
A  night  of  Summer  from  the  heat,  a,  breadth 
Of  Autumn,  dropping  fraita  of  power ;  and  rolled 
With  mu^c  in  the  gi-owing  breeze  of  Time, 
The  tops  shall  strike  from  star  1»  star,  the  fangs 
Shall  move  the  stony  bases  of  the  world. 

"  And  now,  O  noaids,  behold  our  sanctuary 
Is  violate,  our  laws  broken ;  fear  we  not 
To  break  them  more  in  tbeii'  behoof,  whose  arnB 
Championed  our  cause  and  won  it  with  a  da7 
Blanched  in  our  annaia,  and  perpetual  feast, 
When  dames  and  heroines  of  the  golden  year 
Shall  atrip  a  hundred  hollows  bare  of  Spring, 
To  Kuii  an  April  of  ovation  round 
Their  statues,  borne  aloft,  the  three ;  but  come, 
We  will  be  liberal,  ance  our  rights  are  won. 
Let  them  not  lie  in  the  tents,  with  coarse  mankind, 
111  nurses ;  but  descend,  and  proffer  these, 
The  brethren  of  our  blood  and  cause,  that  there 
Lie  bruised  and  maimed,  the  tender  ministries 
Of  female  hands  and  hospitality." 

She  spoke,  and  with  the  babe  yet  in  her  arms, 
Descenifing,  burst  the  ^eat  bronze  valves,  and  led 
A  hundred  majda  in  ti'ain  across  the  Park. 
Some  cowled,  and  some  bareheaded,  on  they  came, 
Their  feet  in  flowers,  her  loveliest ;  by  them  went 
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The  enamored  air  aD;tun2,  and  on  their  curls 
From  tJie  high  tree  the  blossom  waverin"  fell. 
And  over  them  the  tremulous  tales  of  light 
Slided,  they  movinB  under  ahade :  but  Blanche 
At  distance  follomea :  so  they  came :  anon 
Through  open  field  int«  the  hsta  they  wound 
Timorously ;  and  as  the  leader  of  the  herd 
That  holds  a  stately  fretwork  to  the  Sun, 
And  followed  up  t^  a  hundred  airy  does, 
Steps  Trith  a  tender  foot,  light  as  on  air, 
The  lovely,  lordly  creature  floated  on 
To  where  her  wounded  brethren  lay ;  there  stayed ; 
Knelt  on  one  knee, — the  child  on  one, — and  prest 
Their  hands,  and  called  them  dear  deliverers, 
And  happy  warriors,  and  immortal  names. 
And  s»d,  "  You  shall  not  lie  in  the  tents,  bnt  here. 
And  nursed  by  those  for  whom  you  fouglit,  and 

served 
With  female  hands  and  hospitality." 

Then,  whether  moved  by  this,  or  was  it  chance, 
She  past  my  way^     Up  started  fi-om  my  side 
The  old  lion,  glaring  with  his  whelpless  eye, 
Silent ;  hut  wiien  she  saw  me  lying  stark, 
Dishelmed  and  mute,  and  motionlessly  pale, 
Cold  even  to  her,  she  sighed ;  and  when  she  saw 
The  hazard  father's  face  and  reverend  beard 
Of  griJy  twine,  all  dabbled  with  the  blood 
Of  Eis  own  son,  shuddered,  a  twitch  of  pain 
Tortured  her  mouth,  and  o'er  her  forehead  past 
A  shadow,  and  her  hue  changed,  and  she  said : 
"  He  saved  my  life ;  my  bromer  slew  him  for  it." 
No  more :  at  which  the  king  in  bitter  scorn 
Drew  from  my  neck  the  pamtjng  and  the  treas, 
And  held  them  np :  she  saw  them,  and  a  day 
Kose  from  the  distance  on  her  memory, 
When  the  good  qaeen,  her  mother,  shore  the  tresa 
With  kisses,  ere  tlie  days  of  Lady  Blanche : 
And  then  once  more  she  looked  at  my  pale  face ; 
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Till  understanding  all  the  foolisli  wort 

Of  Fancy,  and  the  Htter  close  of  all, 

Her  iron  ■will  was  broken  in  her  mind ; 

Her  noble  heart  was  molten  in  her  breast ; 

She  bowed,  she  set  the  child  on  the  earth ;  she  laid 

A  feeling  finger  on  my  brows,  and  presently 

"  O  Sire,"  she  Sfud,  "  ne  lives :  he  is  not  dead : 

O  let  me  have  him  with  my  brethren  here 

In  our  own  palace :  ivo  wiU  tend  on  him 

Lite  oaa  of  these ;  if  so,  by  any  means, 

To  lighten  this  great  clc^  of  thanks,  fliat  make 

Our  progress  Mter  to  the  woman's  goal." 

She  said :  but  at  the  happy  word,  "  he  lives," 
My  falher  stooped,  re-fethered  o'er  my  wounds. 
So  those  two  foes  above  my  Ihllen  life, 
With  brow  to  brow  like  night  aiid  evening  mist 
Their  dark  and  gray,  while  Psyche  ever  stole 
A  little  nearer,  till  the  babe,  that  by  us, 
Half-lapt  in  glowing  gauze  and  golden  brede, 
Jjay  like  a  new-fallen  meteor  on  the  grass, 
Uncared  for,  spied  its  mother,  and  began 
A  blind  and  babbhn»  laughter,  and  to  dance 
Its  body,  and  reach  its  fatling  innocent  arms, 
And  Iszj  lingering  fingers.     She  the  appeal 
Brooked  not,  but  clamoring  out  "  Mine — mine — 

It  is  not  yours,  but  mine  :  ^ve  me  the  child," 
Ceased  all  on  tremble :  piteous  was  (he  cry ; 
^80  stood  the  unhappy  mother  open-mouthed. 
And  turned  eauh  face  her  way :  wan  was  her  cheek 
With  hollow  wafcb,  her  blooming  mantle  torn, 
Ked  grief  and  mother's  hunger  in  her  eye. 
And  down  dead-heaw  sank  her  curls,  and  half 
The  sacred  mother's  bosom,  panting,  burst 
The  laces  toward  her  babe ;  but  she  nor  cared 
Nor  knew  it,  clamoring  on,  till  Ida  heard. 
Looked  up,  and  rising  slowly  fixim  me,  stood 
Erect  and  dlent,  striEng  with  her  glance 
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The  mother,  me,  the  child ;  but  he  that  lay 
Beside  asj  Cyril,  battered  as  ho  was, 
Ti-ailed  himself  up  on  one  knee :  then  he  drew 
Her  robe  to  meet  hia  lips,  and  down  she  looked 
At  the  armed  man  ddeways,  pitying,  as  it  seemed, 
Or  self-involved ;  but  when  she  learnt  his  flice, 
Remembering  hia  ill-omened  son",  arose 
Once  more  mrough  all  her  height,  and  o'er  him 
grew 


"  O  fair  and  strong  and  terrible  !     Lioness 
That  with  your  long  locks  play  the  Lion's  mane  I 
But  Love  and  Nature,  these  are  two  more  terrible 
And  stronger.     See,  your  fixit  ia  on  our  necks, 
We  vanquished,  you  tlie  Victor  of  your  will. 
What  would  you.more?  give  her  the  chihi  1  remain 
Orbed  in  your  isolation ;  ne  is  dead, 
Or  all  as  dead ;  henceforth  we  let  you  be ; 
Win  you  the  hearts  of  women  \  and  beware 
Lest,  where  you  seek  the  common  love  of  these. 
The  common  hate,  with  the  revolving  wheel. 
Should  drag  you  down,  and  some  great  Nemeaa 
Break  from  a  darkened  future,  crowned  with  fire, 
And  tread  you  out  forever:  but  howsoe'er 
Fixed  in  yourself,  never  in  your  own  arms 
To  hold  your  own,  deny  not  hers  to  her. 
Give  her  tie  child !     O  if,  I  say,  you  beep 
One  pulse  that  beala  true  woman,  if  you  Wed 
The  breast  that  fed  or  arm  that  ^ndled  you, 
Or  own  one  part  of  sense  not  flint  to  prayer. 
Give  her  the  child  I  or  if  you  scorn  to  lay  it, 
Yourself,  in  hands  so  lately  clasped  with  yours, 
Or  speak  to  her,  your  dearest,  her  one  fauit 
The  tenderness,  not  yours,  that  could  not  kill. 
Give  me  it;  I  wiU  jjlve  it  her." 

He  said : 
At  first  her  eye  with  slow  dilation  rolled 
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Dry  flame,  she  Kstening ;  after  sank  and  sank, 
A.:id,  into  mournful  tmliglit  mellowing,  dwelt 
Full  on  the  child ;  she  took  it :   "  Pretty  bud ! 
LHyof  the  vale!  half-opened  bell  of  the  woods! 
Sole  comfort  of  my  dart  hour,  when  a  world 
Of  traitorous  friend  and  broken  system  made 
No  purple  in  the  distance,  mystery, 
Pledge  of  a  love  not  fo  he  mine,  fei-ewe!i ; 
These  men  are  hard  upon  us  as  of  old. 
Wo  two  must  part :  and  yet  how  fain  was  I 
To  dream  thy  cause  embraced  in  mine,  to  think 
I  might  be  something  to  Ihee,  when  I  felt 
Tliy  nelpless  warmth  about  my  barren  breast 
In  the  dead  prime :  but  may  thy  mother  prove 
As  true  to  thee  as  £ilee,  false,  false,  to  me  I 
And,  if  thou  needs  must  bear  the  yoke,  I  wish  it 
Gentle  as  freedom  " — here  she  kissed  it :  then — 
"  All  good  go  with  thee !  take  it.  Sir,"  and  so 
L^d  the  scdt  babe  in  his  hard-mailed  hands. 
Who  turned  half-round  to  Psyche  as  she  sprang 
To  meet  it,  with  an  eye  that  swam  in  thanks, 
Tlien  felt  it  sound  amd  whole  from  head  to  foot. 
And  hu"ged  and  never  hu^d  it  close  enough, 
And  in  tor  hunger  moutiioa  and  mumbled  it, 
And  hid  her  bosom  with  it;  after  that 
Put  on  more  calm,  and  added  suppliantly  ; 

"  We  two  were  frienda :  I  go  to  mine  own  laud 
Forever ;  find  some  other :  as  for  me, 
I  scarce  am  fit  for  your  great  plans :  yet  speak  ta 

Say  one  soft  word,  and  let  me  part  foi^iven." 

But  Ida  spoke  not,  rapt  upon  the  child. 
Then  Arac.     "  Ida — 'sdeath !  you  blame  the  man ; 
You  wrong  yourselves — tlie  woman  is  so  hard 
Upon  the  woman.    Come,-a  grace  to  mo ! 
I  am  your  warrior ;  I  and  mine  have  fought 
V^our  battle:  kiss  her;  take  her  hand,  she  weeps: 
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'Sdeath !  I  -would  s. 


But  Ida  spoke  not,  gazing  on  the  graund ; 
And  reddening  in  the  furrows  of  his  chin, 
And  moved  beyond  his  cuatom,  Gama  said ; 

"  Pve  heard  that  there  is  iron  in  the  blood, 
And  I  helievo  it.     Not  one  word  ?     Not  one  ? 
Whence  drew  you  this  steel  temper  ?  not  from  me. 
Not  from  your  mother,  now  a  saint  with  saints. 
She  smd  you  had  a  heart— I  heard  her  say  it — 
'  Our  Ida  has  a  heart,'— just  ere  she  died — 
'  But  see  that  some  one  with  authority 
Be  near  her  still,'  and  I — I  sonD;ht  for  one — 
All  people  said  she  had  authority — 
The  Lady  Blanche :  much  profit !    Not  one  word ; 
No  I  though  your  father  sues :  see  how  you  stand 
Stiff  as  Lot's  wife,  and  all  the  good  knights  maimed, 
I  trust  that  there  is  no  one  hurt  to  death, 
For  your  wild  whim :  and  was  it,  then,  for  this. 
Was  it  for  this  we  gave  our  palace  up. 
Where  we  withdrew  from  summer  heats  and  state, 
And  had  our  wine  and  chess  beneath  the  pianes, 
And  many  a  pleasant  hour  mth  her  thalfs  gone. 
Ere  you  were  bom  to  vex  us  ?     Is  it  Hnd  ? 
Speak  to  her,  I  say  r  is  tiiis  not  she  o£  whom, 
When  fet  she  came,  all  flushed  you  said  to  me, 
Now  had  you  got  a  friend  of  your  own  age, 
Now  could  you  share  your  thought;  now  should 

Two  women  iasi«r  welded  in  one  love 

Than  pairs  of  wedlock ;  she  you  walked  with,  she 

You  talked  with,  whole  nights  long,  up  in  the  tower. 

Of  sine  and  arc,  spheroid  and  azimuth, 

And  right  aacendon,  Heaven  knows  what ;  and  now 

A  word,  but  one,  one  little  kindly  word, 

Not  one  to  spare  her ;  out  upon  you,  flint  I 

You  love  nor  her,  nor  me,  nor  any ;  nay, 
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you  shame  your  mother's  judgment  too.     Not  one  ? 

You  will  not  ?  well — no  heart  have  jou,  or  sueli 

As  fancies,  like  the  Terminin  a  nut, 

Have  fretted  all  to  duat  and  bitterness ! " 

So  siud  the  smalt  king,  moved  beyond  his  wont. 

But  Ida  stood  nor  apote,  droned  of  her  force 
By  many  a  varying  influence  and  so  long : 
Down  through  her  limbs  a  drooping  languor  wept : 
Her  head  a  Stile  ben£ ;  and  on  hev  mouth 
A  doubtful  smile  dwelt  like  a  clouded  moon 
In  a  still  water :  then  brake  out  my  are, 
Lifting  his  grim  head  fl«m  my  wounds;  "  0  you, 
Woman,  whom  we  thought  woaian  even  now, 
And  were  half-fooled  to  let  you  t«nd  our  son, 
Because  ho  might  have  wished  it — but  we  see 
The  aeoompiiee  of  your  madness  unforgiven. 
And  think  that  you  might  ■aas  his  draught  with 


He  rose,  and  while  each  ear  was  pricked  to  attend 
A  tempest,  through  the  cloud  that  dimmed  her 

broke 
A  genial  warmth  and  light  once  more,  and  shone 
Through  glittering  drops  on  her  sad  friend : 

"  Come  hither, 

0  Psycho,"  she  cried  out,  "  embrace  me,  come, 
Qaipfc,  white  I  melt ;  make  reconcilement  sure 
With  one  that  cannot  keep  her  mind  an  hour : 
Come  to  the  hollow  heart  they  slander  so ! 
Kiss  and  be  friends  like  children  being  chid  I 

1  seem  no  more :  /  want  foifflvenesa  too ; 

I  should  have  had  lo  do  with  none  but  maids, 
That  have  no  links  with  men.     Ah  false  but  dear. 
Dear  traitor  too  much  loved,  why  ? — why  ? — Yet 
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334  THE  PEINCE9S; 

Before  these  kings  we  embrace  you  yet  once  more 
With  all  foTpveness,  all  oblivion, 
And  trust  not  love  you  less. 

And  now,  0  Sire, 
Grant  me  your  son  to  nurse,  to  wait  upon  him, 
Like  mine  own  brolier.     Foe  my  debt  to  liim, 
This  nightmare  weight  of  gratitude,  I  know  it; 
Taunt  me  no  more :  yourself  and  yours  shall  have 
Free  adit;  we  will  scatter  all  our  mfuds 
Till  happier  times,  each  to  her  proper  hearfh ; 
What  use  to  keep  them  here,  now  ?  grant  my 

prayer. 
Help,  father,  brother,  help;  speat  to  the  king; 
Thaw  this  male  nature  to  some  touch  of  that 
Which  Idlis  me  with  myself,  and  drags  me  down 
From  my  fixt  height  to  mob  me  np  with  all 
The  soft  and  milky  rabble  of  womankind. 
Poor  weakling  eyen  as  tlioy  are." 


Followed :  the  king  replied  not :  Cyril  said ; 

"  Your  brother,  Liuiy, — Florian, — ask  for  iilm 

Of  your  great  head — for  he  is  wounded  too — 

That  you  may  tend  upon  him  with  the  Prince." 

"  Ay  so,"  said  Ida,  with  a  bitter  smile, 

"  Our  laws  are  broken :  let  him  enter  too." 

Then  Violet,  she  that  sang  the  mournful  song 

And  had  a  cou^n  tmnljed  on  the  plain, 

Petitioned  too  for  him.     "  Ay  so,"  she  said, 

"  I  stagger  in  the  stream :  I  cannot  keep 

My  heart  an  eddy  from  the  brawling  hour ; 

We  brealc  our  laws  with  ease,  but  let  it  be.' 

"  Ay  so  ?  "  said  Blanehe :  "  amazed  am  I  to  hear 

Your  Highness:  but  your  Highness  brealw   witli 

The  law  your  Highness  did  not  make :  'twas  L 
I  had  been  wedded  wife,  I  knew  manldnd. 
And  bloeked  them  out ;  but  these  men  eame  to  woo 
Your  Highness— verily  I  tliink  to  irin." 
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So  she,  and  turned  askance,  a  wintry  eye ; 
But  Ida,  with  a  voice  that  like  a  bell 
Tolled  by  an  earthciuate  in  a  trembling  tower 
Rang  ruin,  answered  ftdl  of  grief  and  scorn  r 

"  Fling  our  doors  wide  I  all,  all,  not  one,  but  all, 
Not  only  he,  but,  by  my  mother's  soul. 
Whatever  man  lies  wounded,  friend  or  foe, 
Shall  enter,  if  he  will.     Let  our  girla  flit 
Till  the  storm  die  I  but  had  you  stood  b^  us. 
The  roar  that  breaks  the  Pharos  from  his  base 
Had  left  us  rock.     Slie  fiun  would  sting  us  too. 
But  shall  not.     Pass,  and  mingle  with  your  likes. 
We  brook  no  further  insult,  but  are  gone." 

She  turned;  the  very  nape  of  her  white  neck 
Was  rosed  with  indignation :  but  the  Prince 
Her  brother  came ;  the  king  her  fether  charmed 
Her  wounded  soul  witb  words ;  nor  did  mine  own 
Kefuse  her  proffer,  lastly  gave  his  hand. 

Then  us  they  lifted  up,  dead  weights,  and  bare 
Straight  to  the  doors :  to  them  the  doors  gave  way 
Groauin^,  and  in  the  vestal  entiy  shrieked 
The  vii^n  marble  under  iron  heels : 
And  on  they  moved  and  giuned  the  h^,  and  there 
llested ;  but  great  the  crush  was,  and  each  base, 
To  left  and  right,  of  those  tall  columns  drowned 
In  alken  fluctuation  and  the  swarm 
Of  female  whisperers ;  at  the  further  end 
Was  Ida  by  the  throne,  the  two  great  cats 
Close  by  her  like  supporters  on  a  shield 
Bow-backed  with  fear;  but  in  the  centime  stood 
The  common  men  with  rolling  eyes ;  amazed 
They  glared  upon  the  women,  and  aghast 
The  women  stared  at  these,  all  alent,  save 
When  armor  clashed  or  jingled,  while  the  day, 
Descending,  struck  athwart  the  hall,  and  shot 
A  flying  s^endor  out  of  brass  and  steel, 
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That  o'er  the  statues  leaped  from  tcad  to  head, 

Sow  fired  an  angry  Pallas  on  the  helm, 

Now  set  a  TTrathml  Dian's  moon  on  flame, 

And  now  and  then  an  echo  sfarted  up, 

And  shuddering  fled  from  room  to  room,  and  died 

Of  fright  in 


Then  the  voice 
Of  Ida  Bouaded,  issuing  ordinance ; 
And  me  they  bore  ap  the  broad  stairs  and  through 
The  long-laid  galleries  past  a  hundred  doova 
To  one  deep  chamber  stiut  from  sound,  and  due 
To  lancuid  Hmbs  and  sickness ;  left  me  in  it; 
And  others  otherwhere  they  laid ;  and  all 
That  afternoon  a  sound  arose  of  hoof 
And  chariot,  many  a  maiden  passing  home 
Tm  happier  times ;  but  some  were  left  of  those 
Held  sagest,  and  the  gteat  lords  out  and  in, 
Fnjm  those  two  hosts  that  lay  beade  the  walls, 
Walked  at  their  will,  and  every  thing  vras  changed. 


With  fold  to  fold,  of  m 


Ask  me  no  more :  what  answer  sliould  I  gj 
I  love  not  hollow  cheek  or  faded  eye : 
Yet,  0  my  friend,  I  will  not  have  thee  d 

Ask  me  no  more,  lest  1  shoald  bid  tltee  liv< 


Ask  ma  no  more:  thy  fate  and  mine  are  sealed: 
I  strove  against  the  stream  and  all  in  vain: 
Let  tiie  gi'eat  river  lake  me  to  Iho  main: 

Ko  more,  dear  love,  fov  at  a  touch  1  yiold  ,■ 
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VII. 
So  was  their  Banetuary  idolated, 
So  their  fiur  college  turned  to  hospital ; 
At  first  wili  all  cooftiMn :  by  and  by 
Sweet  order  lived  agiun  ivith  other  laws: 
A  kindlier  influence  reigned;  and  everywhepe 
Low  voices  wiih  the  ministering  hand 
Hung  round   the   moIi  ;  the   maidens   came,   they 

talked, 
They  sang,  they  read  ;  till  she  not  fdir,  began 
To  gather  light,  and  she  that  was,  became 
Her  former  beauty  treble  ;  and  to  and  fro 
With  books,  mth  flowers,  with  Angel  olHees, 
Like  creatures  native  unto  gracious  act. 
And  in  their  own  clear  element,  they  moved. 

But  sadness  on  the  soul  of  Ida  fell, 
And  hatred  of  her  weakness,  blent  with  shame. 
Old  studies  fiiiled ;  seldom  she  spoke ;  but  oft 
Clomb  to  the  roofs,  and  gazed  alone  for  hours 
On  that  disastrous  leaguer,  swarms  of  men 
Darkening  her  female  field :  void  was  her  use ; 
And  she  as  one  that  climbs  a  peak  to  gaze 
O'er  land  and  main,  and  sees  a  great  black  cloud 
Drag  inward  from  the  deeps,  a  wall  of  night. 
Blot  out  the  slope  of  sea  from  verge  to  shore. 
And  suck  the  blinding  splendor  from  the  sand. 
And  quenching  lake  by  lake  and  tarn  by  tarn 
Expunge  the  world;  so  tared  she  gazing  there ; 
So  claclcened  all  her  world  in  secret,  b&nk 
And  waste  it  seemed  and  vain ;  till  down  she  came 
And  found  fair  peace  once  more  among  the  aicfc. 

And  twilight  davraed ;  and  morn  by  morn  the 

Shot  up  and  shrilled  in  flickering  gyres,  but  I 
Lay  silent  in  the  muffled  cage  of  lite  : 
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And   twilight  gloomed ;  and  biuader   grown    the 

bowers 
Drew  the  great  night  into  themselves,  and  Heayen 
Star  after  star  arose  and  fell,  but  I, 
Deeper  than  those  ■weird  doubts  could  reach  me,  lay 
Quite  sundered  from  the  moving  UniveiBe, 
Nor  knew  what  eye  was  on  me  nor  the  hand 
That  nursed  me,  more  than  infants  in  their  sleep. 

But  Psyche  tended  Florian:  with  her  oft 
Melissa  came ;  for  Blanche  had  gone,  hut  left 
Her  child  among  us,  willing  she  should  keep 
Court-fevor:  here  and  (here  the  small  bright  head, 
A  light  of  healing,  glanced  about  the  couch, 
Or  flirough  the  parted  silks  the  tender  fiwie 
Peeped,  shining  in  upon  the  wounded  man 
"With  blush  and  smile,  a  medicine  ia  themselves 
To  wile  the  length  flx)m  languorous  hours  and  draw 
The  sting  from  pain ;  nor  seemed  it  strange  that 

He  rose  up  whole,  and  those  imr  charittea 
Joined  at  her  side ;  uor  stranger  seemed  that  hearts 
So  gentle,  so  employed,  should  close  in  love. 
Than  when  two  dew-drops  on  the  petal  sh^e 
To  the  same  sweet  Eur  and  tremble  deeper  down, 
And  slip  at  once  all-fragrant  into  one. 

Leas  prosperously  the  second  suit  obtained 
At  first  with  Psyche.    Not  though  Blanche   had 

That  after  that  dark  night  among  (he  fields. 
She  needs  must  wed  hiin  for  her  own  good  name ; 
Not  (hough  he  built  upon  the  babe  restored ; 
Nor  though  she  liked  him,  yielded  she,  but  feared 
To  Incense  the  Head  once  more ;  tiU  on  a  day 
When  Cyril  pleaded,  Ida  came  beMnd 
Seen  but  of  Psyche.     On  her  foot  she  hung 
A  moment  and  she  heard,  at  which  her  face 
A  little  flushed  and  she  past  on ;  but  each 
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d  from  thence  a  Lalfkionsent  inyolved 
la  atillness,  plighted  troth,  and  were  at  pejice. 

Nor  only  these :  Love  in  the  sacred  halls 
Held  oarzuval  at  will,  and  flying  atraefc 
With  showers  of  random  sweet  on  maid  and  man. 
Nor  did  lier  father  cease  to  press  my  claim, 
Nor  did  mine  own,  now  reconciled ;  nor  yet 
Did  those  twin  brothers,  risen  ag^n  and  whole ; 
Nor  Arac,  satiate  with  his  victory. 

But  I  lay  still,  and  with  me  oft  slie  sat ; 
Then  came  a  change  j  for  sometiines  I  would  catch 
Her  hand  in  wild  delirium,  gripe  it  hard, 
And  fling  it  like  a  viper  off,  and  shriek 
"  Tou  are  not  Ida ; "  clasp  it  once  again 
And  call  her  Ida,  though  I  knew  her  not, 
And  call  her  sweet,  as  if  in  irony. 
And  call  her  hard  and  cold  which  seemed  a  truth : 
And  still  she  feared  that  I  should  lose  my  mind. 
And  often  she  believed  liiat  I  should  die : 
TiR  out  of  long  frustration  of  her  care, 
And  pensive  tendance  in  the  all-weary  noons. 
And  watetes  iu  lie  dead,  the  dark,  when  docks 


On  flying  Time  from  ail  their  silver  tc 
And  out  of  memories  of  her  kindlier  days, 
And  sidelong  glances  at  my  father's  grief, 
And  at  the  feippy  lovers  heart  in  heart — 
And  out  of  hauntings  of  my  spoken  love, 
And  lonely  listeninM  to  my  muttered  dream, 
And  often  feeling  (tP  the  helpless  hands, 
And  wordless  broodings  on  die  wasted  obeek — 
From  all  a  closer  intertet  flourished  up 
Tendemeaa  touch  by  toach,  and  last,  to  these. 
Love,  like  an  Alpine  harebell  hung  with  tears 
By  some  cold  morning  glacier ;  frad  at  first 
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Last  I  woke  sane,  but  wellnigli  dose  to  death 
For  weakness:  it  was  eveninc ;  silent  light 
Slept  on  the  painted  walls,  wherein  were  wrought 
Two  grand  designs ;  &r  on  one  side  arose 
The  women  up  in  wild  revolt,  and  stormed 
At  the  Oppian  kw.     Utanic  shapes,  they  crammed 
The  forum,  and  half-crushed  among  the  rest 
A  dwarf-like  Cato  eovrered.    On  &e  other  ade 
Hortensia  spoke  against  the  tax ;  behind, 
A  tr^n  of  dames :  hy  axe  and  ea^  sat, 
With  all  their  foreheads  drawn  in  Koman  scowls. 
And  half  the  woIPs-milt  curdled  in  their  veins, 
The  fierce  triumvirs ;  and  before  them  paused 
Hortensia,  pleading :  angry  was.  ber  face. 

I  saw  the  forme ;  I  knew  not  where  I  was : 
They  dM  but  seem  as  hollow  shows;  nor  more 
Sweet  Ida;  palm  to  palm  she  sat:  the  dew 
Dwelt  in  her  eyes,  and  softer  all  her  shape 
And  rounder  rfiowed ;  I  moved :  I  fdghed :  a  touch 
Came  round  my  wrist,  and  tears  upon  my  hand : 
Then  all  ibr  languor  and  self-pity  ran 
Mine  down  my  mce,  and  wil^  what  life  I  had. 
And  like  a  fiowm;  that  cannot  all  unfidd, 
So  drenched  it  is  with  tempest,  to  the  sun, 
Tet,  aa  it  may,  turns  toward  him,  I  on  her 
Fixt  my  iaint  eyes,  and  uttered  whisperingly : 

"  If  you  be,  what  I  think  you,  some  sweet  dreiim, 
I  would  but  ask  you  to  fulfil  yourself: 
But  if  you  be  that  Ida  whom  I  knew, 
I  ask  you  nothing :  only,  if  a  dream. 
Sweet  dream,  be  perfect.     I  shall  die  ta-night. 
Stoop  down  and  seem  to  kiss  me  ere  I  die." 

I  could  no  moTO,  but  lay  like  one  in  trance, 
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That  hears  Ha  burial  talked  of  hy  his  ihends, 
And  cannot  speak,  nor  move,  nor  make  one  sign, 
But  lies  and  dreads  liis  doom.     Slie  turned ;  ^e 

paused; 
She  stooped;  and  out  of  laneuor  leapt  a  cry, 
Leapt  fierj-  Passion  from  the  Drinks  of  deatii; 
And  I  believed  that  in  the  living  world 
My  spirit  closed  with  Ida's  at  the  lips ; 
Till  back  I  fell,  and  from  mine  arms  she  rose 
Glowing  all  over  noble  shame ;  and  all 
Her  falser  self  slipt  from  her  like  a  robe, 
And  left  her  woman,  lovelier  in  hev  mood 
Than  in  her  mould  that  other,  when  she  came 
From  barren  deeps  to  conquer  all  with  bve. 
And  down  the  streaming  cvvstal  dropt,  aad  she 
Fav-fleeted  by  the  purple  isWd-sides, 
Naked,  a  double  light  in  air  and  wave. 
To  meet  her  Graces,  where  they  decked  her  oat 
For  worship  mthout  end ;  nor  end  of  mine, 
Stateliest,  for  thee  1  but  mute  she  glided  forth, 
Nor  glanced  behind  her,  and  I  sank  and  slept. 
Filled  tibrough  and  tlirough  with  Love,  a  happy 

!,  held 
There  to  herself,  all  in  low  tones,  she  read : 


"Now  sleeps  the  crunson  petal,  now  the  white, 
Nor  waves  the  oypresa  in  the  palace  walk  ; 
Nor  winks  the  gold  fln  in  the  porphyry  font : 


he  porphyry  f< 
n  thou  with  mi 


"  Now  lies  the  Earth  all  Danae  ta 
And  all  thy  heart  lies  open  unto  me 
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"  Now  slides  the  silent  met«or  on,  and  let  Tea 
A  shining  fliiroiv,  as  thy  thoughts  in  rae, 

"  Now  folds  fie  lily  all  her  sweetness  up, 
And  slips  into  the  hosam  of  the  lake : 
So  fold  thyself,  my  dearest,  thou,  and  slip 
Into  my  hosoni  and  be  lost  in  me." 


"  Come  down,  oh  miud,  from  yonder  n 
height: 

What  pleasure  lives  in  height,  (the  shepherd  sang,) 
In  height  and  cold,  the  splendor  of  the  hills  1 
But  cease  to  move  so  near  the  Heavens,  and  ceafia 
To  elide  a  sunbeam  by  the  blasted  pine. 
To  sit  a  star  upon  the  sparkling  spire ; 
And  come,  for  Love  is  of  the  valley,  come. 
For  Love  is  of  the  valley,  come  thou  down 
And  find  him ;  by  (he  happy  threshold,  he, 
Or  hand  in  hand  with  Plenty  in  the  maize. 
Or  red  with  spirted  purple  of  the  vats, 
Or  fo^ike  in  the  vine ;  nor  cares  to  walk 
With  Death  and  Morning  on  the  Silver  Horns, 
Nor  wilt  thou  snare  him  in  the  white  ravine. 
Nor  find  him  dropt  upon  the  firths  of  ice. 
That  huddling  slant  in  furrow-cloven  falls 
To  roll  the  terrent  out  of  dusky  doors ; 
But  follow;  let  the  torrent  dance  thee  down 
To  find  him  in  the  vaCey ;  let  the  wild 
Lean-headed  Eagles  yelp  alone,  and  leave 
The  monstrous  ledges  there  to  slope,  and  spill 
Their  thousand  wreaths  of  dangling  wate^smoke, 
That  like  a  broken  purpose  waste  m  air ; 
So  waste  not  thou ;  but  come ;  for  all  the  vales 
Await  thee ;  azure  pillars  of  the  hearth 
Arise  to  thee ;  the  children  call,  and  I 
Thy  shepherd  pipe,  and  sweet  is  every  sound, 
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Sweeter  thy  voice,  but  every  sound  is  eweet; 
Myriads  of  rivulets  hurrying  tlirougli  tiia  lawn. 
The  moan  of  dovea  in  immemorial  elms, 
And  murmuring  of  innumerable  bees." 

So  she  low-toned ;  while  with  shut  eyes  I  iay 
Listening ;  then  looked.    Pale  was  the  perfect  face ; 
The  bosom  with  long  aghs  labored ;  and  meet 
Seemed  the  full  lips,  and  nuld  the  luminous  eyes, 
And  the  voice  trembled  and  the  hand.    She  said 
Brokenly,  that  she  knew  it,  she  had  failed 
In  sweet  humility ;  had  tailed  in  all ; 
That  all  her  labor  waa  but  as  a  Hock 
Jjeft  m  the  quany ;  but  she  still  were  loth. 
She  still  were  lotli  to  yield  herself  to  one. 
That  wholly  scorned  to  help  their  eqoal  rights 
Aaainst  the  sons  of  men,  and  barbarous  laws. 
She  prayed  me  not  to  judge  theiv  cause  irom  her 
That  wronged  it,  sought  far  less  for  truth  than 

In  knowledge :  something  wild  within  her  breast, 
A  greater  l£an  all  knowledge,  beat  her  down. 
And  she  had  nursed  me  there  from  week  to  week : 
Much  had  she  learnt  in  little  time.    In  part 
It  was  ill  counsel  had  misled  the  girl 
To  vex  true  hearts ;  yet  waa  she  hut  a  rirl — 
"  Ah  fool,  and  made  myself  a  Queen  of  iarce ! 
When  comes  another  such  ?  never,  I  think, 
Till  the  Sun  drop  dead  fi'om  the  agna." 

Her  voice 
Choked,  and  her  forehead  sank  upon  her  hands. 
And  her  great  heart  through  ali  the  feullful  Past 
"Went  sorrowing  in  a  pause  I  dared  not  break ; 
Till  notice  of  a  change  in  the  dark  worid 
Was  lispt  about  the  acacias,  and  a  biixl 
That  early  woke  to  feed  her  little  ones 
Sent  from  a  dewy  breast  a  cry  for  light : 
She  moved,  and  at  her  feet  the  volume  fell. 
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Sii  THE   PEIKCESS; 

"  Blame  not  thyself  too  much,"  Isajd,  "nor  blame 
Too  much  the  sons  of  men  and  barbarous  lawa ; 
These  were  the  rough  waj^  of  the  world  till  now. 
Henceforth  thou  hast  a  helper,  me,  tliat  know 
The  woman's  cause  is  man's  :  they  rise  or  ^nk 
Together,  dwarfed  or  godlike,  bond  or  free  : 
For  she  that  out  of  Lethe  scales  ivith  man 
The  shining  steps  of  Nature,  shares  witli  man 
His  nights,  his  days,  moves  with  him  to  one  goal, 
.Stays  all  the  fair  young  planet  in  her  hands — 
If  she  be  small,  sligbt-natured,  miserable. 
How  shall  men  grow  ?  but  work  no  more  alone ! 
Our  place  ia  much :  as  fer  as  in  ns  liea 
We  two  will  serve  tbem  both  in  wding  her — 
Will  clear  away  the  parasitic  forms 
That  seem  to  keep  her  up,  but  drag  her  down — 
Will  leaye  her  space  to  burgeon  out  of  all 
Within  her — let  her  make  herself  her  own 
To  give  or  keep,  to  live  and  learn  and  be 
All  that  not  harms  diadnctive  womanhood. 
For  woman  is  not  undeveloped  man, 
But  diverse :  could  we  make  her  as  the  man, 
Sweet  love  were  sl^n :  his  dearest  bond  is  this 
Not  like  to  like,  but  like  in  difierence ; 
Yet  in  the  long  years  liker  must  they  grow ; 
The  man  be  more  of  woman,  she  of  man ; 
He  gain  in  sweetness  and  in  moral  height. 
Nor  lose  the  wrestling  thews  that  throw  the  world ; 
She  mental  breadth,  nor  fdl  in  childward  care. 
Nor  lose  the  childlike  in  the  larger  mind ; 
Till  at  the  last  she  set  herself  ixi  man. 
Like  perfect  music  unto  noble  words ; 
And  so  these  twain,  upon  the  sHrts  of  Time, 
Sit  side  by  side,  full-summed  in  all  tlieir  powers. 
Dispensing  harvest,  sowing  the  To-be, 
Self-revevent  each  and  reverencing  each, 
Distinct  in  individualities. 
But  like  each  other  oven  as  those  who  love. 
Then  cornea  the  statelier  Eden  back  to  men ; 
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Then  reign  the  world's  great  bridals,  chaste  and  calm 
Then  springs  ihe  crowning  race  of  hmnankind. 
May  these  things  be  I " 

Sighing  she  spoke,  "  I  fear 
They  will  not." 

"  Deal',  hut  let  us  type  tiian  now 
In  our  own  lives,  and  this  proud  watchword  rest 
Of  equal ;  sefan"  either  sex  alone 
Is  half  ilaelf,  andjn  true  marri^e  lies 
Nor  equal,  nor  uneqoal :  each  fulfils 
Defect  in  each,  and  always  thought  in  thought. 
Purpose  in  purpose,  will  in  will,  they  grow. 
The  angle  pure  and  perfect  animal. 
The  two-celled  heart,  beating  with  one  full  stroke, 


"Alone,"  I  siud,  "  from  earlier  than  I  know. 
Immersed  in  rich  foreshadowings  of  the  world, 
I  loved  the  woman :  he,  that  doth  not.  Jives 
A  drowning  life,  besotted  in  sweet  self. 
Or  pinea  in  sad  experience  worse  than  death. 
Or  keeps  his  winged  affections  dipt  with  crime : 
Yet  was  there  one  through  whom  I  loved  her,  one 
Not  learned,  save  in  gracious  household  ways, 
Not  perfect,  nay,  but  full  of  tender  wants. 
No  Angel,  but  a  dearer  b^ng,  all  dipt 
In  Angel  instincts,  breathing  Paradise, 
Interpreter  between  the  Gods  and  men, 
Who  looked  all  native  to  her  place,  and  yet 
On  tiptoe  seemed  to  touch  upon  a  sphere 
Too  gross  to  tread,  and  all  male  imnds  perforce 
Swayed  to  her  from  their  orbits  as  they  moved 
And  girdled  her  with  music     Happy  he 
Wilh  such  a  mother  I  feith  in  womankind 
Beats  with  his  blood,  and  trust  in  all  things  high 
Comes  easy  to  him,  and  though  he  trip  and  faQ, 
He  shall  not  blind  his  soul  with  clay." 
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3ie  1 

"  But  I," 
Said  Ida,  tremulousl)',  "  so  ali  unlike — 
It  seems  you  love  to  cheat  yourself  with  weeds : 
This  motlier  is  your  model.    I  have  heard 
Of  your  strange  doubts ;  ihey  well  mialit  be ;  I  seem 
A  mockery  to  my  own  self.    Never,  Prince ; 
You  cannot  love  me." 

"  Nay,  but  thee,"  I  siud, 
"  From  year-long  poring  on  thy  pictured  eyes. 
Ere  seen  I  loved,  and  loved  thee  seen,  and  saw 
Thee  woman  through  the  crust  of  iron  moods 
That  masked  thee  from  men's  reverence  up,  and 

forced 
Sweet  love  on  pranks  of  saucy  boyhood :  now 
Given  back  to  life ;  to  life  indeed,  flirough  thee, 
Indeed  I  love :  the  new  day  comes,  the  light 
Dearer  for  night,  as  dearer  thou  for  &ults 
Lived  over ;  lift  tMne  eyes ;  my  doubts  are  dead, 
My_  haundns  sense  of  hulow  shows :  the  change, 
This  truthful  cbaage  in  thee  has  killed  it.    Dear, 
Look  up  and  let  thy  nature  strike  on  mine 
Like  yonder  mormng  on  the  blind  half-world ;    , 
Approach  and  fear  not ;  breathe  upon  my  brows; 
In  that  iiae  air  I  tremble,  all  the  past 
Melts  mist-like  into  this  bright  hour,  and  this 
Is  morn  to  more,  and  all  the  rich  to  come 
Keels,  as  the  golden  Autumn  woodland  reels 
Athivart  the  smoke  of  burning  weeds.  Foiaive  me, 
I  waste  my  heart  in  signs :  let  be.     My  bride, 
My  wife,  my  life.     O  we  will  walk  this  world, 
Yoked  in  aU  exercise  of  noble  end, 
And  so  throuch  those  dark  gates  across  ths  wild 
That  no  man  knows.     Indeed  I  bve  thee ;  come, 
Yield  thyself  up :  my  hopes  and  thine  are  one : 
Accomphsh  thou  my  manhood  and  thyself. 
Day  thy  sweet  hands  in  mine  and  trust  to  me." 
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CONCLUSION. 


So  dosed  our  tale,  of  wHcli  I  give  you  all 
The  random  selieme  as  wildly  as  it  rose  : 
The  words  are  mostly  mine ;  for  when  we  ceased 
There  came  a  minute's  pause,  and  Walter  said, 
"  I  wish  she  had  not  yielded  I "  then  to  me, 
"  What,  if  you  drest  it  up  poetically  ?  " 
So  prayed  iim  men,  the  women :  I  gave  assent : 
Yet  how  to  bind  the  scattered  scheme  of  seven 
Together  in  one  sheaf?   What  3tj;le  could  suit  ? 
The  men  required  that  I  should  ^ve  throughout 


The  women — and  perhaps  they  felt  their  power, 
For  something  in  the  ballads  which  they  sang, 
Or  in  their  silent  iufiuence  as  they  sat, 
Had  ever  seemed  to  wrestle  with  burlesque. 
And  drove  us,  last,  to  quite  a  solemn  close — 
They  hated  banter,  ■mshed  for  something  real. 


Or  all,  they  said,  as  earnest  as  the  close  ? 

Which  yet  mth  sueh  a  framework  scarce  could  be. 

Then  rose  a  little  feud  betwixt  the  two, 

Betwixt  the  mockers  and  the  realists : 

And  I,  betwixt  them  both,  io  please  them  both, 

And  yet  U>  give  the  slory  as  it  rose, 

I  moved  as  in  a  strange  diagonal, 

And  mayba  neither  pleased  myself  nor  them. 

But  LiUa  pleased  me,  for  she  took  no  part 
In  our  dispute :  the  sequel  of  the  tale 
Had  touched  her ;  and  she  sat,  she   plucked  the 

She  flung  it  from  her,  thinking ;  last,  she  fixt 

A  showery  glance  upon  her  aunt,  and  said, 

"  You — tdl  us  what  we  are ; "  who  might  have  told, 
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For  she  was  crammed  with  theories  out  of  books, 
But  that  there  rose  a  shout ;  the  gates  were  close<5 
At  sunset,  and  the  crowd  were  swarminn;  now, 
To  take  theif  leave,  about  the  garden  rails. 


Far-shadowing  from  the  weat,  a  land  of  peace : 
Gray  kdls  alone  among  their  massive  groves ; 
Trim  hamlets ;  here  and  there  a  rustic  tower 
Half-lost  in  bells  of  hop  and  breadths  of  wheat ; 
The  shimmering  glimpses  of  a  stream ;  the  seas ; 
A  red  sail,  or  a  white ;  and  fiir  beyond, 
Imagined  more  thaa  seen,  the  skirts  of  France. 

"  LoiA  there,  a  garden  I "  said  my  college  friend, 
The  Tory  memher'a  elder  son,  "  and  there  I 
God  bless  the  narrow  sea  which  ieeps  her  off. 
And  keeps  our  Britain,  whole  within  herself, 
A  nation  yet,  the  rulers  and  the  ruled — 
Some  sense  of  duty,  something  of  a  faith. 
Some  reverence  for  the  laws  ourselves  have  made, 
Some  patient  Jbrce  to  change  them  when  we  will, 
Some  civic  manhood  firm  against  the  crowd — 
But  yonder,  whiff!  there  comes  a  sudden  heat, 
The  gravest  citizen  seems  to  lose  his  head. 
The  Bng  is  scared,  the  soldier  wili  not  fight, 
The  little  boys  b^in  to  shoot  and  stab, 
A  kingdom  topples  over  with  a  shriek 
Like  an  old  wuman,  and  down  rolls  the  world 
In  mock  heroics  stranger  than  our  own ; 
Revolts,  republics,  revolutions,  all 
No  graver  than  a  school-boj^'  barring  ont; 
Too  comic  for  the  solemn  things  they  are. 
Too  solemn  for  the  comic  touches  in  tiem. 
Like  our  wild  Princess  with  as  ivise  a  dream 
As  some  of  theirs— God  bless  the  narrow  seaa ! 
I  wish  they  were  a  whole  Atlantic  broad." 
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"  Have  patience,"  I  replied,  "  oursclTcs  are  full 
Of  sooial  wrong;  and  maybo  wildest  dreams 
Are  tut  the  needful  preludes  of  the  truth ; 
For  me,  the  cenial  day,  the  happy  crawd. 
The  sport  half-science,  fiU  me  vtith  a  fiiith. 
This  fins  old  world  of  ours  is  but  a  child 
Yet  in  the  go-cart     Patience  I     Give  it  line 
To  learn  ils  limbs :  there  is  a  hand  that  guides." 

In  such  discourse  we  gained  the  garden  rajla, 
And  there  we  saw  Sir  Walter  where  he  stood. 
Before  a  tower  of  crimson  holly-oats, 
Among  six  hoys,  head  under  head,  and  looked 
Ho  little  lUy-handed  Baronet  he, 
A  great  broad-shouldered  genial  Englishman, 
A  ford  of  fet  prize-oxen  and  of  sheep, 
A  raiser  of  huge  melons  and  of  pine, 
A  patron  of  some  thirty  charities, 
A  pamphleteer  on  guano  and  on  grain, 
A  quarter  sessions  chairman,  abler  none ; 
Fair-haired  and  redder  than  a  windy  morn ; 
Now  shaking  hands  with  him,  now  him,  of  those 
That  stood  the  nearest — now  addressed  to  speech — ■ 
Who  spoke  few  words  and  pithy,  such  as  closed 
Welcome,  farewell,  and  wdcome  for  the  year 
To  follow ;  a  shout  rose  again,  and  made 
The  long  line  of  the  approaching  rookery  swerve 
From  the  elms,  and  shook  the  branches  of  the  deer 
Prom  slope  to  slope  through  distant  ferns,  and  rang 
Beyond  the  bourn  of  sunset;  O,  a  shout 
More  Joyful  than  the  cjty-roar  that  hails 
Premier  or  king  I     Why  should  not  these  great  Sirs 
Give  up  their  parks  some  dozen  times  a  year 
To  let  the  people  breathe  ?     So  thrice  they  cried, 
1  likewise,  and  in  groups  they  streamed  away. 

But  we  went  back  to  the  Abbey,  and  sat  on. 
So  much  the  gathering  darkness  cl 
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Percliance  upon  the  future  niao ;  the  waJls 
Blackened  about  us,  bats  wbeeled,  and  owls 

whooped, 
And  gradually  the  powers  of  the  night, 
That  range  above  the  region  of  tie  wind, 
Deepening  the  courts  of  -twilight  broke  them  up 
Through  all  the  silent  spaces  of  the  worlds, 
Beyond  all  thought  into  the  Heaven  of  Heavens. 

Last  little  Lilia,  rising  quietly, 
Disrobed  the  glimmering  statue  of  Sir  Ralph 
From  those  rich  silks,  and  home  well  pleased  wo 
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Steojio  Son  of  God,  immortal  Love, 

Whom  ws,  that  have  not  seen  thy  feco; 
Bj  fMth,  and  iiuth  alone,  embrace, 

Believing  where  we  cannot  prove  1 

TMne  are  these  orba  of  light  and  aliade  ; 

Thou  madest  Life  in  man  and  brute ; 

Thou  madest  Death ;  and  lo!  thy  foot 
Is  on  the  skull  wliich  thou  hast  made. 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  us  in  the  dust: 

Thou  madest  man,  he  knows  not  why ; 
He  thinks  he  was  not  made  to  die ; 

And  thou  hast  made  him :  thou  art  just. 

Thou  eeemest  human  and  divine, 

Tlie  highest,  hohest  manhood,  thou : 
Ouv  wSls  are  ours,  we  know  not  how ; 

Our  wills  are  oars,  to  make  them  thine. 

Om"  little  systems  have  their  day ; 

They  have  their  day  and  cease  to  be ; 

They  are  but  broken  lighfs  of  thee, 
And  thou,  oh  Lord,  art  more  than  they. 
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We  have  but  fiutii :  we  cannot  know ; 

For  knowledge  is  of  things  we  see  ; 

And  yet  we  trust  it  comes  from  thee, 
A  beam  in  darkness :  let  it  grow. 

Let  knowieiige  grow  from  more  to  morci 
But  more  of  reverence  in  us  dwell ; 
■    That  mind  and  soul,  according  well, 
May  make  one  musb,  aa  before, 

But  vaster.    We  are  foola  and  slight; 

We  mock  thee  when  we  do  not  fear : 
But  help  thy  foolish  ones  io  bear ; 

Help  thy  vam  worlds  to  bear  thy  light. 

Forgive  what  seemed  my  an  in  me ; 

What  seemed  my  worth  fdnce  I  began ; 

For  merit  lives  from  man  to  man, 
And  not  from  man,  oh  Lord,  t«  thee. 

Forgive  my  grief  for  one  i-emoved. 

Thy  creature,  whom  I  found  so  fair. 
I  trust  he  lives  in  thee,  and  there 

I  find  him  worlhier  to  be  loved. 

Foi^ve  these  wild  and  wandering  cries. 

Confusions  of  a  wasted  youth ; 

Foi^ive  them  where  they  iail  In  truth, 
And  in  thy  ivisdom  make  me  wise. 

1849, 
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I  HELD  it  truth,  with  him.  who  angs 
To  one  clear  harp  in  divers  tones, 
That  men  may  rise  on  stepping-stones 

Of  their  dead  selves  to  higher  things. 

But  who  shal!  so  forecast  the  years, 
And  find  in  loss  a  gain  to  match? 
Or  reach  a  hand  through  time  to  catch 

The  faisoff  interest  of  teara  ? 

Let  Love  clasp  Grief,  lest  both  be  drowned, 
Let  darkness  keep  her  raven  gloss ; 
Ah  1  Bweeter  to  be  drunk  with  loss, 

To  dance  with  death,  to  beat  the  ground. 

Than  that  the  victor  Hours  should  scorn 
The  long  result  of  love,  and  boast : 
"  Behold  the  man  that  loved  and  l(«t, 

But  all  he  was  is  overworn." 


Oi.u  Yew,  ivHch  graspest  at  the  stones 
That  name  the  underlying  dead. 
Thy  fibres  net  the  dreaudess  head ; 

Thy  roots  are  wrapped  about  the  bones. 
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The  seasons  bring  the  flower  agiiin, 

And  bring  the  firstling  to  the  flock ; 
And  in  the  dnsk  of  thee,  the  clock 

Beats  out  the  little  lives  of  men. 

O,  not  for  thee  the  glow,  the  bloom, 
Who  ohangest  not  in  any  gale ! 
Nor  brandmg  summer  suns  avail 

To  touch  thy  thousand  years  of  gSooro. 

And  gaain"  on  the  sullen  free, 

Sick  &r  tly  stubborn  hanJihooii, 
I  seem  to  rail  from  out  my  blood, 

And  grow  incorporate  into  thee. 


w,  cruel  fellowship  1 
O  Priestess  in  the  vaults  of  Deathl 
0  sweet  and  bitter  in  a  breath, 
What  whisperE  from  thy  lying  lip  ? 

"  The  stars,"  she  whispers,  "  blindly  run ; 

From  out  waste  places  comes  a  ciy, 
And  mUnnurs  from  the  dying  sun  ; 


"And  all  tiie  phantom,  Nature,  stands, — 
With  all  her  music  in  her  tone, 
A  hollow  echo  of  my  own, — 

A  hoEow  form  with  empty  hands." 

And  shall  I  take  a  thing  so  blind, 

Embrace  her  as  my  natural  good ; 
Or  crush  her,  like  a  vice  of  blood, 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  mind  ? 
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To  Sleep  I  give  my  powers  away, 
My  wiE  is  bondsman  to  the  dart ; 
I  m.t  nithin  3,  helmless  bark, 

And  witli  my  heart  I  muse,  and  say : 

"  0  heart,  how  fibres  it  with  thee  now, 

Tliat  thou  shouldst  fiul  from  thy  desire, 
Who  scarcely  darest  to  inquire 

"What  is  it  makes  me  heat  so  low  ?  " 

Something  it  is  which  thon  hast  lost, 

Some  pleasure  from  thine  earljr  years. 
Break,  thou  deep  vaae  of  chilling  tears, 

Hiat  grief  hath  shaken  into  frost ! 

Such  clouds  of  nameless  trouble  cross 
All  night  below  (he  darkened  eyes; 
With  morning  wakes  the  will,  and  cries, 

"  Thou  shall  not  be  the  fool  of  loss ! " 


d  it  half  a  sin 
To  put  in  words  the  grief  I  feel. 
For  words,  like  nature,  half  reveal 
And  half  conceal  the  Soul  within. 

But^  for  the  unquiet  heart  and  br^n, 
A  use  in  measured  language  Ues ; 
The  sad  mechanic  exercise, 

Like  dull  narootics,  numbing  pain. 

In  words,  like  weeds,  111  wi'ap  me  o'er, 
Like  coarsest  clothes  agamst  the  cold ; 
Ent  that  large  grief  which  these  infold 

Is  given  in  outline  and  no  more. 
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Ome  writes,  that "  Other  friends  remain," 
That "  Loss  is  common  to  the  race,"— 
And  common  ia  the  commonplace, 
And  viicant  chaif  well  meant  for  grain- 
That  loss  is  common  would  not  make 
My  own  less  bitter,  rather  more ; 
Too  common  I     Never  morning  wore 
To  evening,  but  some  heart  did  breat. 

0  father,  wheresoe'er  thou  be. 

That  pledgest  now  f by  gallant  son  ; 
A  shot,  ere  half  thy  draught  ba  done, 

Hath  stilled  the  life  that  beat  ti-oia  thee. 

O  mother,  prayiu"  God  will  save 

Thy  sailor,  Tmile  thy  head  is  bowed. 
His  heavy-shotted  hammock-shroud 

Drops  in  hia  vast  and  wandering  grave. 

Ye  know  no  more  than  I  who  wrought 
At  that  last  hour  to  please  him  well ; 
Who  mused  on  all  I  had  to  tell. 

And  something  written,  something  thought; 

Kxpecting  stJU  his  advent  home  ; 
And  ever  met  him  on  his  way 
With  wishes,  thinting,  here  lo-day, 

Or  here  to-morrow  will  he  come. 

0,  somewhere,  meek  unconscious  dove. 
That  sittest  'ranging  golden  hiur ; 
And  glad  to  find  thyself  so  fair, 

Poor  child,  that  widtesl  for  thy  love ! 

For  now  her  fiither's  chimney  glows 

111  expectation  of  a  guest ; 

And  thinking  "this  will  please  him  best," 
She  takes  a  ribbon  or  a  rose ; 
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For  bo  will  see  tliem  on  to-night ; 

And  wiUi  tlie  tliougliC  her  color  burns ; 

And,  having  left  the  glass,  she  turns 
Once  more  to  set  a  ringlet  right ; 

And,  even  when  she  turned,  the  curse 
Had  fallen,  and  her  future  lord 
Was  (irowEed  in  passing  through  the  ford, 

Or  killed  in  ialling  from  his  horse. 

O,  what  to  her  shaU  he  the  end  ? 

And  what  to  me  remiuns  of  good  ? 

To  her,  perpetual  maidenhood. 
And  unto  me,  no  secoad  friend. 


Dabk  house,  by  which  once  more  I  stand, 
Here  in  tlie  long  unlovely  street, 
Uoors,  where  my  heart  was  used  to  beat 

So  quickly,  wtuting  for  a  hand, 

A  hand  that  can  be  ciasped  iio  more,^ 
Behold  me,  for  I  cannot  sleep. 
And  lite  a  guilty  thing  I  creep 

At  earliest  morning  to  the  door. 

He  is  not  here ;  but  far  away 

The  noise  of  life  be^ns  ogiun, 

And  ghastly  through  the  drizzling  rain 

On  the  bald  street  breaks  the  blank  day. 


A  HAPPT  lover  wlio  has  come 

To  look  on  her  that  loves  him  well, 
Who  lights,  and  rings  the  gateway  hi 

And  learns  her  gone,  and  far  from  home. 
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He  saddens,  all  the  magio  light 

Dies  off  at  oaee  trom  bower  and  hall, 
And  all  the  place  is  dark,  and  all 

The  chambers  emptied  of  delight. 

So  find  I  every  pleasant  spot 

In  which  we  two  were  wont  to  meet, 
The  field,  the  chamber,  and  the  street, 

For  all  is  dark,  where  thou  art  not 

Yet  as  that  other,  wandering  there 
In  those  deserted  walks,  may  find 
A  flower  heat  with  kuu  and  wind. 

Which  onee  ehe  fostered  up  with  care ; 

So  seems  it  in  my  deep  regret, 

0  my  forsaken  heart,  with  thee, 
And  this  poor  flower  of  poesy, 

WMch,  little  eared  for,  fades  not  yet. 

But  wnce  it  pleased  a  vanished  eye, 

1  go  ta  plant  it  on  hia  tomb. 
That  if  it  can  it  there  may  bloom, 

Or  dying  there  at  least  may  die. 


Fair  ship,  that  from  the  Ifalian  shore 
Sailest  the  placid  ocean  plains, 
With  my  lost  Arthur's  loved  remains 

Spread  thy  mil  wings,  and  wait  him  o'er ! 

So  draw  him  home  to  fhose  that  moum. 
In  van ;  a  fevorabie  speed 
Kuffle  thy  mirrored  mast,  and  lead 

Throtigh  prosperous  floods  his  holy  urn  ! 
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Spiere  all  your  lights  around,  above ; 

Sleep,  gentlelieavens,  before  tha  prow ; 

Sleep,  gentle  wincis,  aa  he  sleeps  now, 
My  friend,  the  brother  of  my  love  f 

My  Arthur  I  whom  I  shall  not  see 

Till  all  my  widowed  race  be  ruu ; 
Deal-  as  the  mother  to  the  son. 

More  than  my  b 


I  HEAR  the  noise  about  thy  keel ; 

I  hear  the  bell  struck  in  the  night; 

I  see  the  cabin-window  bright ; 
1  see  the  sjulor  at  the  wbeeL 

Thon  bringest  the  Bailor  to  his  wife ; 

And  travelled  men  from  foreign  lands ; 

And  letters  unto  trembling  hands ; 
And,  thy  dark  freight,  a  vanished  life. 

So  bring  him :  we  have  idle  dreams ; 
This  look  of  quiet  flatters  thus 
Our  home-bred  fancies  ;  oh,  to  us. 

The  fools  of  babit,  sweeter  seems 

To  rest  beneath  the  clover  sod, 

That  takes  the  sunshine  aiid  the  rains. 
Or  where  the  kneeling  hamlet  dridns 

The  chalice  of  the  grapes  of  God, 

Than  if  with  thee  the  roaring  wells 

Shoubl  gulf  him  fathom  deep  in  brine ; 
And  hands  so  often  clasped  in  mine 

Should  toss  with  tangle  and  with  shells. 
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CaIiM  is  tiie  morn,  mthout  3,  found, 
Calm  as  to  emt  a  calmer  grief, 
And  only  through  the  fiided  leaf 

The  chestnut  pattering  to  flio  ground : 

Calm  and  deep  peace  on  this  high  ivold, 

And  on  these  dews  that  drench  the  furze. 
And  all  the  silvery  gossamers 

That  twinkle  into  green  and  gold ; 

Cahn  and  stilt  light  on  yon  great  plain. 

That  sweeps,  with  all  ilB  autumn  bowers. 
And  crowded  farms  and  lessening  towers, 

To  mingle  with  the  bounding  mwn : 

Calm  and  deep  peace  in  tliis  wide  air. 
These  leaves  that  redden  to  fie  fall ; 
And  in  my  heart,  if  calm  at  all. 

If  any  calm,  a  calm  despair : 

Cahn  on  the  seas,  and  alver  sleep, 

And  waves  that  sway  themselves  in  rest, 
And  dead  calm  in  that  noble  breast 

WHch  heaves  but  with  the  heaving  deep. 


Lo  !  as  a  dove  when  up  she  springs, 

To  bear  through  Heaven  a  tale  of  wot 
Some  dolorous  message  knit  below 

The  wild  pulsation  of  hev  wings ; 

Like  her  I  go ;  I  cannot  stay ; 

I  leave  this  mortal  ark  behind, 

A  wdght  of  nerves  without  a  mind. 

And  leave  the  cliffs,  and  haste  away 
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O'er  ocean  mirrors  rounded  large, 

And  reach  the  glow  of  southern  skieg. 
And  see  tlie  s^U  a.t  distance  rise, 

And  linger  weeping  on  the  marge, 

And  saying,  "  Comes  he  thus,  my  friend  1 
Is  this  the  ^^.d  of  all  my  ■■are  ?  " 
And  circle  moaning  in  the  air : 

"  Is  this  the  end  ?  Is  this  the  end  ?  " 


About  the  prow,  and  back  return 
To  where  flie  body  sits,  and  learn 
That  I  have  been  an  hour  away. 


Tears  of  the  widower,  when  he  sees 
A  late-lost  form  that  sleep  reyeals, 
And  moves  hia  doubtflil  arms,  and  feels 

Her  place  is  empty,  feU  like  these. 

Which  weep  a  loss  forever  new, 

A  void  where  heart  on  heart  reposed ; 
And,  where  warm  hands  have  pressed  aui 
closed, 

Silence,  till  I  be  silent  too. 

Which  weep  the  comrade  of  my  choice, 
An  awful  thought,  a  life  removed. 
The  human-hearted  man  I  loved, 

A  spirit,  not  a  breathing  voice. 

Come,  "nme,  and  teach  me  many  years 

I  do  not  suffer  in  a  dream ; 

Por  now  BO  strange  do  tliese  things  seem, 
Mine  eyes  have  leisure  for  their  tears 
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My  fa^icies  time  to  rise  on  ising, 

And  glance  about  the  approaching  siuls, 
As  though  tiiey  brought  but  merchants'  bales, 

And  not  the  ourthen  that  they  bring. 


If  one  should  bring  me  this  repori;, 

That  thou  hadst  touched  the  land  to-day. 
And  I  went  down  unto  the  quay, 

And  found  thee  lying  in  the  port ; 

And  standing,  muffled  round  with  woe. 
Should  see  thy  passengers  in  rank 
Come  stepping  lighdy  down  the  plank. 

And  beckoning  unto  those  they  know ; 

And  if  along  with  these  should  come 
The  man  I  held  as  half  divine ; 
Should  strike  a  sudden  hand  in  mine, 

And  ask  a  thousand  things  of  home ; 

And  I  should  toil  hun  all  my  pEun, 

And  how  my  life  had  drooped  of  late, 
And  he  should  sorrow  o'er  my  stala. 

And  marvel  what  possessed  my  brain ; 


To-night  the  winds  began  to  rise 

And  roar  from  yonder  <lropping  day; 
The  last  red  leaf  is  whirled  away, 

The  rooks  are  blown  about  the  skies ; 
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The  forest  cracked,  ihe  waters  curled, 
The  cattle  huddled  on  the  lea ; 
And  wildly  dashed  on  tower  and  tree 

The  sunbeam  strikes  along  the  world ; 

And  but  for  fancies,  which  aver 

That  all  thy  moliona  gently  pass 
Athwart  a  plane  of  molten  glass, 

I  scarce  could  brook  the  stmu  and  stir 

That  mates  the  barren  branches  kind ; 
And  but  for  fear  it  la  not  so. 
The  wild  unrest  that  lives  in  woe 

Would  dote  and  pore  on  yonder  cloud 

That  rises  upward  always  higher, 

And  onward  drags  a  laboring  breast, 
And  topples  round  the  dreary  west, 

A  looming  basdoa  &inged  with  fire. 


What  words  are  these  have  fallen  from  me  ? 

Can  calm  despair  and  wild  unrest 

Be  tenants  oi^a  single  breast, 
Or  sorrow  such  a  changeling  be  ? 
Or  doth  she  only  seem  to  take 

The  touch  of  change  in  calm  or  storm ; 

But  knows  no  more  of  transient  ibrm 
In  her  deep  self,  than  some  dead  lake 

That  holds  the  shadow  of  a  lark 

Hung  in  the  shadow  of  a  heaven  ? 
!pr  has  the  shock,  so  harshly  pven. 

Confused  me  like  the  unhappy  bark 

That  sfritea  by  niffht  a  craggy  shelfi 
And  staggers  olindly  ere  she  ant  ? 
And  stunned  me  from  my  power  to  tJuuk, 

And  all  my  knowledge  of  royselJ;) 
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And  made  me  iha,t  delirious  man 

Wbose  fancy  fuaos  old  and  new, 
And  flashes  into  false  and  true, 

And  mingles  all  without  a  plan  ? 


Thou  comeat,  muet  wopt  for ;  such  a  breeze 
Compelled  thy  canvas,  and  my  prayer 
Was  as  the  whisper  of  an  air 

To  breathe  thee  over  lonely  seaa. 

For  I  in  apirit  saw  thee  more 

Through  circles  of  the  bonodine  sky ; 

Week  alter  week ;  the  days  go  by : 
Come  qnick,  thou  bringest  all  I  love. 

Henceforth,  wherever  tiiou  mayst  roam, 
My  blesang,  like  a  line  of  Ii"ht, 
Is  on  the  waters  day  and  ni^t. 

And  like  a  beacon  guards  thee  home. 


So  kind  an  office  hath  been  done, 

Such  precious  relies  brought  by  thee ; 
The  diist  of  him  I  shall  not  see 

'fill  all  my  widowed  race  be  run. 


'TIS  well,  'tis  something,  we  may_  stand 
Where  he  in  Engtish  eaj^th  ia  laid, 
And  from  his  ashea  may  be  made 

The  violet  of  hia  native  land. 
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DC  MBMOEIAM.  : 

"Ba  Ktfle ;  but  it  looka  in  tratli 

As  if  the  quiet  bones  were  blest 
Among  familiar  names  f  o  rest, 

And  in  the  places  of  Ms  youth. 

Ccane,  then,  pure  hands,  and  bear  the  head 
That  Bleeps  or  wears  the  mask  of  sleep ; 
And  come,  whatever  loves  to  weep, 

And  hear  the  ritual  of  the  dead. 


'i& 


I,  JMling  on  hjg  faithful  heart, 
Would,Tjreatlun^  through  his  lips,  impart 
The  life  that  almost  dies  in  me : 

That  dies  not,  but  endures  with  pjun. 
And  slowly  forms  the  firmer  mind, 
Treasuring  the  look  it  cannot  find. 

The  words  that  are  not  heard  again. 


The  Danube  to  the  Severn  gave 

The  darkened  heart  that  beat  no  more 
They  laid  him  by  the  pleasant  shore, 

And  in  the  hearing  of  the  wave. 

tliere  twice  a  day  the  Severn  fills. 
The  salt  sea-water  passes  by, 
And  hushes  half  the  babbhng  Wye, 

And  makes  a  ^ence  in  the  hilis. 

The  Wye  is  hushed  nor  moved  along; 
And  hushed  my  deepest  grief  of  all. 
When,  filled  wifli  tears  that  cannot  fiiU, 

1  brim  with  sorrow  drowning  song. 

The  tide  flows  down,  the  wave  again 
Is  vocal  in  its  wooded  walls  : 
My  deeper  anguish  also  fidls. 

And  1  can  speak  a  little  then. 
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Where  lies  the  master  newly  dead ; 

Wlo  speak  their  feeling  as  it  is, 

And  weep  the  fulness  from  the  mind. 
"  It  will  be  hard  "  thejf  say,  "  to  find 

Another  service  Bach  as  this." 

My  lighter  moods  are  like  to  these, 
That  out  of  words  a  eomfoi-t  win ; 
But  there  are  other  grieft  within, 

And  t«ars  that  at  their  fountain  freeze ; 

For  by  the  heai-th  the  cluldren  sit 

Cold  in  that  atmosphere  of  Death, 
And  scarce  endure  to  draw  the  brea^ 

Or  Kke  to  noiaeless  phantoms  flit ; 

But  open  converse  is  (here  none, 
So  much  the  vital  spivifs  sink 
To  see  the  vacant  chair,  and  thini, 

"  How  good  I  how  kind !  and  he  is  gone." 


I  SING  to  him  that  resls  below, 

And,  wnce  the  grasses  round  me  wav 
I  take  the  grasses  of  the  grave, 

And  make  them  pipes  whereon  to  blow. 
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Anotter  answers,  "  Let  him  be ; 

He  loves  to  make  parade  of  pain, 
Tbat  with  his  piping  he  may  gma 

The  praise  tliat  comes  to  constancy." 

A  tliird  is  wi'oth :  "  Is  this  an  hour 
For  private  sorrow's  barren  song, 
When  more  and  more  tlie  people  throng 

The  chairs  and  liironea  of  civil  power  ? 

"  A  time  to  wcten  and  to  swoon, 

"When  science  reaches  forth  her  arms 
To  feel  from  world  to  world,  and  charms 

Bfer  secret  from  the  latest  moon  ?  " 

Behold,  ye  speak  an  idle  thing ; 

Te  never  knew  the  sacred  dust ; 

I  do  bnt  sing  becaase  I  must. 
And  pipe  but  as  the  linnets  ^ng. 

And  Tin  to  one  her  note  is  gay, 

For  DOW  her  little  ones  have  rangeti : 
And  unto  one  her  note  is  changed, 
e  her  brood  is  stolen  away. 


The  path  by  which  we  twain  did  go. 

Which  led  by  tracts  that  pleased  us  well. 
Through  four  sweet  years  arose  and  fell. 

From  flower  to  flower,  from  snow  to  snow. 

And  ■we  with  singing  cheereil  the  way, 
And  crowned  with  all  the  season  lent. 
From  April  on  to  April  went, 

And  glad  at  heart  from  May  to  May. 
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SGS  IN  MBMOEIAK. 

But  where  the  path  we  walked  l)M;an 
To  slant  the  fifth  autmnnal  dope, 
As  we  doscfiaded,  following  Hope, 

There  sat  the  Shadow  feared  of  man ; 

Who  hi'oke  our  &jr  companionship. 

And  spread  his  mantle  dark  and  cold ; 
And  wrapped  thee  formless  in  the  fold. 

And  dulled  the  munmir  on  thy  lip ; 

And  bore  thee  where  I  could  not  see 
Nor  follow,  though  1  walk  in  haste ; 
And  think  that,  somewhere  in  the  waste, 

The  Shadow  tdts  and  vrsits  for  me. 


Now,  sometimes  in  my  6on"ow  shut, 

Or  breaking  into  song  hy  fits; 

Alone,  alone,  to  where  he  sits. 
The  Shadow  cloaked  from  head  to  foot, 

Who  keeps  the  keys  of  all  the  creeds, 
I  wander,  often  foiling  lame, 
And  looking  back  to  whence  I  came, 

Or  on  to  where  the  pathway  leads ; 

And  crying,  How  changed  ftom  where  it  ran 
Through  lands  where  not  a  leaf  was  dumb ; 
But  air  the  lavish  hills  would  hum 

The  murmur  of  a  happy  Pan : 


And  Thought  leapt  oi 
Ere  Thought  could  wed  ifself  with  S 
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IN   ftlEMOnXAU.  3( 

And  all  we  met  was  fair  and  good, 

And  all  was  good  that  Time  could  bring, 
And  all  flie  secret  of  the  Spring 

Moved  in  the  chambers  of  the  blood  : 

And  many  an  old  philosophy 

On  Ai^ve  heights  thnnely  aang. 
And  round  na  all  tlie  thicket  rang 

To  many  a  flute  of  Arcady. 


Anb  was  the  day  of  my  defoht 
As  pure  and  perfect  as  Isay  ? 
The  very  source  and  fount  of  Day 

Is  dashed  ivith  wandering  isles  of  night. 

If  all  was  good  and  fair  we  met 

This  earth  had  been  the  Paradise 
It  never  looked  to  human  eyes 

Since  Adam  left  his  garden  yet- 

And  is  it  that  the  haze  of  grief 

Hath  stretched  my  former  jcy  so  grei 
The  lowneas  of  the  present  state. 

That  sets  the  past  in  this  relief? 

Or  that  the  past  will  always  win 
A  glory  from  its  bein"  far ; 
And  orb  into  the  perfect  star 

We  saw  not,  when  we  moved  therein  ? 


I  KNOW  that  this  was  Life, — tlie  trade 
Whereon  with  ef[ual  feet  we  fared ; 
And  then,  as  now,  the  day  p:  ' 

The  daily  burden  for  the  back. 
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But  this  it  was  that  made  me  move 
As  light  as  carrier-birds  in  air : 
I  loved  the  weight  I  had  to  hear, 

Because  it  needed  help  of  Loye  ; 

Nor  could  I  wearj,  heart  or  limb, 

When  mighty  Love  would  cleave  in  twain 

The  lading  of  a  single  pain. 
And  part  it,  giving  half  to  him. 


Still  onward  winds  the  dreary  way ; 
I  with  it ;  for  I  long  to  prove 
No  lapse  of  moons  can  canker  Love, 

Whatever  fickle  tongues  may  say. 

And  if  tliat  eye  which  watches  guilt 

And  goodness,  and  hath  power  to  see 
Within  the  green  the  mouldei'ed  tree, 

And  towers  fidlen  as  soon  as  built, — 

0,  if  indeed  that  eye  foresee. 

Or  see,  (in  Him  is  no  before,) 
In  more  of  life  true  life  no  more. 

And  Love  the  indifference  to  be. 

So  might  I  find,  ere  yet  the  morn 
Breaks  liither  over  Indian  seas. 
That  Shadow  waiting  with  the  keys, 

To  cloat  me  from  my  proper  scorn. 


I  ENvy  not,  in  any  moods, 

The  captive  void  of  noble  rage. 
The  Unnet  born  within  the  cage, 

That  never  knew  the  smnmer  woods : 
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I  envy  not  tlie  beast  that  takes 
His  license  in  the  field,  of  tir 
Unfettered  hy  the  sense  of  c 


Nor,  what  may  count  itself  as  blest, 

The  heart  that  never  plighted  troth, 


But  st^nafes  in  the  weeds  of  slofli, 
Nor  any  want^-begotten  rest. 

I  hold  it  true,  whate'er  befiJl ; 

I  feel  it,  when  I  sorrow  most ; 

'T  k  better  to  have  loved  and  lost 
Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all. 


TttB  time  draws  near  the  birth  of  Christ : 
The  moon  is  hid ;  the  night  is  atill ; 
The  Christmas  bells  from  hill  to  hill 

Answer  each  other  in  the  mist 

Four  voices  of  four  hamlets  round, 

From  fer  and  near,  on  mead  and  moor. 
Swell  out  and  M,  as  if  a  door 

Were  shut  between  me  and  tlie  sound : 

Each  voice  four  changes  on  the  wind, 
That  BOW  dilate,  and  now  decrease. 
Peace  and  good-will,  good-will  and  peace, 

Peace  and  good-irill,  to  tJi  mankind. 

This  year  I  slept  and  woke  wiih  pain, 
I  almost  wished  no  more  to  wake, 
And  that  my  hold  on  life  would  break 

Before  1  beard  those  bells  ag^n : 
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But  thej'  my  troubled  spirit  rule, 

For  tbej  controEed  me  when  a  boy  ; 
They  bring  me  sorrow  touelied  with  joy. 

The  merry,  merry  bells  of  Yiile. 


Which  brings  no  more  a  welcome  gaest 
To  ennch  the  threshold  of  the  night 
With  showered  laJ^ss  of  delight, 

In  dance  and  eong  and  game  and  jest. 

Yet  go,  and  while  the  holly-boughs 
Entwine  the  cold  baptismal  font. 
Make  one  wreath  more  for  Use  and  Wont 

That  guard  the  portals  of  the  house ; 

Old  sisters  of  a.  day  gone  by. 

Gray  nurses,  loving  noljiing  new ; 
Why  should  they  miss  their  yearly  due 
'  Before  their  time  ?     They  too  will  die. 


With  trembling  fingers  did  we  weave 

The  holly  round  the  Christmas  hearth ; 
A  rainy  cloud  possessed  the  eartli, 

And  sadly  fell  our  Christmas  eye. 

At  our  old  pastimes  in  the  h^l 

We  gambolled,  making  vain  pretence 
Of  gladness,  with  an  awful  sense 

Of  one  tnuto  Shadow  watching  all. 
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We  paused ;  tiie  winds  were  in  the  beech : 
Wc  heard  them  sweep  the  winter  land ; 
And  in  a  circle  hand  m  hand 

Sat  ^ent,  looking  each  at  each. 

Then  ech»-lifce  our  voices  rang ; 

We  sung,  though  every  eye  was  dim, 
A  merry  song  we  sang  with  him 

Last  year :  impetuously  we  sang  : 

We  ceased ;  a  gentler  feeling  crept 

Upon  ua :  surely  rest  ia  meet : 

"  They  rest,"  we  said, "  their  sleep  is  Bwee 
And  mlenee  followed,  and  we  wept. 

Our  voices  toot  a  higher  range ; 

Once  more  we  sang :  "  They  do  not  die, 
Nor  lose  their  mortal  sympathy, 

Nor  change  to  us,  although  they  change ; 

"  Eapt  from  the  fickle  and  the  fridl, 

d  power,  yet  the  same, 


"  Else,  happy  mom !  rise,  holy  morn  1 
Draw  forth  the  eheerfiil  day  from  nig 
O  Father!  touch  the  east,  and  light 

The  light  that  shone  when  Hope  was  bom 


When  Lazarus  left  his  cliavneJ-eave, 

And  home  to  Mai'y's  bouse  returned. 
Was  this  demanded, — if  he  yearned 

To  hear  her  weeping  by  hia  grave  ? 
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"  Where  wert  thou,  brother,  those  fonr  days  ?  " 
There  lives  no  record  of  replj", 
"Which,  telling  what  it  is  to  die. 

Had  surely  added  pr£dse  to  prase. 

■  From  every  house  the  neighhora  met, 

The  streets  were  filled  with  joyful  sound ; 
A  solemn  gladness  even  crowned 
The  purple  hrows  of  Olivet, 

Behold  a  man  raised  up  by  Christ  I 
The  rest  remmneth  unrevealed ; 
He  told  it  not ;  or  scanething  sealed 

The  hps  of  that  Evangelist. 


Her  eyes  are  homes  of  silent  prayer. 
Nor  other  thought  her  mind  admits 
But,  he  was  dead,  and  there  he  sits, 

And  he  that  brought  him  back  is  there. 

Then  one  deep  love  doth  supersede 
All  other,  when  her  ardent  gaze 
Roves  from  the  living  brother's  fece. 

And  resta  upon  the  Life  indeed. 

All  subtle  thought,  all  curious  fears, 

Borne  down  by  gladness  so  complete, 
She  bows,  she  bathes  the  Saviour's  feet 

With  costly  spikenard  and  with  tears. 

Thrice  blest  whose  hves  are  faithful  prayers, 
Whose  loves  in  higher  love  endure ; 
What  souls  possess  themselves  so  pure. 

Or  is  there  blessedness  like  theirs  ? 
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O  THOP  that  after  foil  and  Btornv 

Mayst  seem,  to  have  reached  a  purer  aii 
Wtose  fiuth  has  centre  everywhere, 

Kor  cares  to  fix  itself  to  form, 

Leave  thou  thy  aster,  when  she  praj^. 
Her  early  Heaven,  her  happy  views ; 
Nor  thoa  with  shadowed  hint  confuse 

A  liib  that  leads  melodious  days. 

Her  feith  through  form  ia  pure  as  thine, 
Her  hands  are  quicker  onto  good. 
O,  eacrcd  be  the  flesh  and  blood 

To  wMch  she  links  a  tvuth  divine ! 

See,  thou  tliat  countasE  reason  ripe 
In  holding  by  tiie  law  within, 
Thou  fiul  not  in  a  world  of  an, 

And  e'en  for  want  of  such  a  type. 


Mr  own  dun  life  should  teach  me  this. 
That  life  shall  live  forevermore. 
Else  earth  is  darkness  at  the  core, 

And  dust  and  ashes  all  that  is ; 

This  round  of  green,  this  orb  of  flame. 
Fantastic  beauty ;  such  as  lurks 
In  some  wild  Poet,  when  he  works 

Without  a  conscience  or  an  aim. 

What  then  were  God  to  such  as  I  ? 

'Twerc  hardly  worth  my  while  to  choose 

Of  tilings  all  mortal,  ot  to  use 
A  little  patience  ere  I  die. 
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'Twere  beet  at  once  to  sink  to  peace, 

Lilce  birda  the  charmiaj'  serpent  draws, 
To  drop  bead-foremost  m  tlio  jaws 

Of  vacant  darkness,  and  to  ceaae. 


Yet  if  some  voice  that  maa  could  truat 

Should  murmur  from  tie  narrow  bouse : 
The  cheeks  drop  in ;  the  body  bows ; 

Man  dies :  nor  ia  there  hope  in  dnat ; 

Might  I  not  say,  yet  even  bcrc, 

But  for  one  hour,  oh  Love,  I  strive 
To  keep  so  awect  a  thing  alive  ? 

But  I  ahould  turn  mine  ears  and  hear 

The  moanings  of  the  homelcaa  sea, 

The  sound  of  atreams  that,  swift  or  slow, 
Draw  down  Ionian  bills,  and  sow 

The  dust  of  continenla  to  be ; 

And  Love  would  answer,  with  a  sigb, 
"  The  sound  of  that  forgetftil  shore 
WiU  change  my  sweetness  more  and  more, 

Half  dead  to  Icnow  that  I  shal!  die." 

O  me  !  what  profits  it  toput 

An  idle  case  ?     If  Death  were  seen 
At  first  as  Death,  Lovo  bad  not  been, 

Or  been  in  narrowest  working  shut. 

Mere  fellowship  of  slu^ab  moods, 

Or  in  bis  coarsest  Satyr-sbape 

Had  bruised  the  herb  and  crushed  the  grape, 
And  basked  and  battened  in  the  woods. 
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Though  truths  in  manhood  darkly  join, 
Deep-seated  in  our  mjatie  fi-aine, 
We  yield  all  Uessjng  to  the  name 

Of  Him  that  made  them  cnrrent  coin  | 

For  wisdom  dealt  with  mortal  powers, 

Where  Truth  id  closest  words  shall  fail, 
When  Truth  emhodied  in  a  tale 

Sliall  enter  in  at  lowly  doors. 

And  so  the  Word  had  Jweath,  and  wrought 
With  human  hands  the  creed  of  creeds 
In  loveliness  of  perfect  deeds. 

More  strong  than  all  poetic  thought ; 

Which  he  may  read  that  Hnds  the  sheaf, 
Or  huilds  the  house,  or  digs  the  grave. 
And  those  wild  eyes  that  wateh  tiie  wave 

Itt  roarings  round  the  coral  reef. 


Uramia  speaks  with  darkened  brow : 

"  Thou  prateat  here  where  thou  art  It 
This  fiiith  has  many  a  purer  priest, 

And  many  an  abler  voice,  than  tliou ; 

"  Go  down  beade  thy  native  rill, 
On  thy  Parnassus  set  th^  feet, 
And  hear  thy  laurel  whisper  sweet 

About  the  ledges  of  the  hill." 

And  my  Melpomene  repUes, 

A  touch  of  simme  upon  her  cheek : 
"  I  am  not  worthy  but  to  speak 

Of  thy  prevailing  mysteriee; 
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"  Fori  am  but  an  eartMy  Muse, 
And  owning  but  a  Uttlc  art 
To  lull  witb  song  an  acbing  hearty 

And  render  human  love  his  dues ; 

"  But  brooding  on  the  dear  one  dead, 
And  all  he  sitid  of  things  divine, 
(And  dear  as  sacramental  wine 

To  dying  Kps  ia  all  be  said,) 

"  I  murmured,  as  I  came  along, 

Of  comibrt  clasped  in  truth  revealed  j 
And  loitered  in  the  master's  field. 

And  darkened  sanctities  with  song." 


Nojo^^ 


With  weary  steps  I  loiter  on. 

Though  always  under  altered  skies 
The  purple  irom  the  distance  dies, 

My  prospect  and  horiaon  gone. 

the  blowing  season  gives, 
?he  herald  melodies  of  spring, 
But  in  the  songs  I  love  to  sing 
A  doubtful  gleam  of  solace  lives. 

If  any  care  for  what  is  here 

Survive  in  spiiita  rendered  free. 
Then  are  these  gongs  I  sing  of  thee 

Not  all  


Coui.»  we  forget  the  widov/ed  hour. 
And  look  on  Spirits  breathed  away. 
As  on  a  nmden  in  the  day 

When  first  she  wears  her  orange-flower ! 
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Wien  crowned  with  blessing  she  doth  rise 
To  take  her  latest  leave  of  home, 
And  hopes  and  light  regrela  that  com 

llake  April  of  her  tender  eyes ; 

And  doubtful  joys  the  fiither  moye, 
And  tears  fire  on  the  mother's  face, 
Aa  parting,  with  a  long  embrace, 

She  eutera  other  realms  of  love ; 

Her  office  there  to  rear,  to  teach, 


And,  doubtless,  unfo  thee  is  given 
A  life  that  bears  immortal  fruit 
la  such  great  offices  as  suit 

The  foU-^rown  enei^es  of  heaven. 

Ay  me,  the  difference  I  discern  1 
How  often  shall  her  old  firewde 
Be  cheered  with  tidings  of  ihe  bride ! 

How  often  she  herself  return. 

And  teil  them  all  they  would  have  told, 

And  bring  her  babe,  and  make  her  boast, 
Till  even  those  that  missed  her  most 


Biit  thou  and  I  have  shalren  hands, 
Tilt  growing  winters  lay  me  low; 
My  paths  are  in  (he  fields  I  know, 

And  thine  ir       ''  ■  >     > 


As  mounts  the  heavenward  altar-iira, 
As  flies  the  lighter  through  the  gross. 
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But  thou  art  turned  to  sometlimg  strange, 
And  I  have  lost  the  lints  that  bound 
Thy  ehanws ;  here  upon  tlie  ground ; 

No  more  partaker  of  thy  change. 

Deep  folly !  yet  that  this  could  be, — 

That  I  could  wing  my  will  with  might 
To  leap  the  grades  oi  life  and  light, 

And  flash  at  once,  my  friend,  to  thee ; 

For  tliougb  my  natui-e  rarely  yields 

To  Qiat  vague  fear  implied  in  death ; 
Nor  shudders  at  the  gulfe  beneath, 

^e  bowlings  from  forgotten  fields ; 

Yet  oft,  when  sundown  skirts  tlie  moor. 

An.  inner  tronble  I  behold, 

A  spectral  doubt  which  makes  me  cold, 
That  I  Bhidl  be  thy  mate  no  more, 
Though  following  with  an  upward  mind 

The  wonders  that  have  come  to  thee, 

Through  all  the  secular  to  be, 
"  ■  a  Ufe  behind. 


I  TEX  my  heart  with  fancies  dim : 

He  still  outstripped  me  in  tic  race ; 
It  was  but  unity  of  place 

That  made  me  dream  I  ranked  with  him. 

And  io  may  Place  retain  us  still, 

And  he  the  much-beloved  again, 
A  lord  of  large  experience,  train 

To  riper  growth  the  mmd  and  will ; 

And  what  delights  can  equal  those 
That  stir  the  spirit^s  inner  deeps. 
When  one  that  loves,  but  knows  not, ; 

A  truth  ftom  one  that  lovea  and  knows  ? 


h..,L=-jnGoOglc 


f  UKMoniAM. 


If  Sleep  and  Death  be  truly  one, 
And  every  spirit's  (bided  bloom 
Through  all  its  intervital  gloom 

In  some  long  trance  should  slnmber  on ; 

Unconscioaa  of  the  sliding  hour, 
Bare  of  the  body,  might  it  last, 
And  silent  traces  of  the  past 

Be  all  the  color  of  the  flower ; 

So  then  were  nothing  lost  to  man  ; 
Bnt  that  still  garden  of  tiie  soula 
In  many  a  figured  leaf  enrolls 

The  total  world  sinco  life  began : 

And  love  would  last  as  pure  and  whole 
As  when  he  loved  me  here  in  Time, 
And  at  the  spiritual  prime 

Eewaken  with  the  dawning  souL 


But  he  forgets  the  days  before 
God  shut  the  doorways  of  his  head. 

The  days  have  vanbhed,  tone  and  tint, 
And  yet  perhaps  the  hoarding  sense 
Gives  out,  at  times,  (he  knows  not  whence,) 

A  litde  flash,  a  mysljc  hint ; 

And  in  the  long,  harmonious  years 

(If  Death  so  teste  Lethean  springs) 
May  some  fl""  (ouch  of  earthly  things 

Surprise  thee  ranging  with  thy  peers. 
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1£  sacli  a  dreamy  toucli  should  Jall, 

O,  turn  thes  rourid,  resolve  tie  doubt, 
My  guardian  angei  will  speak  out 

In  that  high  place,  and  tell  thee  all. 


The  baby  new  to  earth  and  sky. 

What  time  his  tender  palm  is  pressed 
Against  the  circle  of  the  bre^t, 

Has  never  thought  that  "  this  is  I : " 

But  as  he  grows  he  gathers  much, 

Attd  learns  the  use  of  "  I,"  and  "  me," 
And  finds  "  I  am  not  what  I  see, 

And  other  than  the  things  I  touch  ;  " 

So  rounds  he  to  a  separate  mind 

From  whence  clear  memory  may  begin, 
As  through  the  frame  that  binds  him  in 

His  isolation  grows  defined. 

This  nse  may  lie  in  blood  and  breath. 

Which  else  were  fruitless  of  their  due, 
Had  man  to  learE  himself  anew 

Beyond  the  second  bii-th  of  Death. 


We  ranging  down  this  lower  track, 

The  path  we  came  by,  thorn  and  flower, 
Is  shadowed  by  the  growing  hour, 

Lest  life  should  fail  in  looking  back. 

So  be  it ;  there  no  shade  can  last 

In  that  deep  dawn  behind  the  tomb, 

But  clear  from  maige  to  marge  shall  bloom 

The  eternal  landscape  of  the  past ; 
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A  lifelong  tract  of  time  revealed ; 

The  fruitful  hoars  of  still  increase ; 

Days  ordered  in  a  wealthy  peace, 
And  those  five  years  its  richest  filed. 

0  Love  !  thy  province  were  not  lai^e, 
A  bounded  field,  nor  etretehing  far, 
Look  also,  Lovo,  a  brooding  star, 

A  loay  173101111  from  mai^e  to  marge. 


That  each,  who  seems  a  separate  whole, 
Should  move  his  ronnds,  and  fusing  all 
The  skirts  of  self  again,  should  fell 

Remerging  in  the  general  Soul, 

Is  i«(h  as  vagae  as  all  iinsweet: 
Eternal  form  shall  still  divide 
The  eternal  soul  from  all  beside ; 

And  I  shall  know  him  when  we  meet : 

And  we  shall  sit  at  endless  feast, 

Enjoying  each  the  other's  good ; 
What  vaster  dream  can  hit  the  mood 

Of  Love  on  earlh  ?    He  seeka  at  least 


e  tbe  spirits  Jade  away, 
Some  landino;-plaoe,  to  cla^  and  say, 
"  Farewell !   We  lose  ourselves  in  light." 


It  these  brief  lays,  of  Sorrow  born. 
Were  taken  to  be  such  as  closed 
Grave  doubts  and  answers  here  proposed, 

Then  tlieBO  wore  such  as  men  might  scorn  ; 
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And  hence,  indeed,  aha  sporta  with  words ; 
But  better  serves  a  -wliolesome  law, 
And  holds  it  sin  and  shame  to  di-aw 

Ths  deepest  measure  from,  the  chords ; 

Nor  dare  she  trust  a  larger  lay, 

Bnt  rather  loosens  from  the  lip 
Short  swallow-flights  of  song,  tliat  dip 

Their  wings  in  tears,  and  skim  away. 


Fkom  art,  from  nature,  from  the  schools, 
Let  random  influences  glance, 
Like  light  in  many  a  shivered  lance 

That  breaks  about  the  dappled  pools : 

The  Kght^t  wave  of  thought  shall  lisp. 
The  Jhncy's  tenderest  eddy  wreathe. 
The  slightest  air  of  song  shall  breathe. 

To  make  the  sullen  surface  crisp. 

And  look  thy  look,  and  go  thy  way, 

But  blame  not  thou  the  winds  that  mate 
The  seeming-wanton  ripple  break. 

The  tender-pencilled  shadow  play. 

Beneath  all  fencied  hopes  and  fears. 
Ay  mo  I  the  sorrow  deepens  down. 
Whoso  muffled  motions  Dlindly  drown 

The  bases  of  my  life  in  tears. 
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Be  near  me  when  my  ligbt  is  low, 

"Wien  the  bhx>d  creeps,  and  the  nerves  prick 
And  tingle ;  and  the  heart  is  sick, 

And  all  the  wheels  of  Being  alow. 

Be  near  me  when  the  aensuona  frame 

,  Is  racked  with  pangs  that  conquer  trust, 
And  tjrae,  a  maniac,  scattering  dust, 
And  life,  a  Fury,  alin^jig  flarae. 

Ee  near  me  when  m^  feith  is  dry. 

And  men  the  flies  of  latter  spring. 
That  lay  their  eggs,  and  sdng  and  sing, 

And  weave  their  petty  cells  ajid  me. 

Be  near  ma  when  I  fade  away, 

To  point  the  term  of  human  strife, 
And  on  the  low,  dark  verge  of  life, 

The  twilight  of  eteruaJ  day. 


Do  we  indeed  desire  the  dead 

Should  sciU  be  near  us  at  our  side  ? 
Is  there  no  baaenera  we  would  hide  ? 

Ko  inner  vileness  that  we  dread  7 


I  wrong  the  grave  with  fears  untrue 

Shall  love  bo  blamed  for  want  of  faith  ? 
There  must  be  wisdom  with  great  Death ; 

The  dead  shall  look  me  through  and  through. 
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Be  nefir  tis  ■when  we  climb  or  fall ; 

Te  watch,  like  God,  the  roUiog  hours 
"With  larger,  other  ej-es  than  ours, 

To  make  allowance  for  us  all. 


r  love  thee  as  I  ought. 
For  love  reflecis  the  thing  beloved; 
My  words  are  only  words,  and  moved 
Upon  the  topmost  froth  of  ihought- 

"  Yet  blame  not  thou  thy  plaintive  song," 
The  Spirit  of  true  love  replied ; 
"  Thou  canst  not  move  me  from  thy  side, 

Hot  human  frailty  do  me  wrong. 


"What  record  ?  not  the  sinlesa  years 
That  breathed  beneath  the  Syrian  blue  5 

"  So  fret  not,  like  an  idle  ^rl, 

That  life  is  dashed  with  flecks  of  sin. 

Abide :  thy  wealth  ia  gathered  in, 
When  Time  hath  sundered  shell  from  pearl." 


Who  wears  his  manhood  h^e  and  green  ! 

And  dare  we  to  this  doctrine  ^ve, 

That  had  the  wild  oat  not  been  sown, 
The  soil,  left  barren,  had  not  grown 

The  grain  by  wluch  a  man  may  live  ? 
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O,  if  we  held  the  doctrine  sound 

For  life  outhving  heats  of  youth, 
Yet  who  would  preach  jt  as  a  truth 

To  those  that  eddy  round  and  round  ? 

Hold  thou  the  ^:ood :  define  it  well ; 

T"or  fear  diwnc  philosopliy 

Should  push  beyond  her  mark,  and  ho 
Procuress  to  the  Lords  of  HelL 


0,  TBT  ive  trust  that  somehow  good 
~-    -  Wm  be  the  final  goal  of  ill. 

To  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  ■mil, 
Defects  of  doubt  and  taints  of  blood ; 

That  nothing  walb  with  lumleas  feet ; 
That  not  one  life  shall  be  destroyed, 
Or  cast  as  rubbish  to  the  ^oid, 

When  God  hath  made  the  pile  complete ; 

That  not  a  worm  is  cloven  in  vidn ; 
That  not  a  moth  with  vain  desire 
Is  shrivelled  in  a  fruiflesa  fire, 

Or  but  subserves  another's  gain. 

Behold  I  we  know  not  any  thins ; 

I  can  hut  trust  that  good  snail  £tll 
At  last,— far  off,— at  last,  to  all. 

And  every  winter  change  to  spring. 

So  runs  my  divam ;  but  what  am  1  ? 

An  infant  crying  in  the  night ; 

An  infiint  crying  for  the  light : 
And  with  no  language  but  a  cry. 
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The  wish,  that  of  the  Imn^  wliole 

No  life  may  fidl  beyond  the  grave, — 
Derives  it  not  from  what  we  iiave 

The  likest  God  within  the  soul  ? 

Ave  God  and  Nature  then  at  strife, 

Tliat  Nature  lenda  such  evil  dreams  ? 
So  careful  of  thetjpe  she  seems. 

So  cioreles  of  the  angle  life ; 

That  I,  conmdering  everywhere 

Her  secret  meauingln  her  deeds. 
And  finding  tliat  of  fifty  seeds 

She  often  brings  but  one  to  bear ; . 

I  felter  where  I  firmly  trod, 

And  falling  with  my  weight  of  earea 
Upon  the  great  world's  aJtai^atairs, 

That  slope  through  darkness  up  to  God ; 

I  streich  lame  hands  of  faith,  and  grope. 
And  gather  dust  and  chaff,  and  call 
To  what  I  feel  is  Loi-d  of  all, 

And  faintly  trust  the  larger  hope. 


"  So  careiiil  of  the  type  ?  "  but  no. 

From  scarped  cliff  and  quamed  stone 
She  cries,  "  A  thousand  types  are  gone 

1  care  for  nothing,  aU  shall  go. 

"  Thou  makest  thine  appeal  to  me  : 
I  bring  to  life,  I  bnng  to  death  : 
The  spirit  does  but  mean  the  breath ; 

I  know  no  more."     And  he,  EhaU  he. 
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Man,  her  last  woi-k,  ivlio  aeemod  so  fair, 
Such  splendid  purpose  in  tis  eyes, 
Who  rolled  the  psalm  to  wintiy  skies, 

"Who  built  him  fanes  of  fruitless  prayer. 

Who  (iTisled  God  was  love  indeed, 
And  love  Creation's  final  law, — 
Though  Nature,. red  in  tooth  and  claw 

With  ravine,  shrieked  against  his  creed, — 

Who  loved,  vrho  suffeired  countless  ilia, 
Who  battled  for  the  True,  the  Just, 
Be  blown  about  the  desert  dast. 

Or  sealed  ■mthin  tiie  iron  hiUs  ? 

No  more  ?     A  monster,  then,  a  dream, 
A  discord.    Dragons  of  the  prime,  ■ 
That  tare  each  other  in  their  Glime, 

Were  mellow  music  matched  with  him. 

O  life  as  futile,  then,  aa  fr^l  I 

O  for  thy  voice  to  soothe  and  bless ! 

What  hope  of  answer,  or  redress  ? 
Behind  the  veil,  behind  the  veil. 


Peace,  come  away ;  the  song  of  wi 
Is  after  all  an  earthly  song ; 
Peace,  come  away ;  we  do  him 

To  sing  so  wildly ;  let  us  go. 


But  I  shall  pass ;  my  work  will  n 

Yet  in  tliese  eai's,  till  hearing  dies, 

One  set  slow  bell  will  seem  to  toll 
The  passing  of  the  sweetest  soul 

That  ever  looked  with  human  eyes. 
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I  hear  it  now,  and  o'er  and  o'er, 
Eternal  graetiags  to  the  dead ; 


In  those  sad  words  I  took  farewell  1 
Lite  echoes  ia  sepulchral  halls, 
As  drop  by  drop  tlio  water  falls 

In  Taults  and  catacombs,  they  fell ; 

And,  falling,  idly  hroke  the  peace 

Of  hearts  that  heat  from  day  to  day. 
Half  conscious  of  their  dying  clay. 

And  those  cold  crypts  where  fliey  shaU  cease. 

The  high  Muse  answered :  "  Wherefore  grieve 
Thy  hrelhren  with  a  fruitless  tear? 
Abide  a  little  longer  here, 

And  thou  shalt  take  a  nobler  leave." 


He  passed ;  a  soul  of  nobler  tone : 

My  spirit  loved  and  loves  him  yet, 
Liie  some  poor  girl  whose  heart  is  sel 

On  one  whose  rank  exceeds  her  own. 

He  mising  with  his  proper  sphere. 
She  finds  the  hasene^  of  her  lot ; 
Half  jealons  of  she  knows  not  what, 

And  envying  all  that  meet  him  there. 

The  little  village  looks  forlorn ; 

She  sighs  aniid  her  narrow  days, , 
Moving  about  the  household  ways, 

In  that  daxk  house  where  she  was  horn. 
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The  foolish  neighbora  come  and  go, 

And  teaeelier  till  the  day  draws  by ; 
At  night  she  weeps,  "  IIoiv  vain  am  1 1 

How  should  he  love  a  thing  so  low  ?  " 


in  thy  second  state  sublime, 
Thy  ransomed  reason  chance  repliei 


And  if  thou  cast  thine  eyes  helow, 

How  dimly  cliaraetcred  and  ^ight, 
How  dwarfed  a  growth  of  cold  and  n 

How  hlanehed  with  darkness,  must  I  grow 

Yet  turn  thee  to  the  doubiful  shore, 

"Where  thy  first  form  was  made  a  mai 
I  loved  thee.  Spirit,  and  love,  nor  car 

The  soul  of  Shabspeare  love  thee  more. 


Thouoh  if  an  eye  that's  downward  east 
Could  make  thee  somewhat  hlencji  oi 
So  he  my  love  an  idle  tale, 

And  lading  legend  of  the  p;^ ; 

And  thou,  as  one  that  onco  declined, 
When  he  was  little  more  than  boy, 
On  some  unworthy  heart  with  joy, 

But  lives  to  wed  an  equal  mind ; 

And  breathes  a  novel  world,  the  while 
His  other  passion  wholly  dies. 
Or  in  the  light  of  deeper  eyes 

Is  matter  for  a  flying  smile. 
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Yet  pity  for  a  horse  o'erclriTeii, 

And  love  in  wMch  my  hound  1ms  part, 
Can  Lane  no  weiglit  upon  my  heart, 


And  I  am  so  much  more  than  these, 

As  thoa,  perchance,  art  more  than  I, 
And  yet  1  spare  them  sympathy, 

And  I  would  set  their  pains  at  ease. 

So  mayst  thon  watch  me  where  I  weep. 
As,  unto  vaster  motions  bound, 
The  circuits  of  thine  orhit  round 

A  higher  height,  a  deeper  deep. 


Dost  thou  look  back  on  what  hath  been, 
As  some  divinely  gifted  man, 
WhfBc  hfe  in  low  estate  began, 

And  on  a  simple  village  green  ; 

Who  breaks  his  birth's  invidious  bar, 

And  grasps  the  shirts  of  happy  chance, 
And  breasts  the  Mows  of  circumstance. 

And  grapples  with  his  evil  star ; 

Who  makes  by  force  his  merit  known, 
And  lives  to  clutch  the  golden  keys. 
To  mould  a  mighty  state's  deorees. 

And  shape  the  whisper  of  the  throne ; 

And  moving  op  from  high  to  higher. 

Becomes  on  Fortune's  crowning  slope 
The  piDar  of  a  people's  hope. 

The  centre  of  a  world's  desire ; 
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Tet  feels,  as  in  a  penMve  dreara. 

When  all  his  active  powers  are  stJU, 
A  distant  dearness  in  the  hill, 

A  secret  sweetness  in  the  stream), 

The  limit  of  Hs  narrower  fiile. 

While  jet  beade  its  vocd  springs 
He  played  at  counsellors  and  kings, 

With  one  that  was  his  earliest  mate ; 

Who  ploughs  with  pain  his  native  !ea, 
And  reaps  the  labor  of  his  hands. 
Or  in  the  furrow  musing  stands : 

"  Does  my  old  friend  remember  me  ?  " 


Sweet  soul !  do  mtli  me  as  thou  wilt ; 

1  lull  a  ianoy  trouble-tost 

With  "  Love's  too  preeious  to  be  lost, 
A  little  grain  shall  not  be  spilt." 

And  in  that  solace  can  I  sing, 

nil  out  of  pain&l  phases  wrought 
There  flutters  up  a  happy  thought, 

Self-balanced  on  a  lightsome  wing ; 

Since  we  deserved  the  name  of  friends, 
And  tline  eifeet  so  lives  in  me, 
A  part  of  mine  may  live  in  thee, 

And  move  thee  on  to  noble  ends. 


You  thought  my  heart  too  far  diseasGd  , 
You  wonder  when  my  foncies  play, 
To  find  me  gay  among  the  gay, 

Ijke  one  with  any  trifle  pieced. 
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The  shade  by  which  my  life  waa  crossed, 
Which  makes  a  desert  in  the  mind, 
Has  made  me  kindly  with  my  kind, 

And  like  to  him  whose  sight  is  lost ; 

Whose  feet  are  guided  through  the  land, 
Whose  jest  among  hia  friends  is  free. 
Who  l^es  tbe  children  on  Hs  knee, 

And  winds  their  curls  about  his  Land ; 

He  plays  with  threads,  he  beala  Ms  chair 
For  pastime,  dreaming  of  the  sky ; 
His  inner  daj"  can  never  die, 

His  night  of  loss  is  always  there. 


When  on  my  bed  tlie  raoouliglit  falls, 
J  know  that  in  thy  place  of  rest, 
By  that  broad  water  of  the  west, 

There  oomea  a  glory  on  the  walls : 

Thy  marble  bright  in  dark  appears, 
As  slowly  steals  a  silver  mme 
Along  the  letters  of  thy  name, 

And  o'er  uie  nnmber  of  thy  years. 

The  myatie  glory  swims  away ; 

From  off  my  bed  tie  moonlight  dtea  : 
And  closing  eaves  of  wearied  eyes 

1  sleep  till  dusk  is  tipped  in  gray : 

And  then  I  know  the  mist  is  drawn 
A  lucid  veil  from  coast  to  coast. 
And  in  fha  chancel  like  a  ghost 

Thy  tablet  ghmmers  to  the  dawn. 
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When  in  the  down  I  sink  my  head, 

Sleep,   Death's  twin-brother,  times   my 

breath; 
Sleep,  Death's  twin-brother,  knows  not 
Death, 
Nor  can  I  dream  of  thee  as  dejid ; 

I  walk  83  ere  I  walked  forlorn. 

When  all  our  path  was  fresh  wifh  dew, 
And  all  the  bugle  breezes  blew 

Eeveill^e  to  the  breaking  mom. 

But  what  is  this  ?  I  turn  about, 
I  find  a  trouble  in  thine  eye, 
Which  makes  me  sad,  1  know  not  why, 

Nor  can  my  dream  resolTO  the  doubt : 

But  ere  the  lark  hath  left  the  lea 
1  wake,  and  I  discern  the  truth ; 
It  is  the  trouble  of  my  youth 

ThatfboHsii  sleep  transfers  to  tliee. 


D  there  would  be  Spring  no  more. 
That  Nature's  ancient  power  was  lost : 
The  streets  were  black  with  smoke  and  frost, 
They  chattered  trifles  at  the  door. 

Iwandered  from  the  noisy  town, 

I  found  a  wood  with  thorny  boughs ; 
I  took  the  thorns  to  bind  my  birows, 


I  met  with  scoffs,  I  met  with  scorns, 

From  youth  and  babe  and  hoary  hairs 
They  called  mo  in  llie  public  squares 

The  fool  that  wears  a  crown  of  thorns. 
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They  called  me  fool,  tliej-  called  me  child ; 

1  fouud  an  ange!  of  the  nisht ; 

Tlie  voice  was  low,  the  look  was  bright, 
He  looked  upon  my  crown  and  smiled : 

He  reached  the  glory  of  a  hand, 

That  seemed  to  touch  it  into  leaf: 
The  voice  waa  not  the  voice  of  giief ; 

The  words  were  hard  lo  understand. 


I  CANNOT  sec  the  features  right, 

When  on  the  gloom  I  strive  to  paint 
The  iace  I  know ;  the  hues  are  fjuut, 

And  mix  with  hollow  masks  of  night : 

Clond-towers  by  ghostlv  masons  wrought, 
A  gulf  that  ever  shuts  and  gapes, 
A  hand  that  points,  and  pafled  shapes 

In  shadowy  thoroughfares  of  thought ; 

And  crowds  that  stream  from  yawning  doors, 
And  shoals  of  puckered  faces  drive ; 
Dark  bulks  that  tumble  half  alive, 

And  lazy  lengths  on  boundless  shores : 

Till  all  at  once,  beyond  the  will, 
I  hear  a  wizard  music  roll. 
And  through  a,  lattice  on  the  soul 

Looks  thy  falv  &ce,  and  makes  it  slJlL 


Sleep,  kiriBman  thou  to  death  and  trance 
And  madness,  thou  hast  forged  at  last 
A  night-long  Present  of  the  Past 

In  which  we  went  through  summer  France. 
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Hadst  tliou  sach  credit  witb  the  soul  ? 
So  bring  an  opiate  tceble-atrong, 
Drug  down  the  blindfold  eense  of  wrong 

Jhat  thus  my  pleasure  might  be  whole ; 

While  now  we  tali,  as  once  we  talked 

Of  men  and  minds,  the  duat  of  change, 
The  days  that  grow  to  aomething  strange, 

In  walking  as  of  old  we  walked 

Beside  the  riTer's  wooded  reach, 

The  fortress,  and  the  mountain  ridge, 
The  cataract  fiaahing  fi-om  the  bridge. 

The  breaker  breaking  on  the  beach. 


E1SE8T  thon  (bus,  dim  dawn,  again, 
And  howleat,  issuing  out  or  night, 
With  blasts  tiiat  blow  the  poplar  white, 

And  lash  with  storm  the  streaming  pane  ? 

Pay,  when  m^  crowned  estate  begun 
To  pine  m  that  reverse  of  doom, 
Which  sickened  every  living  bloom, 

And  blnrred  the  splendor  of  die  sun ; 


Who  uaherest  in.  the  dolorous  hoar 

With  fhy  quick  tears  that  make  the  rose 
Puli  sideways,  and  the  daisy  close 

Her  crimson  fiinges  to  the  shower ; 

Who  nughtst  have  heaved  a  windless  flame 
Up  the  deep  East,  or,  whispering,  played 
A  cheeker-wort  of  beam  and  shade 

From  hill  to  hill,  yet  looked  the  same. 
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Ab  wan,  as  chill,  as  wild,  as  now ; 

Day,  marked  as  with  some  hideous  crime, 
When  tho  dark  haiid  struck  down  through 

And  cancelled  nature's  best :  but  tbou. 

Lift  as  thou  mayst  thy  burdened  brows 

Through  cbjuds   tliat  drench  the  morning 

And  whirl  the  ungamered  sheaf  afar, 
And  sow  the  sky  with  flying  boughs, 

And  op  thy  vault  with  roaring  sound 

Cfimb  thy  tliiek  noon,  disastrous  day  ; 
Touch  thy  dull  goal  of  joyless  gray, 

And  hide  thy  shame  beneath  the  ground. 


So  many  worlds,  so  much  to  do, 

So  little  done,  such  things  to  be. 
How  know  I  what  had  need  of  thee, 

For  thou  wert  strong  aa  thou  wert  true  ? 

Ite  fame  is  quenched  that  I  foresaw. 

The  head  hath  missed  an  eajthly  wreath : 
1  curse  not  nature ;  no,  nor  death, 

For  nothing  is  that  errs  from  law. 

We  pass :  the  path  that  each  man  trod 
Is  dim,  or  will  be  dim,  with  weeds : 
What  lame  is  left  for  human  deeds 

In  endless  age  ?    It  rests  with  God. 

O  hollow  wriuth  of  dying  fame, 

Fade  wholly,  while  the  soul  exulta. 
And  self-infolds  the  large  results 

Of  force  that  would  have  foraed  a  name. 
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u  a  dead  roan's  fiwe, 
To  those  that  watj^h  it  more  and  more 
A  likeness  hartUy  seen  before 
Comes  out, — to  some  one  of  hie  race : 

80,  dearest,  now  thy  brows  are  cold, 
I  see  thee  what  tbou  art,  and  know 
Thy  likeness  to  tJie  wise  below. 

Thy  kindred  with  the  great  of  old. 

But  there  is  more  fhan  I  can  see, 
And  what  I  see  I  leave  unsaid, 
Nor  speak  it,  knowing  Death  has  mat 

Hjs  darkness  beautifiil  with  thee. 


I LEATE  thy  praises  u ^_ 

In  verse  that  brings  myself  relief, 
And  by  the  measare  of  my  grief 

1  leave  thy  greatness  to  be  gnessed ; 

What  practice,  howsoe'cr  expert 

In  fitting  aptest  words  to  things, 
Or  voice  the  riehesMoned  that  sings, 

Hath,  power  to  give  thee  as  thou  wert  ? 

I  care  not,  in  these  fiiding  days. 

To  i-Mse  a  cry  that  lasts  not  long. 
And  round  thee  with  the  breeze  of  si 

To  stir  a  Uttle  dust  of  praise. 
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here  shall  silsuce  guard  thy  feme ; 
But  somewhere,  out  of  human  viev 
Whate'er  thy  hands  are  set  to  do 
wrought  mth  tumult  of  acclaim. 


Take  mii^  of  fancy,  and  ascend, 
And  in  a  moment  set  thy  face 
Where  all  the  starry  heavens  of  space 

Are  sharpened  to  a  needle's  end  ; 


sight ;  hghten  through 


And  if  the  matiu  songs,  that  wote 
The  darkness  of  our  planet,  last, 
Thine  own  shall  wither  in  the  vast, 

Ere  half  the  lifetime  of  an  oak. 

Ero  these  have  clothed  their  hranchy  bowers 
With  fifty  Mays,  thy  songs  are  vain; 
And  what  are  they  when  these  remain 

The  mined  shells  of  hollow  towers  ? 


What  hope  is  here  for  modern  rhyme 
To  him,  who  turns  a  mnsing  eye 
On  songs,  and  deeds,  and  lives,  that  lie 

Foreshortened  in.  the  tract  of  time  ? 

These  mortal  luUahies  of  pain 

May  bind  a  hook,  may  line  a  box. 
May  serve  to  curl  a  maiden's  locks ; 

Or,  when  a  thousand  moonB  ahaJl  wane, 
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A  man  upon  a  stall  may  find, 

And,  pasang,  turn  the  page  that  tells 
A  grief, — then  ehanged  to  something  els 

Sung  by  a  long  forgotten  mind. 

But  what  of  that  ?  My  darkened  ways 
Shall  ring  with  music  all  the  same  ; 
To  breathe  my  loss  la  more  than  fiune, 

To  utter  love  more  sweet  than  prMse. 


Again  at  Christmas  did  we  weave 

The  holly  round  the  ChristuiaE  hearth, 
The  silent  SI  ^   '  '' 


mm 
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The  vule-clog  snarkled  keen  with  frost. 
No  iring  of  wind  the  remon  swept, 
But  over  all  things  brooding  slept 

The  quiet  sense  of  something  losL 


And  dance  and  song  and  hoodman-blind. 

Who  showed  a  token  of  distress  ? 
No  single  tear,  no  type  of  pfun : 
0  sorrow,  then  ean  sorrow  wane  ? 

0  grief,  can  grief  be  changed  to  less  ? 

0  last  regret,  Regret  can  die  I 

No,— mixed  irith  all  this  mystic  frame, 
Her  deep  relations  are  the  same. 

Bat  with  long  use  her  tears  are  dry. 
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"  More  than  my  brothers  are  to  me," — 
Let  this  not  vex  thee,  noble  heart  I 
I  know  thee  of  what  force  thou  art, 

To  hold  the  cosUieat  love  in  fee. 

But  tlioTi  and  I  are  one  in  kind, 

As  moulded  like  in  nature'3  mint; 
And  hill  and  wood  and  field  did  print 

The  same  sweet  forms  in  either  mind. 

For  U8  tho  same  cold  streamlet  curled 

Through  all  his  eddying  coves ;  tfie  same 
All  winds  tkit  roam  the  twilight  came 

In  whispers  of  the  beauteous  world. 

At  one  dear  knee  we  proffered  vows, 

One  lesson  from  one  ix)ok  we  learned, 
Ere  childhood's  flaxen  ringlet  turned 

To  black  and  brown  on  kindred  brows. 

And  so  my  wealth  resembles  thine, 

But  he  was  rich  where  I  was  poor, 
And  he  supplied  my  waJit  the  more 

Aa  his  unlikcness  fitted  mine. 


If  any  vague  desire  should  rise, 

That  holy  Death,  ere  Arthur  died, 
Had  moved  me  kindly  from  his  side. 

And  dropped  the  dust  on  tearless  eyes; 

Then  fency  shapes,  as  flincy  can, 

The  grief  my  loss  in  Mm  had  wrought, 
A  grief  as  deep  aa  life  or  thought, 

But  stayed  in  peace  wth  God  and  man. 
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I  make  a  picture  in  tlie  brain  ; 

I  tear  the  aentenoo  that  he  speaks ; 

He  bears  the  buvden  of  the  weeks, 
Bub  turns  his  baiilen  into  gain. 

Hi'n  credit  thus  shall  eet  me  &ee ; 

And,  inflnence-wch  to  soothe  and  save, 
Unused  example  from  the  grave, 

Beach  out  dead  htuids  to  comfort  me. 


Could  I  have  said  wliile  he  was  here, 
"  My  love  shall  now  no  iurther  range. 
There  canoot  come  a  mellower  change, 

For  now  is  love  mature  in  ear." 

Love,  then,  had  hope  of  richer  store : 
"What  end  is  here  to  my  complaint  ? 
This  haunting  whisper  makes  me  fiunt, 

"  More  years  had  made  me  love  thee  more." 

But  Death  returns  an  answer  sweet : 
"  My  sudden  frost  was  sudden  gain. 
And  gave  all  ripeness  to  the  grain, 

It  might  have  drawn  from  after-heat." 


I  WAGE  not  any  feud  with  Death 

For  changes  wrought  on  fonn  and  lace ; 

Bo  lower  life  tiiat  earth's  embrace 
May  breed  with  him  can  fright  my  feith. 

Eternal  process  moving  on, 

From  state  to  slate  the  spirit  walks ; 

Atid  these  are  hut  the  shattered  stalks 
Or  ruined  chrysalis  of  one. 
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Nor  blame  I  Death,  because  be  bare 
The  use  of  Tirtue  out  of  eartb ; 
I  know  transplanted  buman  worth 

Will  bloom  to  profit,  otherwhere. 

For  this  alone  on  Death  I  wreak 

The  wrath  that  gamers  in  my  heart; 
Ho  put  our  lives  so  far  apart 

We  cannot  hear  each  other  speak. 


Dip  down  upon  the  northern  shore, 
O  sweet  new  year,  delaying  long ; 
Thou  doest  expectant  nature  wrong, 

Delaying  long,  delay  no  more. 

What  stays  thee  from  the  clouded  noons. 
Thy  sweetness  from  its  proper  place 
Can  trouble  live  with  April  days, 

Bringorchis,  bring  the  fos-glove  spire, 
The  little  speedwell's  darling  blue, 
Deep  tulips  dashed  with  fiery  dew, 

Laburnums,  dropping-wells  of  fiii. 

O  thou,  new  year,  delaying  long, 
Delayest  the  sorrow  in  my  blood, 
That  longs  to  burst  a  frozen  bud, 

And  flood  a  fresher  throat  with  song. 


When  I  contemplate,  all  alone, 

The  lite  that  had  been  thine  below, 
And  fix  my  thoughis  on  all  the  glow 

To  which  thy  crescent  would  have  grown ; 
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I  see  thee  rittirig  crowned  with  good, 
A  central  wamilJi  difliismg  bliss 
In  glance  and  smile,  and  clasp  and  kiss, 

On  ^  the  branches  of  thy  blood ; 

Thy  blood,  mj-  fiiend,  and  partly  mine ; 
For  now  the  day  was  drawing  on, 
"When  thou  shouldst  link  thy  life  with  oni 

Of  mine  own  honse,  and  boys  of  thine 

Had  babbled  "  Uncle  "  on  my  knee ; 
But  that  remoraeless  iron  hour 
Made  cypress  of  her  orange-flower, 

Despair  of  Hope,  and  eajrth  of  thee. 

I  seem  to  meet  their  least  desire, 

To  clap  their  cheeks,  to  call  them  mine. 

I  see  &eir  unborn  faces  shine 
Beade  Uie  nevei^lighted  fire. 

I  Bee  myself  an  honored  gaest, 

Thy  partner  in  &e  flowery  walk 
Of  letters,  genial  table-talk. 

Or  deep  dispute,  and  graceful  jest : 

"While  now  ihy  prosperous  labor  fills 
The  lips  of  men  witli  honest  piwse, 
And  aun  by  sun  the  happy  days 

Descend  below  the  golden  hiDs 

With  promise  of  a  mom  as  fair ; 

And  all  the  train  of  bounteous  hours 
Conduct,  by  paths  of  growing  powers, 

""  e  and  the  silver  hair ; 


LeaTine  great  legacies  of  thought, 
Thy  spirit  should  feil  fi«m  off  the  ^obe ; 
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What  time  mine  own  migM  also  flee, 

As  linked  ivith  thine  in  iove  and  fate. 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  dolorous  strait 

To  the  other  shore,  involved  in  thee. 

Arrive  at  last  the  blessed  goal. 

And  he  that  died  in  Holy  Land 
Would  reach  us  out  the  shining  hand, 

And  take  us  as  a  single  soul. 

What  reed  iias  that  on  which  I  leant  ? 
Ah,  backward  feney,  wherefore  wake 
The  ohi  bitterness  ag£un,  and  break 

The  low  beginnings  of  content? 


This  truth  came  borne  with  bier  and  pall, 
I  felt  it,  when  I  sorrowed  most, 
'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost. 

Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all 

0  true  in  word,  and  tried  in  deed. 
Demanding,  so  to  bring  reUef 
To  this  which  is  our  common  grief, 

What  kind  of  life  is  that  I  lead ; 

And  whether  tnist  in  things  above 

Be  dimmed  of  sorrow,  or  sustained, 
And  whether  love  for  him  have  drained 

My  capabjlifies  of  love ; 

Your  worda  have  virtue  such  as  draws 
A  feithfd  answer  from  the  breast. 
Through  light  reproaches,  half  expressed. 

And  loyal  unto  kindly  laws. 
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My  Hood  an  cTen  tenot  kept, 

TiU  on  mine  ear  tUa  message  tails, 
That  in.  Vienna's  sacred  walla 

God'a  finger  touched  him,  and  ho  slept 

The  ^at  Inteiligences  fair 

That  range  above  our  mortal  state. 
In  circle  round  the  blessed  gate, 

Received  and  gave  him  welctane  there ; 

And.  led  hira  through  the  blissful  climes, 
And  showed  him  in  tbe  fouutain  fresh 
All  knowledge  that  the  sons  of  flesh 

Shall  gather  in  the  cycled  times. 

But  I  remained,  whose  hopes  were  dim. 

Whose  life,  whose  thoughts,  were  little  worth, 
To  wander  on  a  darkened  earth. 

Where  all  things  round  me  breathed  of  him. 

O  friendship,  eijual-poised  control, 

O  heart,  with  Icindlieat  motion  ■warm, 

0  sacred  essence,  other  form, 
0  solemn,  ghost  I   O  crowned  soul  1 

Yet  none  could  better  know  than  I 
Hbw  much  of  act  at  human  hands 
The  sense  of  human,  will  demands, 

By  which  we  dare  to  live  or  die. 

Whatever  way  my  days  decline, 

1  felt  and  fed,  though  left  alone, 
His  being  working  m  mine  own. 

The  footsteps  of  hb  liie  in  mine ; 

A  life  that  all  the  Muses  decked 

With  gifts  of  grace  that  might  express 
All  comprehensive  tenderness, 

All-subfiiizing  intellect ; 
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weakness,  but  I  find 
An  image  comforting  the  mind, 
And  in  my  grief  a  strength  reserred. 

Likewise  the  imagjnatiye  woe, 

Tliat  loved  to  iiandle  spiritual  strife, 
Diffused  the  shock  through  all  my  life, 

But  in  the  present  hroie  the  blow. 


The  mighty  hopes  that  make  us  men. 

I  woo  your  love ;  I  coant  it  crime 

To  mourn  for  any  overmucli ; 

I,  the  divided  half  of  such 
A  friendship  as  had  mastered  T5me ; 

Which  masters  Time  indeed,  and  is 

Eternal,  separate  from  fears. 

The  all-assuming  months  and  years 
Can  take  no  part  away  from  this ; 

But  Summer  on  the  steaming  floods, 

And  Spring  that  swells  Hie  narrow  brooks, 
And  Autumn  with  a  noise  of  rooks, 

That  gather  in  the  waning  woods. 

And  every  pulse  of  wind  and  wave 

Recalls,  in  change  of  light  or  gloom. 
My  old  affection  of  the  tomb, 

And  my  prime  passion  in  the  grave : 

My  old  affection  of  the  tomb, 

A  part  of  stillness  yearns  to  speak ; 
"AJise,  and  get  thee  forth  and  seek 

A  fiiendship  for  ttie  years  to  come. 
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"  I  Tvateli  liiee  from  the  quiet  siioi'e ; 
Thy  spirit  up  to  miue  can  reach ; 
But  in  dear  words  of  humaa  speech 


And  I,  "  Can  clouds  of  nature  stain 
liie  stariy  clearness  of  the  free  ? 
How  is  it  ?   Canst  fhou  fee!  for  me 

Some  painless  sympathy  nith  pain  ?  " 

And  IWitly  does  the  whisper  ffill : 

"  jRb  hard  for  tiiee  to  fiithom  this ; 
I  triumph  in  conclusiTe  bliaa, 

And  that  serene  result  of  all." 

So  hold  I  commerce  with  the  dead ; 

Or  so  methinka  the  dead  would  say  j 
Or  so  shall  grief  with  symbols  play, 

And  pining  life  be  fency-fed. 

Now  looking  to  some  settled  end, 

That  these  things  pass,  and  I  sball  prove 
A  meeting  somewhere,  love  wjtJi  hive, 

I  crave  your  pardon,  oh  my  friend ; 

If  not  so  fi'eeh,  with  love  as  true, 
I,  clasping  brothei'-hands,  aver 
I  could  not,  if  I  would,  transfer 

The  whole  I  felt  for  him  to  j-ou. 

For  which  be  tiey  that  liold  apart 

The  promise  of  the  golden  hours  ? 
First  love,  first  ftienaship,  equal  powers 

That  marry  with  the  virgin  heart. 

StJE  mine  that  cannot  but  deplore. 
That  beats  within  a  lonely  place, 
That  yet  remembers  his  embrace, 

But  at  his  footstep  leaps  no  more, 
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My  heart,  thougli  ividowed,  may  not  rest 
Quite  in  the  love  of  what  la  gone, 
But  seeks  to  beat  in  time  with  one 

That  warms  another  living  hreaat. 

Ah  I  take  the  imperfect  gift  I  bring, 
Knowing  the  primrose  yet  is  dear, 
The  primrose  of  the  later  yeaj, 

As  not  wnliife  to  tliat  of  Spring. 


Sweet  after  showers,  ambrosial  wr, 

That  roUest  from  the  gorgeous  gloom 
Of  evenins  over  brake  and  bloom 

And  meadow,  flowiy  breathing  hare 

The  round  of  space,  and  rapt  below 

Through  all  the  dewy-tasseiled  wood, 
And  shadowing  down  the  homed  flood 

Tn  ripples,  fim  my  brows  and  blow 

The  fever  from  my  cheek,  and  sigh 

The  full  new  Ufe  tiiat  feeds  thy  breath 
Throughout  my  frame,  till  Doubt  and  Death, 

LI  brethren,  let  the  fency  fly 

Erom  belt  to  belt  of  crimson  seas. 

On  le^ues  of  odor  streaming  iar. 
To  where,  in  yonder  orient  star, 

A  hundred  spirits  whisper  "  Peace." 


I  PASSED  beside  the  reverend  walls 
In  which  of  old  I  wore  the  gown  ; 
I  roved  at  random  through  the  towi 

And  saw  the  tumult  of  the  hidls ; 
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And  heard  once  more  m  college  fanes 

The  storm  their  high-built  organa  make, 
And  thundei^music,  rolling,  Ehake 

The  prophets  blazoned  on  the  panes ; 

And  caught  once  more  the  distant  shout, 
The  measured  pulse  of  radng  oars 
Among  the  wjlhjws ;  paced  the  sliores 

And  many  a  bridge,  and  all  about 

The  same  gray  flats  again,  and  felt 

The  same,  but  not  the  same ;  and  last. 
Up  that  long  walk  of  limes  I  passed, 

To  see  the  rooms  in  which  he  dwrft 

Another  name  was  on  the  door ; 
I  lingered ;  all  within  was  noise 
Of  songs,  and  dapping  liands,  and  boys 

That  crashed  the  glass,  and  beat  the  floor ; 

Where  once  we  held  debate,  a  band 

Of  youthfiil  fiiends,  on  mind  and  art. 
And  labor,  and  the  ehanring  mart, 

And  all  the  ihunework  of  the  land ; 

When  one  would  aim  an  arrow  f^r, 

But  send  it  siackly  fl-om  the  string ; 
And  one  would  pierce  an  outer  nng, 

And  one  an  inner,  here  and  there ; 

And  last,  the  master-bowman,  he 

Would  cleave  lie  mark.    A  willing  ear 
We  lent  him.     Who,  but  bung  to  hear   . 

The  rapt  oration  flomng  free 

From  point  to  point  with  power  and  grace, 
And  music  in  the  bounds  of  law. 
To  those  conclusions  when  we  saw 

The  God  within  him  light  his  fece, 

H...L=-jnGooglc 


HI  MEMOltlAM. 


And  seem  to  lift  the  form,  and  glow 
In  ajjure  orbits  tcavenly-wiso ; 
And  over  lliose  etbereal  eyes 

The  bar  of  Mehael  Angelo. 


Wild  bird,  whose  wai'ble,  liquid  sweet, 
lUngs  Eden  through  the  budded  quicks, 
O,  tell  me  where  me  senses  mix, 

O,  tell  me  where  the  pasMons  meet, 

Wbence  radiate :  fierce  extremes  employ 
Thy  spirits  in  the  dusking  leaf, 
And  in  the  midmost  heart  of  grief 

Thy  passion  clasfs  a  secret  joy: 

And  I, — my  harp  would  prelude  woe, — 
I  cannot  all  command  the  strings ; 
The  glory  of  the  sum  of  things 

Will  flash  along  the  chords  and  go. 


Witch-elms,  that  counterchange  the  floor 
Of  this  flat  lawn  with  dnsk  and  bright ; 
And  thou,  with  all  thy  breadth  and  height 

Of  foliage,  towering  sycamore ; 

How  often,  hither  wandering  down, 

My  Arthur  found  your  shadows  iair, 
And  shook  to  all  the  liberal  air 

The  dust  and  din  and  steam  of  town  1 

He  brought  an  eye  for  all  he  saw ; 

He  mixed  in  a!!  our  Miple  sporta ; 

They  pleased  him,  fresh  from  brawling  courts 
And  dusky  purlieus  of  the  law. 
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To  drink  the  cooler  air,  and  mark 
The  landscape  minking  through,  the  heat  I 

O  sound  to  ront  lie  brood  of  cares. 

The  sweep  of  scythe  in  morning  dew, 
The  gust  that  round  the  garden  flew, 

And  tummed  half  (lie  mellowing  pears ! 

O  bliaa,  when  all  in  circle  drawn 

About  him,  heart  and  ear  were  fed. 
To  hear  him,  as  he  lay  and  read 

Ibe  TnBcan  poets  on  the  lawn : 

Or  in  the  all-golden  afternoon 
A  guest,  or  happy  wster,  sung, 
Or  here  she  brought  the  harp,  and  llung 

A  ballad  to  the  brightening  moon : 

Kor  less  it  pleased,  in  lirelier  moods, 
Beyond  the  bounding  hill  to  stray. 
And  iDrealc  the  Erelong  summer  day 

With  banquet  in  the  distant  woods ; 

Whereat  we  glanced  from  theme  to  theme, 
Discussed  the  books  to  love  or  hate, 
Or  touched  the  changes  of  the  state. 

Or  threaded  some  SocratJc  dream ; 


"  And  merge,"  he  said,  "  in  fori 
The  picturesque  of  man  a- 
We  taiked :  the  stream  bei 

The  wine-fl^k  lying  couched  ii 
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Or  cooled  witliin  the  glooming  wave 
And  last,  returniiig  from  afiir, 
Before  the  crimson-eireled  star 

Had  fidlen  into  her  father's  grave, 


The  milk  that  buhhled  in  the  pful, 
And  buzzing  of  the  honeyed  hours. 


He  tasted  love  with  half  his  mind. 

Nor  ever  drank  the  inviolate  spring 
Where  nighest  heaven,  who  first  covild  fling 

This  bitter  seed  among  mankind ; 

That  conld  the  dead,  whose  dying  eyes 

Were  closed  with  wmI,  resmne  their  life, 
They  would  but  find  in  child  and  wife 

An  iron  welcome  when  they  rise  : 

'Twas  well,  indeed,  when  wann  with  wine, 
To  pledge  {hem  with  a  kindly  tear : 
To  t^  them  over,  to  wish  them  here, 

To  count  their  memories  half  divine ; 


But  if  thej'^  came  who  passed  away, 
"  '      ' ir  hands 


Behold  their  brides  in  other  hi 
The  hard  heir  strides  about  their  lands, 
And  will  aot  yield  them  for  a  day. 

Yea,  though  their  sons  were  none  of  these. 
Not  less  the  yef^Ioved  sire  would  make 
Confuaon  worse  than  death,  and  shake 

The  pillars  of  domestic  peace. 

Ah  dear,  but  come  thoa  back  to  me  : 

Whatever  change  the  years  have  wrought, 
I  find  not  yet  oas  lonely  thought 

That  cries  against  my  wish  for  thee. 
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Wheu  rosy  plumelels  tuft  the  larch, 

And  rarely  pipes  the  mounted  thrush ; 
Or  underneatd  the  harren  bush 

Flita  by  the  sea-blue  bird  of  March ; 

Come,  wear  the  form  by  ivliicb  J  know 
Thy  spirit  in  time  among  thy  peers ; 
The  hope  of  unaccomplished  years 

Be  large  and  lucid  round  my  brow. 

When  sammer's  hourly-mellowiag  change 
May  breathe  with  many  roses  sweet 
Upon  the  thousand  waves  of  wheat, 

That  npple  round  the  loaely  grange ; 

Come ;  not  in  Tsatcbes  of  the  night, 

But  where  the  sunbeam  bi-oodeth  warm 
Come,  beanteoas  in  thine  after  form, 

And  like  a  finer  light  in  Ught. 


If  any  vision  should  reveal 

■fliy  likeness,  I  might  count  it  vsia, 
As  but  the  canker  of  the  brain  ; 

Tea,  though  it  spake  and  made  appeal 

To  chances  where  our  lots  were  cast 
Together  in  the  days  behind, 
1  might  bat  say,  I  hear  a  wind 

Of  memory  murmuring  the  past 

Tea,  though  it  spake  and  bared  to  view 
A  fact  withm  the  coming  year ; 
And  though  the  months,  revolving  n 

Should  prove  uie 
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They  might  not  seem  thy  prophecies, 
But  spiritual  preseiilimcnts, 
And  aueh  retraelion  of  events 

As  often  rises  ore  they  rise. 


I  aiiALi.  not  sec  tJiee.  Dare  I  say 
No  spirit  ever  brake  the  band 
That  stays  him  from  the  native  land 

Where  first  he  walked  when  clasped  in  clay  ? 

Ho  visual  shade  of  some  one  lost, 

Bat  he,  the  Spirit  hitaself,  may  come 


0,  therefore  &om  thy  sightless  range 
With  gods  in  unconjectured  bliss, 
O,  from  the  distance  of  the  abyss 

Of  tcn&ld-oomplicated  change, 

Descend,  and  touch,  and  enter ;  hear 
The  wish  too  strong  for  words  to  nan 
That  in  this  blindness  of  the  frame 

My  Ghost  may  feel  that  thine  is  near. 


How  pure  at  heart  and  sound  in  head, 
With  what  divine  affections  bold, 
Should   be   the  man  whose  thought  would 
hold 

An  hour's  communion  with  the  dead. 


In  vain  shalt  thou,  or  any,  call 

The  spirits  from  their  golden  day, 
Exeept,  like  them,  thou  too  canst  say 

My  spirit  la  at  peace  with  all. 
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They  haunt  the  silence  of  the  hreasL 
Imi^inations  ealm  and  fair, 
The  memory  like  a  ci 


But  when  the  heart  13  full  of  din, 

And  doubt  beside  the  portal  wiuts. 
They  can  but  iiaten  at  the  ^ates, 

And  hear  the  household  jar  within. 


By  night  we  lingered  on  the  lawn, 
For  under  foot  the  herb  was  dry  ; 
And  genial  warmth ;  and  o'er  the  sfcy 

The  silvery  haze  of  aummer  drawn ; 

And  calm  that  let  the  tapers  bum 

Unwavering ;  not  a  cricket  chirred  : 
The  brook  alone  far  off  was  heard. 

And  on  the  board  the  fluttering  urn : 

And  bats  went  round  in  fragrant  skies. 
And  wheeled  or  lit  the  filmy  shapes 
That  haunt  the  dusk,  with  ermine  capes 

And  wooliy  breasts  and  beaded  eyes ; 

While  now  we  sang  old  son^s  that  pealed 

From  knoll  tolinoU,  where,  couched  at  case, 
The  white  kine  glimmered,  and  the  trees 

Liud  their  dark  armg  about  the  field. 

But  when  those  others,  one  by  one, 

Withdrew  themselves  from  me  and  night. 
And  in  the  house  light  after  light 

Went  out,  and  I  was  all  alone, 

A  hunger  seized  my  heart ;  I  read 

Of  that  glad  year  which  once  had  been. 
In  those  feUen  leayes  which  kept  their  green, 

The  noble  letters  of  the  dead ; 
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And  Strangely  on  the  silence  broke 

The  silent^peaking  words,  and  strange 
Was  love's  dnmb  cry  defying  change 

To  test  his  worth ;  and  strangely  spoke 

The  faith,  the  ylmi;  bold  to  dwell 

On  doubta  uiat  drive  the  coward  back. 
And  keen  tlu^ugh  wordy  snares  to  track 

Suggestion  to  her  inmost  cell 


And  mine  in  his  ivas  wound,  and  whirled 
About  empyreal  beights  of  thought. 
And  came  on  tliat  which  is,  and  caught 

The  deep  pulsations  of  the  world, 

.ZEonian  mudc  measuring  out 

The  steps  of  Time,— the  shocks  of  Chanee,— 
The  blows  of  Death,     At  length  my  trance 

Was  cancelled,  stricken  through  with  doubt. 

Vague  words !  but  ah,  bow  hard  to  frame 
In  mattei^moulded  forms  of  speech. 
Or  even  for  intellect  to  reach 

Through  memory  that  which  I  became : 

Till  now  the  doubtful  dusk  revealed 

The  knolls  once  more  where,  couched  at  ease, 
The  white  kine  glimmered,  and  the  trees 

Laid  their  dark  arms  about  the  field : 

And  sucked  from  out  the  distant  gloom, 
A  breeze  began  to  tremble  o'er 
The  large  leaves  of  the  sycamore. 

And  fluctuate  all  the  still  perfume ; 
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And  gatJiering  freahlier  oYerliead, 

Kocked  the  full-foliaged  clma,  and  swung 
The  teavy-folded  rose,  and  flung 

The  lilies  to  and  fro,  and  said 

"  The  dawn,  the  dawn,"  and  died  away ; 
And  East  and  West,  without  a  bi-eath, 
MLied  their  dim  lights,  like  life  and  death, 

To  broaden  into  boundless  day. 


Yo0  say,  but  with  no  touch  of  scorn. 

Sweet-hearted,  yoii,  whose  light-blue  eyes 
Are  tender  over  drowning  flies, 

You  tell  me,  doubt  is  Devil-born. 

1  know  not :  one  indeed  I  knew 

In  many  a  subtile  question  versed, 
Who  touched  a  jarring  lyre  at  first, 

But  ever  strove  to  mate  it  true : 

Perplexed  in  iaith,  but  pare  in  deeds, 

At  last  be  beat  his  music  out. 

There  lives  more  feitli  in  honest  doubt, 
Believe  me,  than  in  half  the  creeds. 

He  fought  his  doubts  and  gathered  strength. 
He  would  not  make  bis  judgment  blind. 
He  faced  the  spectres  of  the  mind 

And  laid  them :  thus  he  came  at  length 

To  find  a  stoinger  fiuth  his  own ; 

And  Power  was  with  bim  in  the  night, 
Which  makra  the  darkness  and  the  light, 

And  dwells  not  in  the  light  alone, 

Bat  in  the  darkness  and  the  cloud, 
As  over  Sinai's  peaks  of  old, 
While  Israel  made  their  gods  of  gold. 

Although  the  tempest  blew  so  loud. 
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My  love  has  talked  with  roeka  and  trees. 
He  fiiula  on  misty  mountfuD-ground 
His  own  Tast  shadow  glory-crowned, 

He  sees  himself  in  all  he  sees. 


These  two, — they  dwelt  with  eye  on  eye, 
Their  hearts  of  old  have  heat  in  tune, 
Their  meetings  made  December  June, 

Their  every  parting  was  to  die. 

Their  love  has  never  passed  away ; 
The  days  she  never  can  forget 
Are  earnest  that  he  loves  her  yet, 

Whate'ci'  the  faithless  people  say. 

Her  life  is  lone,  he  sits  apart, 

He  loves  her  yet,  she  will  not  weep. 
Though,  rapt  in  matters  dark  and  deep, 

He  seems  to  slight  her  simple  heai-t. 

He  tlirids  the  labyrinth  of  the  mind, 
He  reads  the  secret  of  the  star. 
He  seems  so  near  and  yet  so  fiu". 

He  looks  so  cold ;  she  thanks  him  kind. 

She  keeps  the  gift  of  years  before, 
A  withered  Tiolet  is  her  bliss ; 
She  knows  not  what  his  greatness  is ; 

For  that,  for  all,  she  loves  him  more. 

For  him  she  plays,  to  him  she  sings 
Of  early  ffutli  and  plighted  vows ; 
She  knows  hut  matters  of  the  house, 

And  he,  he  knows  a  thousand  things. 


h...L=-jnGooglc 


IN   MEMOEIAM. 

Her  faiti  is  fixed  and  cannot  move, 

Slie  darkly  feels  him  great  and  mse, 
Sbe  dwells  on  Lim  mth  ^thful  e/es, 

"  I  cannot  understand :  I  love." 


TOTJ  leave  iis ;  you  will  see  the  Rhine, 
And  those  fair  hills  I  sailed  below, 
When  I  was  there  with  him ;  and  go 

By  Bummer  bolts  of  wheat  and  vine 

To  where  he  breathed  bis  latest  breath, 
That  City.  All  her  splendor  seema 
No  livelier  than  tlic  wisp  that  gleams 

On  Lethe  in  the  eyes  of  Death. 

Let  her  great  Danube  rolling  fair 

Enwind  her  isles,  unmarked  of  me : 
I  have  not  seen,  I  will  not  see 

Vienna ;  rather  dream  that  there, 

A  treble  darkness,  evil  haunts 

The  birth,  the  bridal ;  friend  from  friend 
Is  oftener  parted,  lathers  bend 

Above  more  graves,  a.  thousand  wants 

Gnar  at  the  heels  of  men,  and  prey 

By  each  cold  hearth,  and  sadness  flings 
Her  shadow  on  the  blaze  of  kings ; 

And  yet  myself  have  heard  him  say. 

That  not  in  any  mother  town 

With  statelier  progress  to  and  fro 
The  double  tides  of  chariots  flow 

By  park  and  suburb  under  brown 
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Of  lustier  leaves ;  cor  mora  content, 
He  told  me,  livus  in  any  crowd, 
When  all  is  gay  ivith  lamps,  and  loud 

With  sport  and  song,  in  liootli  and  tent, 


EiSEaT  thou  thus,  dim  dawn,  again, 
So  loud  with  voices  of  the  birds. 
So  thick  with  lowings  of  the  herds. 

Day,  when  I  lost  the  flower  of  men ; 

■Who  tremblest  thi-oush  thy  darklin"  red 
Ott  yon  swollen  crook  that  bubbles  fai 
By  meadows  breathing  of  the  past. 

And  woodlands  holy  to  (he  dead ; 


Who  murmurest  in  the  foliaged  eaves 
A  song  tliat  sUghts  the  coming  care, 
And  Autumn  laying  here  and  there 

A  fiery  finger  on  the  leaves ; 

Who  w^enest  with  thy  balmy  breath 
To  myriads  on  the  genial  earth. 
Memories  of  bridal,  or  of  birth, 

And  anto  myriads  more,  of  death. 

0,  wheresoever  those  may  be. 

Betwixt  the  slumber  of  the  poles, 

To-day  they  count  as  kindred  souls  ; 

Tliey  know  me  not,  but  mourn  with  me. 
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1  WAKE,  I  rise ;  from  end  to  end, 
Of  alt  tbe  landscape  undemeatli 
I  find  no  place  that  does  not  breaibe 

Some  gifidons  memory  of  my  friend ; 

No  gray  old  grange,  or  lonely  fold, 

Or  low  morass  and  wliispering  reed, 
"     '      lie  atile  from  mead  to  mead, 


Ur  simple  au 
Or  sheepwalk  up 


the  windy  wold  ; 

Nor  hoary  knoll  of  ash  and  haw 
That  hears  the  latest  linnet  trill. 
Nor  quarry  trenched  along  the  hill. 

And  haunted  by  the  wrangling  daw  ; 

Nor  runlet  tinkling  from  the  rock ; 
Nor  pastoral  nvulet  that  swerves 
To  left  and  ri"ht  through  meadowy  curves, 

That  feed  the  modiers  of  the  flock ; 

But  each  has  pleased  a  kindred  eye, 
And  each  reflects  a  kindlier  day  ; 
And,  leaving  Ihese,  to  pass  away, 

I  think  once  more  he  seems  to  die. 


tlwWATCHED  the  garden  bough  shall  sway, 
The  tender  blossom  flatter  down. 
Unloved  that  beech  will  gather  brown, 

This  maple  bum  itself  away ; 

Unloved,  the  sunflower,  shining  fair, 

Kay  round  with  flames  her  disk  of  seed. 
And  many  a  rose-camatjon  feed 

With  summer  spice  the  humming  air ; 
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Unloved,  oy  many  a  sandy  bar, 

The  broot  sliall  babble  do'svn  tlie  plaii 
At  noon,  or  when  the  lesser  wain 

Is  twisting  round  lie  polar  star ; 

Uncared  for,  gird  the  windy  grove, 

And  flood  the  haunts  of  liern  and  era 
Or  into  silver  arrows  break 

The  sailing  moon  in  creek  and  cove ; 


As  year  by  year  the  laborer  tills 

His  wonted  glebe,  or  lops  the  glades ; 
And  year  by  year  our  memory  fades 

From  all  the  circle  of  the  hills. 


We  leave  the  well-beloved  place 

Where  first  we  gazed  upon  the  sty; 
The  roofs  that  heard  our  earliest  cry 

Will  shelter  one  of  stranger  race. 

We  go,  but  ere  we  go  from  home. 

As  down  the  garden-walks  I  move, 
Two  spirifs  of  ft  diverse  love 

Contend  for  loving  masterdom. 

One  whispers, "  Here  thy  boyhood  sung 
Long  since  its  matin  son",  and  heard 
The  low  love-!anmiage  of  the  bird 

In  native  hazels  tassel-hung." 
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The  other  answers,  "  Yea,  but  here 

Thy  feet  have  strayed  in  after  hours 
With  thy  lost  fiiend  among  the  howers, 

And  this  hath  nuide  them  trehly  dear." 

These  two  have  striven  half  the  day. 

And  eajih  prefers  his  separate  claim, 
Poor  rivals  in  a  losing  gams. 

That  will  not  yield  each  other  way. 

I  turn  to  go :  my  feet  are  set 

To  leave  the  pleasant  fields  and  fiirms ; 

They  mix  in  one  another's  arms 
To  one  pure  image  of  regret. 


On  that  last  night  before  we  went 

From  out  the  doors  where  I  was  bred, 
1  dreamed  a  viaon  of  the  dead, 

Which  left  my  after  morn  content. 


From  hidden  sumnuts  fed  with  rills 
A  river  sliding  by  the  wall. 

The  hall  with  harp  and  catol  rang. 

They  sang  of  what  is  wise  and  good 
And  graceful.    In  the  centre  stood 

A  statue  veiled,  to  whieh  they  sang ; 

And  which,  though  veiled,  was  known  to  n 
The  shape  of  him  I  ioved,  and  love 
Forever:  then  flew  in  a  dove, 

And  brought  a  saimnons  from  the  sea : 
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And  when  tliey  learnt  that  I  must  so, 

They  wept  and  wailed,  but  led  the  way 
To  where  a  little  shallop  lay 

At  anchor  in  the  flood  helow ; 

And  on  hy  many  a  level  mead, 

And  aiiadowing  bluff  that  made  the  banks. 
We  glided,  winding  iinder  ranks 

Of  iris,  and  the  golden  reed ; 

And  Bljll,  as  vaster  grew  the  shore. 

And  rolled  the  floods  in  grander  space, 
The  maidens  gathered  strength  and  grace. 

And  presence  lordlier  than  before ; 

And  I  myself,  who  eat  apart 

And  watched  them,  wased  in  evei-y  Umb ; 

I  felt  the  thews  of  Anakim, 
The  pulses  of  a  Utan's  heart; 

Ab  one  woald  ang  the  death  of  war, 
And  one  would  chant  the  history 
Of  that  great  race,  which  is  to  be, 

And  one  the  shaping  of  a  sfeir : 

Until  the  forward-creeping  tides 
Began  to  foam,  and  we  to  draw 
From  deep  to  deep,  to  where  wo  saw 

A  great  ship  Eft  her  shining  sides. 

The  man  we  loved  was  there  on  deck, 
But  thrice  as  lat^e  as  man  he  bent 
To  ^reet  ua.     Up  the  ade  I  went. 

And  fell  m  silence  on  his  neck : 

Whereat  those  maidens,  with  one  mind, 
Bewailed  their  lot ;  I  did  them  wrong : 
"  We  served  thee  here,"  they  said,  "  so  long, 

And  wilt  thou  leave  us  now  behind  ?  " 
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So  rapt  I  was,  they  could  not  -win 
An  answer  from  my  lips,  but  he 
Eepiyiag,  "  Enter  llkewbe  ye 

And  go  with  us : "  they  entered  m. 

And  while  the  mnd  began  \o  sweep 
A  muac  out  of  sheet  and  shroud. 
We  steered  her  toward  a  crimson  cloud 

That  landlike  slept  along  the  deep. 


The  time  draws  near  Oic  birth  of  Christ ; 

The  moon  is  hid,  the  ni^ht  is  still ; 

A  angle  church  below  the  hill 
Is  pealing,  folded  in  the  mist 

A  ^n^e  peal  of  bells  below, 

That  wakens  at  (his  hour  of  rest 
A  angle  murmur  in  the  hreast, 

That  these  are  not  the  bells  I  tnow. 

Lite  strangers'  voices  here  they  sound, 
In  lands  where  not  a  memory  Btrays, 
Nor  landmark  breathes  of  other  days, 

But  all  is  new,  unhallowed  ground. 


Tma  holly  by  the  cotfeLge-eave, 

To-ni^ht,  un^tUered,  shall  it  stand : 
We  live  within  tlie  stranger's  hind. 

And  strangely  falls  our  Christmas  eve. 

Our  father's  dust  is  left  alone 

And  silent  under  otlier  snows : 

There  in  due  time  the  woodbine  blows, 

The  violet  comes,  but  we  are  gone. 
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No  more  shall  wayward  grief  abuse 

The  genial  hour  with  mask  and  mime ; 
For  diange  of  place,  !ike  growth  of  tim 

Has  broke  tbe  bood  of  dying  use. 

Let  cares  their  petty  shadows  cast, 

By  which  our  lives  are  chiefly  proved, 


But  let  no  footstep  beat  the  floor, 

No  bowl  of  wassail  mantle  warm : 
For  who  would  keep  an  ancient  form 

Through  which  the  spirit  breathes  no  more  1 

Be  neither  eons,  nor  game,  nor  feast, 

Nor  harp  be  touolied,  nor  flute  be  blown 
Ho  dance,  no  motion,  save  alone 

What  lightens  in  the  lucid  cast 

Of  rising  worlds  by  yonder  wood. 

Long  sleeps  the  summer  in  the  seed ; 

Eun  out  your  measured  ares,  and  lead 
The  closing  cycle  ricli  in  good. 


The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  light ; 
The  year  is  dying  in  the  night ; 
Ring  out,  wild  belfe,  and  let  him  die. 

Ringout  the  old,  ring  in  the  new, 

Ring,  happy  bells,  across  the  snow : 
The  year  is  going,  let  him  go ; 

Ring  out  ihe  felse,  ring  in  the  trne. 
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IKng  out  the  grief  that  saps  the  mind, 
For  those  that  here  we  see  no  moro ; 
Eing  out  the  foud  of  rich  and  poor, 

lUng  in  redress  to  all  mankind. 

Ejng  out  a  slowly  dying  caiiae, 

And  ancient  forms  of  party  strife ; 
Eing  in,  the  nobler  modes  of  life, 

With  sweeter  manners,  purer  laws. 

Eing  out  the  want,  the  care,  the  sin. 
The  (aithless  coldness  of  the  times; 
Ring  out,  ring  out  my  mournful  rhymes. 

But  ring  the  fliller  minstrel  in. 

Eing  out  ialae  pride  in  place  and  blood, 
The  civic  slander  and  the  spite ; 
Eing  in  the  iove  of  truth  and  right. 

King  in  Uie  common  love  of  good. 

Ring  out  old  shapes  of  foul  disease, 

Eing  out  the  narrowing  lust  of  gold; 
Eing  out  the  tliousand  wars  of  old, 

Sing  in  Uie  thousand  years  of  peace. 

Eing  in  the  valiant  man  and  free, 

The  lai^r  heart,  the  kindlier  hand ; 
Ring  out  the  darkness  of  the  land, 

Eing  in  Sie  Christ  that  is  to  he. 


It  is  the  day  wlien  he  was  horn, 
A  bjttei-  day  that  early  sank 
Behind  a  purple-frosty  hank 

Of  vapor,  leaving  night  forlorn. 
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And  bristles  all  tJio  brakes  and  thorns 
To  yon  hard  crescent,  as  she  hangs 
Above  the  wood  which  grides  and  olan^ 

Its  leafless  ribs  and  iron  horns 

Together,  in  the  drifts  tliat  pass. 

To  darken  on  the  roUinghrine 

That  breaks  the  coast.    But  fetch  the  wine, 
Arrange  the  board  and  brim  the  glass; 

Bring  in  great  logs  and  let  them  he, 

To  make  a  solid  core  of  heat ; 

Be  cheerful-minded,  talk  and  treat 
Of  all  things  even  as  he  were  by : 

We  keep  the  day.  With  festal  cheer. 
With  books  and  music,  surely  we 
Will  drink  to  him,  whate'er  he  he, 

And  sing  the  songs  he  loved  to  hear. 


I  WILL  not  shut  me  from  my  kind ; 
And,  lest  I  stiffen  into  stone, 
I  will  not  eat  my  heart  alone, 

Nor  feed  with  sighs  a  passing  wind ; 

What  profit  lies  in  barren  laith. 

And  vacant  yearning,  though  with  mig 
To  scale  the  heaven's  hishest  height. 

Or  dive  below  the  wells  of  Ifeath  ? 
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Wiiat  find  I  in  tiio  hmhest  place, 

But  mine  own  pbantom  cliantiiig  hymns  ? 

Anil  on  tlie  deptlis  of  death  there  awims 
The  reflex  of  a  human  fiicc. 

ni  rather  take  what  fruit  may  be 
Of  sorrow  under  human  ekies : 
'Yis  held  that  sorrow  maJces  us  wise. 

Whatever  wisdom  sleep  with  thee. 


Hbart-apfluescb  in  discursive  talk 
From  household  fountains  never  dry ; 
The  crifie  clearness  of  an  eye, 

That  saw  through  all  the  Muses'  walk ; 

Sera^ic  intellect  and  force 

To  seize  and  throw  the  doubts  of  man 
Impassioned  logic,  which  outran 

The  hearer  in  its  fiery  course  ; 

High  nature  amorous  of  the  good, 

But  touched  with  no  ascetic  rfoom ; 
And  passion  pure  in  snowy  bloom 

Through  all  the  years  of  April  blood ; 

A  love  of  freedom  rarely  felt. 

Of  freedom  in  her  regal  seat 

Of  England,  not  the  schoolboy  heat. 

The  blind  hysterics  of  the  Celt  ; 

And  maJihood  fuseil  with  feinale  grace 
In  such  a  sort,  the  child  would  twine 
A  trustful  hand,  unasked,  in  thine. 

And  find  his  comfort  in  thy  lace ; 
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All  thcao  haTS  been,  and  thee  mine  eyes 
Have  looted  on ;  if  they  looked  in  vai 
My  aliamo  is  greater  who  remain, 

Sor  let  thy  wigdoai  roalto  mo  wise. 


Thy  converse  drew  us  with  d(i!'(;!it, 
The  men  of  rathe  and  ripei  yeara ; 
The  feehle  Boal,  a  haunt  of  fears, 

Forgot  his  weakness  in  thy  sight. 

On  thee  the  loyal-hearted  hung, 

The  proud  was  half  disarmed  of  pride. 
Nor  cared  the  serpent  at  thy  side 

To  flicker  with  his  trehle  tongue. 

The  stern  were  mild  when  thou  wert  by, 
The  flippsJit  put  himself  to  school 
And  heard  thee,  and  the  hra^en  fool 

Was  softened,  and  he  knew  not  why ; 


Not  mine  the  sweetness  or  the  skill. 
But  mine  the  love  that  will  not  t 
And,  born  of  love,  the  vague  dei 

That  spurs  an  imitative  ivill. 


The  chur!  in  spirit,  up  or  dnivn, 

Along  the  scale  of  ranks,  through  all 
To  who  may  grasp  a  golden  ball 

By  blood  a  ting,  at  heart  a  clown  ; 
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The  churl  in  spirit,  howe'er  he  veil 

His  want  in  forme  for  faehioii's  sake, 
Will  let  his  coltish  nature  break 

At  seasons  through  the  gilded  pale : 

For  who  can  always  a«t  ?  but  he, 

To  whom  a  thousand  memories  call, 
Not  beinjfiJess  but  more  tban  all 

The  gentlene^v  he  seemed  to  be. 

So  wore  iiis  outward  beat,  and  joined 
Each  office  of  the  social  hour 
To  noble  manoers,  as  the  flower 

And  native  growtli  of  noble  mind ; 


Where  God  and  Nature  met  in  light. 

And  thus  be  bore  without  abuse 

The  grand  old  name  of  gentleman 
Defamed  hy  every  charlatan, 

And  soiled  with  all  ignoble  use. 


High  wisdom  holds  ray  wisdom  less. 

That  I,  who  gaze  with  temperate  eyes 
Oa  gbrious  insufficiencies, 

Set  light  by  narrower  perfectness. 


i.  seem  ki  cast  a  careless  eye 
On  souls,  the  lesser  lords  of  dooni. 
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For  wliat  were  thou  ?  some  novel  power 
Sprang  up  forerer  at  a,  toueli, 
And  hope  could  never  hope  too  mnch, 

In  watching  thee  from  hour  t»  hour, 

Lai^e  element  in  order  hrought, 

Ami  tracts  of  ealm  from  tempest  made. 
And  world-wide  fluctuation  swayed 

In  vassal  tides  that  followed  thought. 


'Tia  held  that  sorrow  makes  us  wise  ; 

Yet  how  much  wisdom  sleeps  with  thee 
"Which  not  alone  had  guided  me. 

But  served  the  seasons  that  may  rise ; 

For  can  1  doubt  who  knew  thee  keen 
111  intellect,  with  force  and  skill 
To  strive,  to  fashion,  to  fulfil, — 

I  douht  not  what  thou  wouldst  have  been : 

A  soul  on  highest  mission  sent, 
A  potent  voice  of  Parliament, 
A  pillar  steadfast  in  the  storm. 

Should  licensed  boldness  gather  foree. 
Becoming,  when  the  time  has  bii-th, 
A  lever  to  uplift  the  earth 

And  roll  it  in  another  course, 

With  many  shocks  that  come  and  go, 
With  agonies,  with  eneraies, 
"With  overthrowinaa,  ana  with  cries. 

And  undulations  to  and  fro. 
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Who  loves  not  knowledge  ?     Who  shall  rail 
Afsainst  her  beauty  ?    May  she  mix 
With  men  and  prosper !    Wlio  shall  fix 

Her  pillars  ?    Let  her  work  prevail. 

But  on  her  forehead  sita  a  fire : 

She  sets  her  fonvard  countenance 
And  ieaps  into  the  future  chance, 

Suhmitting  ait  things  to  desire. 

Half-«rown  as  yet,  a  child,  and  vain, — 
She  cannot  fight  the  fear  of  death. 
What  is  she,  cut  from  love  and  faith, 

But  some  wild  PallaB  from  ihe  brain 

Of  Demons  ?  fiery-hot  to  burst 

All  harriers  in  hei'  onward  race 

For  power.     Let  her  know  her  place. 

She  ja  the  second,  not  the  first 

A  higher  hand  must  make  her  mild, 
If  all  be  not  in  vain  ;  and  guide 
Her  footsteps,  moving  side  by  ade 

With  wisdom,  like  the  younger  child ; 

For  she  is  earthly  of  the  mind, 

But  wisdom  heavenly  of  the  soul. 
O  friend,  who  camest  to  thy  goal 

So  early,  leaving  me  behind, 

I  would  tlie  great  world  grew  like  thee 
Who  grewest  not  alone  in  power 
And  knowledge,  but  fl-om  hour  to  hour 
md  in  charity. 
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How  iades  the  last  long  atreak  of  enow, 
Now  burgeona  every  maze  of  qnick 
About  fie  flowering  squares,  and  tHek 

By  ashen  roots  lie  violets  blow. 

Now  rings  lie  woodland  loud  and  long, 
The  distance  takes  a  lovelier  hue. 
And  drowned  in  yonder  living  blue 

The  lark  becomes  a  sightless  song. 

Now  dance  the  lights  on  lawn  and  lea, 
The  flocks  are  whiter  down  the  vale. 
And  milkier  every  milky  sail 

On  winding  stream  or  distant  sea ; 

Where  now  the  seamew  pipes,  or  dives 
In  yonder  greening  gleam,  and  fly 
The  happy  birds,  that  change  their  sky 

To  build  and  brood ;  that  live  their  lives 

From  land  to  land ;  and  in  my  breast 
Spring  wakens  too ;  and  my  r^ret 
Becomes  an  April  violet, 

And  buds  and  blosoma  like  the  rest. 


Is  it,  then,  r^ret  for  buried  time 

That  keenlier  in  sweet  April  wakes, 
And  meets  the  year,  and  gives  and  takes 

The  cokirs  of  the  crescent  prime  ? 

Not  all ;  the  songs,  the  stirring  air, 
The  life  re-orient  out  of  dust, 
Cry  through  the  sense  to  hearten  trust 

In  that  which  made  the  world  so  iah; 
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Not  all  regret ;  the  face  will  shine 

Upon  me,  while  I  muse  alone ; 

The  dear,  dear  voice  that  I  have  known 
Will  speak  to  me  of  me  and  mine  : 

Yet  less  of  sorrow  lives  in  me 

For  days  of  happy  commune  dead  ; 
Less  yearning  for  the  friendship  fled, 

Than  swne  strong  bond  which  is  to  be. 


0  DAYS  and  hours,  your  work  is  this, 
To  hold  me  from  mv  proper  place, 
A  little  while  from  his  embrace, 

For  fuller  gtun  of  after  blJsa : 

That  out  of  distance  might  ensue 
Desire  of  nearness  doubly  sweet ; 
And  unto  meeting,  when  we  meet, 

Delight  a  hundredfold  accrue, 

For  every  grain  of  sand  that  runs, 

And  every  span  of  shade  that  steals, 
And  every  kiss  of  toothed  wheels, 

And  all  the  courses  of  the  suns. 


GOMTSMPtATE  all  this  work  of  time, 
The  giant  laboring  in  his  youth ; 
Nor  dream  of  human  love  and  truth, 

Aa  dying  Nature's  earth  and  lime ; 

But  trust  that  those  we  call  the  dead 
Are  breathers  of  an  ampler  day 
Forever  nobler  ends.     They  say, 

The  solid  earth  whereon  we  tread 
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In  tracts  of  fluent  heat  began, 

And  grew  to  seeming-random  forms, 
The  seeming  prey  of  cyclic  storms, 

Till  at  the  last  arose  the  man  ; 

Who  throve  and  branched  from  clime  to  clime 
The  herald  of  a  higher  race. 
And  of  himself  in  kinher  place, 

If  so  he  type  this  work  of  time 

"Within  hitiiiself,  from  more  to  more ; 

And,  crowned  with  attributiig  of  woe 
Lite  glories,  move  his  course,  and  show 

That  life  is  not  as  idle  ore, 

But  iron  dug  from  central  gloom. 

And  heated  hot  with  burning  fears ; 
And  cUpped  in  hatha  of  hissing  t«ara, 

And  batterea  witli  the  shocks  of  doom 

To  shape  and  use.     Arise  and  fly 

The  reeling  Faun,  the  sensual  feast ; 
Move  upward,  working  out  the  beast, 

And  let  the  ape  and  tiger  die. 

CXVII. 

DOOKS,  where  my  heart  was  used  to  beat 
So  quickly,  not  as  one  that  weeps 
I  come  once  more ;  the  city  sleeps  ; 

I  smell  the  meadow  in  (jie  street; 


And  in  my  thouglits  with  s< 
I  take  the  pressure  of  thine  han 
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1  TBOST  1  have  not  wasted  breath ; 
I  think  we  are  not  wholly  brain, 
M^netic  mockeries;  not  in  viun, 

laka  Paul  with  beasts,  I  fought  with.  Death; 

Not  only  canning  casts  in  clay  : 

Let  Science  prove  we  are,  and  then 
What  matters  Science  unto  men, 

At  least  to  me  ?     I  would  not  stay. 

Let  him,  the  wiser  man  who  springs 

Hereafter,  up  from  childhood  shape 
His  action  lite  the  greater  ape, 

But  I  was  born  to  other  things. 


Sad  Hesper  o'er  the  buried  sun. 

And  ready,  thou,  to  die  with  him, 
Thou  watchest  all  things  ever  dim 

And  dimmer,  and  a  glory  done  : 

The  team  ia  loosened  from  the  wiun, 
The  boat  is  drawn  upon  the  shore; 
Thou  listenest  to  the  cloang  door. 

And  life  is  darkened  in  the  br£un. 

Bright  Phosphor,  fi-esher  for  tJie  night, 

By  tliee  the  world's  great  work  is  heard 
Beginning,  and  the  wakeful  bird ; 

Behind  thee  comes  the  greater  light; 

The  market-boat  is  on  the  stream, 

And  voices  hail  it  from  the  brink ; 
Thou  hear'at  the  village  hannner  clink. 

And  seest  the  moving  of  the  team. 
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Sweet  Ilesper-Phosphor,  double  name 
For  what  is  one,  the  first,  the  last, 
Thou,  like  my  present  and  my  paat. 

Thy  place  is  changed,  thou  art  the  same. 


O,  WAST  thou  with  me,  dearest,  then. 
While  I  rose  up  ag^nst  my  doom. 
And  strove  to  burst  the  folded  gloom, 

To  bare  the  eternal  Heavene  agtun, 

To  feel  once  more,  in  placid  awe, 
The  strong  ima^nation  roll 
A  sphere  of  stars  about  my  soul, 

In  all  her  motion  one  with  law  ? 

If  thou  wert  with  me,  and  the  grave 
Divide  us  not,  bo  with  mo  now. 
And  enter  in  at  breast  and  brow, 

TiU  aU  my  blood,  a  fuller  wave, 

Be  quickened  wilb  a  livelier  breath, 
And  like  an  inconsiderate  boy, 
As  in  the  former  flash  of  joy, 

I  slip  the  thoughts  of  life  and  death. 

And  all  the  breeze  of  Fancy  blows. 
And  evei7  dew-drop  paints  a  bow ; 
The  wizard  lightnings  deeply  glow, 

And  every  thought  brealra  out  a  rose. 


Theke  rolls  the  deep  where  grew  the  tree. 

O  earth,  what  changes  hast  thou  seen ! 

There  where  the  long  street  roars,  hath  bi 
The  Edllness  of  the  central  sea. 
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The  hills  are  shadows,  and  they  flow 

From  form  to  form,  and  nothing  stands ; 
They  melt  lilte  mist,  the  solid  lands, 

Ldke  clouds  they  shape  themselves  and  ga 

But  in  my  spirit  will  I  dwell, 

And  dream  my  dream,  and  hold  it  true  ; 

For  though  my  lips  may  breathe  adieu, 
I  cannot  think  the  thing  fcewell. 


That  which  we  dare  invofce  to  bless ; 

Our  dearest  fiuth,  our  ghastliest  doubt ; 

He,  They,  One,  All ;  within,  without ; 
The  Power  in  darkness  whom  we  guess ; 

I  found  Him  not  in  world  or  Bun, 
Or  eagle's  wing,  or  insect's  eye ; 
Nor  through  the  questions  men  may  try, 

The  petty  cobwebs  we  have  spun ; 

If  e'er  when  feith  had  feUen  asleep, 

I  heard  a  voice,  "  Believe  no  more," 
And  heard  an  ever-breaking  shore 

That  tumbled  in  the  Godless  deep ; 

A  warmth  within  the  breast  would  melt 
The  freezing  reason's  colder  part. 
And  like  a  man  in  wrath  the  heart 

Stood  up  and  answered,  "  I  have  felt." 

!No,  like  a  child  in  doubt  and  fear : 

But  that  blind  clamor  made  me  wise ; 
Then  was  I  as  a  child  that  cries, 

But,  crying,  knows  his  father  near ; 

And  what  I  seem  beheld  agam 

"What  is,  and  no  man  understands ; 
And  out  of  darkness  came  the  bands 

That  reach  through  nature,  moulding  men. 
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Whatkvek  I  haye  said  or  sung, 

Some  bitter  notes  my  harp  would  gire, 
Yea,  though  there  often  seemed  to  live 

A  contradiction  on  &e  tongue, 

Yet  Hope  had  never  lost  her  youth ; 

She  did  but  look  through  dimmer  ejes ; 

Or  Love  but  played  with  gracious  lies, 
Because  he  felt  so  fixed  in.  trum : 

And  if  the  song  were  fiiU  of  care, 

He  breathed  the  spirit  of  the  song ; 
And  if  the  words  were  swaet  and  strong 
He  set  his  royal  signet  there ; 

Abiding  mth  me  till  I  aaU 

To  seelc  thee  on  the  mystic  deeps, 
And  this  electric  force,  that  keeps 

A  thousand  pulses  dancing,  fail. 


Love  is  and  was  my  Lord  and  King, 
And  in  his  presence  I  attend 
To  hear  the  tidings  of  my  fiiend, 

Which  every  hour  his  couriers  bring. 

Love  is  and  was  my  King  and  Lord, 
And  will  he,  though  as  yet  I  keep 
Within  his  court  on  earth,  and  sleep 

Encompassed  by  his  faithfijl  guard, 

And  hear  at  times  a  sentinel 

That  moves  about  from  place  to  place, 
And  whispers  to  the  vast  of  space 

Among  the  worlds,  that  all  is  well 
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AsD  all  13  well,  thouHh  feith  and  form 
Be  sundered  in  the  night  of  fear; 
Well  roars  the  storm  to  those  liiat  hear 

A  deeper  yoice  acrora  the  storm, 

Proctomng  social  truth  shall  spread, 
And  justice,  e'en  though  tiirice  again 
The  red  fool-fury  of  the  Seine 

Should  pile  her  barricades  with  dead. 

But  woe  fo  him  that  wears  a  eronn, 
And  him,  the  lazar,  in  his  rags ; 
They  tremhle,  the  sustaining  er^s ; 

The  spires  of  ice  are  toppled  down. 

And  molten  up,  and  roar  in  £ood ; 
The  fortress  crashes  from  on  high, 
The  brute  earth  lightens  to  the  ^y, 

And  the  vast  JBon  sinks  in  blood, 

And  compassed  by  the  fires  of  Hell, 

While  thou,  dear  spirit,  happy  star, 
O'erlook'st  the  tumult  from  afar. 

And  smilest,  knowing  all  is  well. 


The  love  that  rose  on  stronger  wings, 
TJnpaMed  when  ho  met  with  Death, 
Is  comrade  of  the  lesser  fidth 

That  sees  the  course  of  human  tiungs. 

No  doubt,  vast  eddies  in  the  flood 

Of  onward  time  shall  yet  be  made. 
And  throned  races  may  degrade; 

Yet,  oh  ye  ministers  of  good, 
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Wild  Hours  that  Cy  with  Hope  aod  Fear, 
If  all  your  office  had  to  do 


To  draw,  to  slieathe  a  useless  sword, 

To  fool  the  crowd  irith  glorious  lies. 
To  cleave  a  creed  in  sects  and  cries. 

To  change  the  heating  of  a  word, 

To  shift  an  arbitrary  power, 

To  cramp  the  student  at  his  desk, 
To  make  old  baseness  picturesque 

And  tuft  with  grass  a  feudal  tower ; 

Why  theu  my  scorn  might  well  descend 
Oo  you  and  yours.     I  see  in  part 
That  all,  as  in  some  piece  of  art, 

Is  toil  cooperant  to  an  end. 


Dbak  friend,  far  off,  my  lost  desire, 
So  &,T,  so  near,  in  woe  and  weal ; 
0,  loTcd  the  most  when  most  I  feel 

There  is  a  lower  and  a  higher  ; 

Known  and  unknown,  human,  divine  1 
Sweet  hnman  Land  and  lips  and  eye. 
Dear  heavenly  friend  that  canst  not  die, 

Mine,  mine,  forever,  ever  mine  ! 

Strange  fiiend,  past,  present,  and  to  be, 
Loved  deeplier,  darldier  understood ; 
Behold  I  dream  a  dream  of  good 

And  mingle  all  the  world  with  thee. 


h..,L=-jnGooglc 


Isrr  voice  is  on  tlie  rolling  air ; 

I  hear  thee  where  the  waters  ran ; 

TboQ  slandest  in  the  rising  sun, 
And  la  the  setting  thou  art  fair. 

"What  art  thou,  then  ?    I  cannot  guess ; 
But  though  I  seem  in  star  and  flower 
To  feel  thee,  some  diffuave  power, 

I  do  not  therefore  love  tliee  less  : 

My  love  involves  the  love  before ; 

My  love  is  vaster  passion  now ; 

Tkragli  mixed  with  God  and  Nature  thou, 
1  seem  to  love  thee  more  and  more. 

Far  off  thou  art,  hut  ever  nigh ; 
I  hare  thee  still,  and  1  rejoice : 
I  prosper,  circled  witli  thy  voice; 

I  shall  not  lose  thee,  though  I  die. 


O  LIVING-  will  that  shalt  endure 

When  all  that  seems  shall  suffer  ehoct, 
Bise  in  the  spiritual  rock, 

Flow  flirough  our  deeds  and  make  ttem  pure, 

That  we  may  lift  &om  out  the  dust 
A  vcace  as  unto  him  that  hears, 
A  cry  above  the  conquered  years 

To  one  that  with  us  works,  and  trust 

With  faith  that  comes  of  self-control 

The  truths  that  never  can  be  proved 
Until  we  close  with  all  we  loved, 

And  all  we  flow  from,  soul  in  soul. 
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TKTIE  and  tried,  so  well  and  loag. 
Demand  not  fjiou  a  marriage  lay ; 
In  that  it  is  thy  marriage  day 


Nor  have  I  felt  so  much  of  bliaa 

Since  first  he  told  me  that  he  loved 
A  daughter  of  our  house ;  nor  proved 

Since  that  aark  day  a  day  like  this ; 

Thoi^h  I  since  then  have  nnmbered  o'er 

Some  thrice  three  years :  they  went  and  came, 
Eeiffiide  tie  blood  and  changed  the  frame, 

And  yet  is  love  not  leas,  but  more ; 

No  longer  caring  to  embalm 

In  dying  songs  a  dead  r^ret, 

But  like  a  statue  solid-set. 
And  motdded  in  colossal  calm. 

Regret  is  dead,  but  love  is  more 

Than  in  the  summers  that  are  flown, 
For  I  myself  with  these  have  grown 

To  something  gi'eater  than  before ; 


As  half  hut  idle  brawling  rhymes 
The  sport  of  random  sun  and  shade. 

But  where  is  she,  the  bridal  flower, 
That  must  be  made  a  wife  ere  nO' 
She  enters,  gloiring  with  the  moo 

Of  Eden  on  its  bridal  bower ; 
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On  me  she  bends  her  blissful  eyes 

And  then  on  thee ;  they  meet  thy  look, 
And  brighten  like  the  star  that  iook 

Betwixt  the  palms  of  paradise. 

0,  when  her  life  was  yet  in  bud, 

He  too  foretold  the  perfect  rose. 
For  thee  ahe  grew,  for  thee  she  grows 

Forever,  and  as  fair  aa  good. 

And  thou  art  worthy ;  full  of  power ; 
As  gentle ;  liberal-minded,  greal^ 
Con^tent ;  wearing  all  that  weight 

Or  learning  lightly  like  a  flower. 

But  now  set  out:  the  noon  is  near. 
And  1  must  give  away  the  bride ; 
She  fears  not,  or  with  thee  beside 

And  me  behind  her,  will  not  fear  r 

For  1  that  danced  her  on  my  knee, 

That  watched  her  on  her  nurse's  arm, 
That  shielded  all  her  life  from  harm, 

At  last  must  part  with  her  to  thee  ; 

Now  waiting  to  be  made  a  wife. 

Her  feet,  my  darling,  on  the  dead ; 
Their  penaive  tablets  round  her  head, 

And  the  most  living  words  of  life 

Breathed  in  her  ear.    The  ring  is  on. 
The  "  mlt  thou  "  answered,  and  again 
The  "  wilt  thou  "  asked,  fill  out  of  twiun 

Her  sweet "  1  will "  has  made  ye  one. 

Now  agn  your  names,  which  shall  be  read 
Mute  symbols  of  a  joyful  morn 
By  village  eyes  as  yet  unborn  ; 

The  names  arc  signed,  and  ovei-head 


h..,L=-jnGoogIc 


448  IN    MEMOItlAM. 

Begins  the  clash  and  clang  that  tells 

The  joy  to  every  ivandering  breeze ; 
The  'bhnd  mall  I'ocfea,  and  on  the  trees 

The  dead  leaf  trembles  to  the  bells. 

0  happy  honr !  and  happier  hours 
A.w£ut  them.    Many  a  merry  face 
Salutes  them, — maidens  of  the  place, 

That  pelt  us  in  the  porch  ■with  flowers. 

O  hapK)'  hour !  behold  the  bride 

With  him  to  whom  her  hand  I  gave. 
They  leave  the  porch,  they  pass  the  grave 

That  has  to-day  its  sunny  side. 

To-diy  the  grave  is  bright  for  me. 

For  them  the  light  of  life  increased 
Who  stay  to  share  the  morning  feast, 

Who  rest  to-night  beside  the  sea. 

Let  all  my  genial  spirits  advance 

To  meet  and  greet  a  whiter  sun ; 
My  drooping  memory  irill  not  shun 

The  foaming  gi'ape  of  eastern  France. 

It  circles  round,  and  fimcy  plays, 

And  hearts  are  warmed  and  feces  bloom, 
As  drinking  health  to  bride  and  groom. 

We  wish  them  store  of  happy  days. 

Nor  count  me  all  to  blame  if  I 
Conjecture  of  a  sljller  guest. 
Perchance,  perchance,  among  the  rest. 

And,  though  in  silence,  wishing  joy. 

But  they  must  go ;  the  &ne  draws  on, 
And  those  wMte-favored  horses  wait ; 
They  rise,  but  linger,  it  is  late ; 

Farewell,  wo  kiss,  and  they  are  gone. 
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A  shade  fa]!s  on  ns  like  the  dark 

From  little  cloudlets  on  the  grass, 
But  sweeps  aivay  as  out  we  pass 

To  range  the  woods,  to  roam  the  park, 

DiaouBsing  how  their  eourlsliip  grew, 
And  talk  of  others  that  ai'e  wed, 
And  how  she  looked,  and  what  he  said. 

And  back  we  come  at  fall  of  dew. 

Again  the  feast,  the  speech,  the  glee, 

The  shade  of  passing  thought,  the  wealth 
Of  words  and  wit,  toe  doi3>Ie  health, 

The  crowniDg  eup,  the  three  IJmes  three. 

And  last  the  dance ; — till  I  retire : 

Dumb  is  that  tower  which  spake  so  loud. 
And  high  in  heaven  the  streaming  cloud. 

And  on  the  downs  a,  rising  fire : 

And  rise,  oh  moon,  from  yonder  down, 
Till  OTcr  down  and  over  dale 
All  night  the  shining  vapor  sful 

And  pass  lie  silent-lighted  Icwn, 

The  white-faced  balls,  the  glancing  rills, 
And  catch  at  every  mountain  head, 
And  o'er  the  friths  that  branch  and  spread 

Their  sleeping  silver  throngh  the  hiljs ; 

And  touch  with  shade  the  bridal  doors. 
With  tender  gloom  the  roof,  tlie  wall ; 
And  breaking  let  the  splendor  fell 

To  spangle  all  the  happy  shores 

By  which  they  rest,  and  ocean  sounds. 
And,  star  and  system  rolling  past, 
A  soul  shall  draw  imm  out  the  vast 

And  strike  his  being  into  bounds. 
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And,  moved  through  life  of  lower  phase, 
Eesult  in  man,  be  born,  and  think, 
And  act  and  love,  a  closer  link 

Betwixt  us  and  the  crowning  race 

Of  those  tliat,  eye  to  eye,  sha!!  look 

On  knowledge;  under  whose  command 
Is  Earth  and  Earth's,  and  in  their  hand 

Is  Nature  like  an  open  book ; 

No  longer  half-akin  to  brute, 

For  all  we  thought  and  loved  and  did. 
And  hoped,  and  suffered,  is  but  seed 

Of  wkit  in  them  is  flower  and  fruit ; 

Whereof  the  man,  that  with  me  trod 
This  planet,  was  a  noble  type 
Appearing  ere  the  times  were  ripe, 

Hat  friend  of  mine  who  lives  in  God, 

That  God,  which  ever  lives  and  loves. 
One  God,  one  law,  one  element. 
And  one  far-off  divine  event, 

To  which  the  whole  creation  moves. 
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1. 

I  iiATB  the  dreadful  hollow  behind  the  little  wood. 
Its  lips  in  the  field  above  are  dabbled  with  blood- 
red  heath, 
The  red-pibb'd  ledges  drip  with  a  silent  horror  of 

And  Echo  there,  whatever   is   ask'd  her,  answers 
'  Death.' 


Fni  then  in  the  ghastly  pit  long  since  a  body  was 

Hi3  nho  hid  given  mo  life  — 0  father!  O  Godl 

was  It  wel!  ?  — 
Mingled  and  flatten'd,  and  crush'd,  and  dinted  into 

the  around : 
Thwe  jet  lies  the  rock  that  fell  with  him  when  lie 

fell. 


Did  he  fling  himself  down  ?  who  knows  ?  for  a  vast 

Bpecalation  had  fiul'd, 
And  ever  he  muiter'd   and   madden'd,  and   ever 

wann'd  with  despiur, 
And  out  lie  walk'd  wlieu  the  wind  like  a  broken 

worldling  wail'd, 
And  the  flying  gold  of  the  ruin'd  woodlands  drove 

thro'  the  air. 
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1  remember  the  time,  for  the  roots  of  my  hair  were 

Htirr"!! 
By  a  shuffled  step,  by  a  dead  weight  trail'd,  by  a 

wbisper'd  fright, 
And  my  pulses  closed  their  gates  with  a  shock  on 

my  heart  as  I  heai-d 
The   shnll-edged   shriek   of  a  mother  divide  ihe 

shuddering  night 


Villany  soinewhere  I  whose  ?      One  says,  wf 

villains  all. 
Not  he ;  his  honest  fame  should  at  least  by  n 


But  that  old  man,  now  lord  of  the  broad  estate  an 

the  Hall, 
Dropt  off  gorged  from  a  scheme  that  had  left  u 

flaccid  and  diain'd. 


Why  do  they  prate  of  the  hlessings  of  Peace  ?  we 

have  made  them  a  curse. 
Pickpockets,  each  hand  lusting  for  all  that  is  not  its 

And  lust  of  gmn,  in  the  spirit  of  Cain,  is  it  better 

u  hissing  in  war  on  his 


But  these  are  the  days  of  advance,  the  works  of 
the  men,  of  mind, 

When  who  but  a  fool  would  have  &ith  in  a,  trades- 
man's ware  or  his  word  ? 

Is  it  peace  or  war  ?  Civil  war,  as  I  think,  and  that 
of  a  kind 

The  viler,  as  underhand,  not  openly  bearing  the 
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>r  later  I  too  may  passively  tate  the  print 
Of  the   golden  age — why  not?    I  have  neither 

nillstone,  set  my  fece  as 


Peace  sitting  under  her  olive,  and  slurring  the  daya 

gone  by, 
When  the  poor  are  hovell'd  and  hustled  t/^ther, 

Whan  only  the  ledger  lives,  and  when  only  not  all 

Peace   in    her   vineyard— yes ! — but   a    company 


And  the  vitriol  madness  fluKhes  up  in  the  ruffian's 

Till   the   filthy  by-lane   rings   to  the   yeU   of  the 

trampled  wife, 
While  chalk  and  alum  and  plaster  are  sold  to  the 

poor  for  bread, 
And  the  spirit  of  murder  works  in  the  very  means 

of  life. 


And  Sleep  must  lie  down  arm'd,  for  the  villanous 
centre-bits 

Grind  on  the  wakeful  ear  in  the  hush  of  the  moon- 
less nights, 

While  another  is  cheating  the  sick  of  a  few  last 
gasps,  as  ho  sits 

To   pestle  a   poison'd   poison   buhind   his  crimson 
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When  a  Mammaoito  motber  hills  her  babe  for  a 
burial  fee, 

And  Timour-Mamniou  grins  on  a  pile  of  childi-en's 
bones, 

Is  it  peace  or  war?  better,  war  1  loud  war  by  land 
and  by  sea. 

War  witli  a  thousaod  battles,  and  shafciiig  a  hun- 
dred tbvones. 


For  I  trust  if  an  enemy's  fleet  oamo  yonder  round 
by  the  lull, 

And  lie  rushing  battle-bolt  sang  from  the  three- 
decker  out  of  the  foam, 

That  the   amooth-iaoe(I  snub-nosed    rogue   would 
leap  from  bia  counter  and  till, 

And  strike,  if  he  couM,  were  it  but  with  liis  cheat- 
ing yard-wand,  home. 
14. 

a  my  father  raged  in 

down  and  di< 
Rather  than  hold  by  the  law  that  I  made,  never- 

On  a  horror  of  shatter'd   limbs  and  a  wretehod 
swindler's  lie  ? 


Would  there  be  sorrow  for  Tite  ?  there  mas  love  in 

the  pasaonate  shriek, 
Love  for  the  silent  tjiing  that  had  made  false'  haste 

to  the  grave — 
Wrapt  in  a  doat,  as  I  saw  him,  and  thought  he 

would  rise  and  speak 
And  vave  at  the  lie  and  the  liar,  ah  God,  as  he 
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I  am  sick  of  the  Hall  aad  the  hill,  I  am  ^ck  of 

the  moor  aod  tte  main. 
Why  should  I  stay  ?  can  a  sweeter  chance  ever 


There   are  workmen   ap   at  tlie   Hall:   they  are 

coming  back  from  abroad ; 
The  dark  old  place  will  be  gilt  by  the  touch  of  a 

jmllionnaire : 
I  have  heard,  I  know  not  whence,  of  the  singular 

beauty  of  Maud ; 
I  play'd  with  the  mrl  when  a  child ;  she  promised 

then  to  be  fiiir. 


Maud  with  her  venturous  climbings  and  tumbles 

and  childish  escapes, 
Maud  the  delight  of  the  village,  the  rin^ng  joy  of 

the  Hal, 
Maud  with  her  sweet  purse-mouth  when  my  father 

dangled  the  grapes, 
Maud  the  beloved  of  my  mother,  the  moon-faced 

darling  of'  all, — 

19, 
What  is  sha  now  ?    My  dreams  are  bad.     She  may 

Ho,  there  is  fetter  game  on  the  moor ;  she  will  let 

Thanks,  for  the  fiend  best  knows  whether  womau 

or  man  be  tlie  worse. 
1  ■will  bury  myself  in  ray  books,  and  the  Devil  may 

pipe  (o  his  own. 
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Long  have  I  Bi^t'd  for  a  oaJm :  God  grant  I  may 

find  it  at  last ! 
It  wiR  nerer  be  broken  by  Maud,  she  has  neither 

savor  nor  salt, 
But  a  cold  and  elcar-eut  face,  aa  I  found  when  her 

carriage  past, 
Perfectly  beautiful ;  let  it  he  granted  her ;  where 

iBtheiault? 
All  that  I  saw  (for  her  eyes  were  downcast,  not  to 

be  seen) 
Faultily  faultless,  icily  regular,  splendidly  null. 
Dead  perfection,  no  more ;  nothing  more,  if  it  had 

For  a  chance  of  travel,  a  paleness,  an  hour's  defect 

of  the  rose. 
Or  an  underlip,  you  may  call  it  a  little  too  ripe, 

too  full, 
Or  the  least  little  delicate  aquiline  curve  in  a 


From  which  I  escaped  heart-tree,  with  the  leaat 
little  touch  of  spleen. 


Cold  and  clear-cut  face,  why  come  you   so  cruelly 

Breaking  a  slumber  in  whieh  all  spleenful  folly  was 

drown'd. 
Pale  with  the  golden  beam  of  an  eyelash  dead  on 

the  cheek, 
PiBMonless,  pale,  cold  face,  afar-sweet  on  a  gjooio 

profound ; 
Womanlike,  taking  revenge  too  deep  for  a  tran- 

Done  but  in  thought  to  your  beauty,  and  ever  as 

pale  as  befoi-e 
Growing  and  fading  and  gi-owing  upon  me  without 

a  sound. 
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Luminous,  gemlike,  glioatlike,  deiitWitc,  half  tlie 

niglit  Ion" 
Growinn  and  feding  and  growing,  till  I  could  bear 

But  arose,  and  all  by  myself  in  my  own,  dark  gar- 
den ground, 

Listening  now  fo  the  tide  in  ita  broad-flung  sliip- 
wrecking  roar, 

Now  to  (be  scream  of  a  madden'd  beach  dra^'d 
down  hy  the  wave, 

Walk'd  in  s  wmtry  wind  by  a  ghastly  glimmer,  and 

The  ehining  dafibdil  dead,  and  Orion  low  in  hi3 


^  emeralds  break  from  the  ruby-budded 

In   the   little    grove  where   I   at — -at,   wherefore 

cannot  f  be 
Like  things  of  the  season  gay,  Uke  the  bountiful 

When  the  for-off  sail  is  blown  by  the  breeze  of  a 

softer  clime, 
Half-lost  in  the  liquid  a^ure  bloom  of  a  crescent 

of  sea, 


Below  me,  there,  is  the  village,  and  looks  how  quiet 

and  small  I 
And  yet  babbles  o'er  like  a  mty,  with  gossip,  scandal, 

and  spite ; 
And  Jack  on  his  ale-hcoise  bench  has  as  many  lies 

And  hei-e  on.  the  landward  side,  by  a  red  rock, 
glimmers  the  Hall ; 
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Ajid  Tip  in  the  Ligli  Hall-garden  I  see  Lev  pass  like 

alight; 
But  sorrow  seize  meif  ever  that  liglit  bo  my  loading 


Wien  have  I  boVd  to  her  iather,  the  wrinkled  head 

of  the  race? 
I  met  her  to-day  with  her  brother,  hut  not  to  her 

broflier  I  bow'd ; 
I  liow'd  to  his  lady-sister  as  she  rode  by  on  the 

But  the  fire  of  a  foolish  pride  llash'd  over  her 
beautiful  fece. 

0  child,  you  wrong  your  beauty,  believe  it,  in  being 

Tour  fether  has   wealth   well-gotten,   and    I   an 
nameless  and  poor. 

4. 

1  keep  but  a  man  and  a  maid,  ever  ready  to  slander 

and  steal ; 
I  know  it,  and  smile  a  hard-set  smile,  like  a  stoie,  or 

like 
A   wiser   epicurean,  and   let  the  world  have   its 

Por  nature  is  one  with  rapine,  a  harm  no  preacher 

The  Mayfly  is  torn  by  the  swaDow,  the  sparrow 

speM^d  by  the  shrike, 
And  the  whole  nttle  wood  where  I  sit  is  a  world  of 

plunder  and  prey. 


■e  puppets,  Man  in  his  pride,  and  Beauty  fait 
in  her  flower; 
1  mnve  ourselves,  or  are  moved  by  au  unseen 
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That  pushes  iis  off  from  the  l)oard,  and  others  evor 

siificeed  ? 
Ah  yet,  we  cannot  lie  kind  to  eacli  other  here  for 

We  whisper,  and  hint,  and  chuckle,  and  grin  at  a 

brother's  shame ; 
However   we   brave  it  out,  we   men  are   a  little 


vas  of  old  the  Lord  and  Miiatei-  of 

Earth, 
For  him   did  his   high  euu  flame,  and  his   river 

billowing  ran, 
And  he  felt  himself  in  his  force  to  be  Nature's 

As  nine  months  go  to  (he  shaping  an  infaJit  ripe  for 

his  birth, 
So  many  a  million  of  ages  have  gone  to  tlie  making 

of  man: 
He  now  is  first,  hut  is  he  the  last  ?  Is  he  not  too 


'i'lie  man  of  science  himself  is  fonder  of  glory,  and 

An  eye  well-practised  in  nature,  a  spirit  bounded 

and  poor ; 
The  passionate  heart  of  the  poet  is  whirl'd  into  folly 

I  ^TOuld  not  marvel  at  either,  hut  keep  a,  temperate 

For  not  to  deare  or  admire,  if  a  man  could  learn  it, 
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For  tie  drift  of  the  Mater  is  dark,  an  lais  hid  by 

the  veil. 
Who  knows  the  ways  of  tlie  world,  how   God  will 

bring  them  about  ? 
Our  planet  is  one,  the  suns  are  many,  the  world  is 

Shall  I  weep  if  a  Poland  fall  ?  shall  I  shriek  if  a 

Hungary  feii  ? 
Or  an  infant  civilization  be  ruled  with  rod  or  with 

knout  ? 
I  have  not  made  the  world,  and  He  that  made  it 

Tvill  guide. 


Be  mine  a  philosopher's  life  in  the  quiet  woodland 

Where  if  I  cannot  be  gay  let  apaasionlcss  peace  be 

my  lot. 
Far  off  from  (he  elamorof  liars  belied  in  the  hubbub 

From  the  long-neck'd  geese  of  the  world  that  are 


E  little,  and,  whether  he 
heed  it  or  not. 
Where  each  man  walks  with  his  head  in  a  cluud  of 
poisonous  flies. 


And  most  of  all  wo:i!d  I  flee  from  the  cruel  madness 

of  love, 
The  honey  of  poison-flowers  and  all  the  measureless 

Ah  Maud,  you  milk-white  fawn,  you  are  all  unmeet 

for  a  wife. 
Your  mother  is  mute  in  hni'  grave  as  her  image  in 

marble  above ; 
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Your  fiitlier  is  ever  iit  London,  you  wander  about 

at  your  will ; 
Ton  have  but  fed  on  the  roses,  and  lain  in  the  lilies 

oflife. 


EuTe 


by  the  cedar  tree, 

the  meadow  under  the  Hall  I 
Hhe  is  sin^ng  an  {ur  that  is  known  to  me, 
A  passionate  ballad  gallant  and  gf^, 
A  martial  song^  like  a  trumpet's  call  I 
Sinpn^  alone  in  the  morning  of  life. 
In  the  happy  morning  of  life  and  of  May, 
SingiD"  of  men  that  in  battle  arriw, 
E«ady  in  heart  and  veiidy  in  band, 
March  ivith  banner  and  bugle  and'fife 
To  the  death,  for  their  native  land. 


Maud  with  her  exqnisite  face. 
And  wild  voice  pealing  up  to  the  sunny  sky. 
And  feet  like  sunny  gems  on  an  English  green, 
Maud  in  the  light  of  her  youth  and  her  grace. 
Singing  of  Death,  and  of  Honor  that  cannot  die, 
nil  I  well  could  weep  for  a  time  so  sordid  and  mei 
And  myself  so  languid  and  base. 


Silence,  beautiful  voice ! 

Be  slill,  for  you  only  trouble  the  mind 

With  a  joy  in  which  I  cannot  rejoice, 

A  glory  I  shall  not  find. 

Stiu  1 1  will  hear  you  no  more, 

For  your  sweetness  hardly  leaves  me  a  choice 

But  to  move  to  the  meadow  and  fell  before 

Her  feet  on  the  meadow  grass,  and  adore. 

Not  her,  who  is  neither  courtly  nor  kind. 

Not  her,  not  her,  but  a  voice. 
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MoKNMG  arises  stormy  and  pale, 
No  sun,  but  a  wannish'elare 
In  ibid  upon  fold  of  hud-ess  eiond, 
And  the  budded  peaks  of  the  wood  ai 
Caught  and  cnffd  by  the  g^e ; 
I  had  fended  it  would  bo  tair. 


Whom  but  Maud  should  I  meet 

Lsst  night,  when  the  sunset  burn'd 

On  the  blossom'd  gable-enda 

At  the  bead  of  the  idl^ie  street, 

Whom  but  Maud  should  I  meet  ? 

And  sha  touch'd  my  hand  with  a  smile  so  sweet 

She  made  ma  divine  amends 

For  a  courtesy  not  retum'd. 


And  thus  a  delicate  spark 
Of  glowing  and  growing  light 
Thro'  the  Iiveloug  hours  ofthe  dark 
Kept  itself  warm  in  the  heart  of  my  drear 
Beady  to  burst  in  a  color'd  flame ; 
Till  at  last  when  the  morning  came 
In  a  cloud,  it  feded,  and  seems 
But  an  ashen-gray  delight. 

4. 
What  if  with  her  sunny  hair, 
And  smile  as  sunny  as  cold, 

Of  6ome  coquettish  deceit, 

Cleopatrar-like  as  of  old 

To  entangle  me  when  we  met 

To  have  her  !ion  roll  in  a  alkea  net 

And  fewn  at  a  victor's  feet. 
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Ah,  what  shall  I  be  at  fifty 

Should  Nature  keep  me  alive. 

If  I  find  the  world  so  hitter 

When  1  am  hut  tweniy-liye  ? 

Tet,  if  sha  were  not  a  cheat, 

If  Maud  were  all  that  she  seem'd. 

And  her  smile  were  all  that  I  dream'd, 

Then  the  world  were  not  bo  bitter 

But  a  smile  could  make  it  sweet. 

G. 
What  if  tho'  her  eye  seem'd  fall 
Of  a  kind  intent  to  me. 
What  if  that  dandy-despot,  he, 
That  jewell'd  mass  of  raillineiy. 
That  oil'd  and  curl'd  Assyrian  Bull 
Smelling  of  musk  and  of  insolence, 
Her  brother,  from  whom  I  keep  aloof, 
Who  wants  (he  finer  politic  sense 
To  mask,  tho'  hiit  in  liis  own  behoof. 


How  prettily  for  hia  own  sweet  sake 
A  fece  of  tenderness  might  be  feign'd. 
And  a  moist  mirage  in  (fesert  eyes, 
That  so,  when  the  rotten  hustings  shake 
In  another  montl  to  his  brazen  lies, 
A  wretched  vote  may  be  gain'd. 


For  a  raven  ever  crofJcs,  at  my  side, 

Keep  watch  and  ward,  keep  watch  and  ward, 

Or  thou  wilt  prove  their  tool. 

Yea  too,  myself  from  myself  I  guard, 

For  often  a  man's  own  iingry  pride 

Is  cap  and  hells  for  a  fool. 
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Ferhapa  th.e  smile  and  tender  tone 

Came  out  of  her  pitjing  womanhood, 

For  am  I  not,  am  I  not,  here  alone 

So  many  a  summer  since  she  died, 

My  mouier,  who  was  so  gentle  and  good  ? 

Living  alone  in  an  empty  house, 

Here  ialf-Md  in  the  gleaming  wood. 

Where  I  hear  the  dead  at  midday  moan, 

And  the  shrieking  rush  of  the  wainscot  mouse, 

And  my  own  sad  name  in  comers  cried. 

When  the  shiver  of  dancing  leaves  is  thrown 

About  its  echoing  chambers  wide, 

TiU  a  morbid  hate  and  horror  have  grown 

Of  a  world  in  which  I  have  hardly  mixt, 

And  a  morbid  eating  lichen  flxt 

On  a  heart  half-turn'd  to  stone. 


0  heart  of  stone,  are  you  flesh,  and  caught 
By  that  you  swore  to  withstand  ? 

For  what  was  it  else  within  me  wrooght 
But,  I  fear,  the  new  strong  wine  of  love, 
That  made  my  tongue  so  stammer  and  trip 
When  I  saw  ihs  treasured  splendor,  her  hand, 
Come  sliding  out  of  her  sacred  glove, 
And  the  sunlight  broke  from  her  lip  ? 
10. 

1  have  play'd  with  her  when  a  child ; 
She  remembers  it  now  we  meet. 

Ah  well,  well,  well,  I  may  be  beguiled 

!&f  some  coquettish  deceit. 

Xet,  if  she  were  not  a  cheat. 

If  Maud  were  all  that  she  seem'd, 

And  her  smile  had  all  that  I  dream'd. 

Then  the  world  were  not  so  bitter 

But  a  smile  could  make  it  sweet. 
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Did  I  hear  it  half  in  a  doze 
Long  since,  I  know  not  where  ? 

Did  I  dream  it  an  lioui'  i^o, 

Wlien  asleep  in  this  arm-chair  ? 


Drinkios  and  tf 
'  Well,  if  it  prove  a  girl,  ihe  boy 
Will  have  plenty ;  bo  let  it  be.' 


Is  it  an  echo  of  something 
Kead  with  a  boy's  delight. 

Viziers  nodding  together 
In  some  Arabian  night? 


Strange,  that  I  hear  two  men, 
Somewhere,  talking  of  me; 

'  Well,  if  it  prove  a  girl,  my  boy 
Will  have  plenty ;  so  let  it  be.' 


She  came  to  the  village  cburch. 

And  sat  by  a  pillar  alone ; 

An  angel  matching  an  urn 

Wept  over  ber,  carved  in  stone; 

And  once,  but  once,  she  lifted  her  eyes, 

And  suddenly,  sweetly,  strangely  blush'd 

To  find  they  were  met  by  my  own ; 

And  suddenly,  sweetly,  my  heart  beat  atron 

And  thicker,  until  I  heard  no  longer 

The  snowy-banded,  dilettante, 
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Delicate-handed  priest  intone ; 

And  thought,  is  it  pride,  and  mused  and  sigli'd 

'  No  Eurelj,  now  it  cannot  he  pride.' 


I  WAS  iralting  a  mile, 
More  than  a  mile  from  the  ahore, 
The  aun  look'd  out  with  a  Bnule, 
Betwixt  the  cloud  and  the  moor. 
And  riding  at  set  of  daj 
Ovor  the  dark  moor  land, 
Kapidlj  riding  far  away, 
She  waved  to  me  with  her  har.d. 
There  were  two  at  her  aide, 
Something  flash'd  in  the  3un, 
Down  by  the  hill  I  saw  them  ride, 
In  a  moment  they  were  gone : 
Like  a  sudden  spark 


Sick,  am  I  sick  of  a  jealous  di-ead  ? 
Was  not  one  of  the  two  at  her  aide 
Thia  new-mado  loid,  whose  splendor  plucka 
The  slavish  hat  from  the  villager's  head  ? 
Whose  old  grandfiither  has  lately  died, 
Gione  to  a  Hacker  pit,  for  whom 
Grimy  nakedness  dragging  his  trucks 
And  laying  his  trams  m  a  poison'd  gibom 
Wrought,  till  he  Crept  from  a  gutted  mine 
Master  of  half  a  servile  shire, 
And  left  his  coal  all  tum'd  into  gold 
To  a  grandson,  first  of  his  noble  line, 
lUeh  m  the  grace  all  women  desire, 
Strong  in  the  powei'  that  all  men  adore, 


h..,L=-jnGooglc 


And  simper  and  set  tlicir  voices  lower, 
And  Eoften  as  if  to  a  girl,  and  hold 
Awe-stricken  breaths  at  a  work  divine, 
Seeing  his  gewgaw  caatle  shine, 
New  aa  his  title,  bnilt  l^t  year. 
There  amid  perky  larches  and  pine, 
And  over  the  Bullen-purpie  moor 
(Look  at  it)  pricking  a  cockney  ear. 


What,  has  he  found  my  jewel  out  ? 
For  one  of  tlie  two  that  rode  at  her  ade 
Bound  for  the  Hall,  I  am  sijre  was  he  r 
Bound  for  the  Hall,  and  I  think  for  a  hride. 
BUthe  would  her  brother's  acceptance  be. 
Maud  could  bo  gracious  too,  no  doubt. 
To  a  lord,  a  captain,  a  padded  shape, 

A  rabbit  mouth  that  is  ever  agape — 
Boaght ,?  what  is  it  he  cannot  biw  ? 
And  therefore  splenetic,  personal,  base, 
A  wounded  thing  irith  a  rancorous  cry, 
At  war  with  myself  and  a  wretched  i-ate. 
Sick,  sick  to  tlie  heart  of  life,  aiii  I. 


Last  week  came  one  to  the  county  town, 
To  preach  our  poor  little  army  down. 
And  play  the  game  of  the  despot  kings, 
Tho'  the  state  has  done  it  and  thrice  as  well . 
This  broad-brimm'd.  hawker  of  holy  things, 
Whose  ear  is  stuff'd  with  hjs  cotton,  and  rings 
Even  in  dreams  to  the  chink  of  hie  pence, 
This  huckster  put  down  war !  can  he  tell 
Whether  war  be  a  cause  or  a  consequence  ? 
Vxit  down  the  passions  that  make  earth  Hell ! 
Down  with  ambition,  avarice,  pride, 
Jealousy,  down  I  cut  off  from  the  mind 
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The  bitto-  springs  of  anger  and  fear ; 


I  wisli  I  could  hear  s^sun 

The  chivalraua  battle-song 

That  she  warbled  alone  in  her  joy  I 

I  might  persuade  myself  then 

She  would  not  do  hersdf  this  great  wrong 

To  take  a  wanton  dissolute  boy 

For  a  man  and  leader  of  men. 

5. 
Ah  God,  for  a  man  with  heart,  head,  hand, 
Like  some  of  tlie  simple  great  ones  gone 
Forever  and  ever  by, 
Une  still  strong  man  in  a  blabmt  land. 
Whatever  they  call  him,  what  care  I, 
Aristocrat,  democrat,  autocrat — one 
Who  can  rule  and  dare  not  tie. 

6. 


0  i.BT  the  solid  ground 

Not  fid!  beneath  my  feet 
Before  my  life  has  found 

What  some  have  found  so  bw 
Then  let  come  what  eome  may, 
What  matter  if  I  go  mad, 

1  shall  have  had  my  day. 
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Before  I  am  miite  quite  sure 

That  tbere  IS  one  to  love  me ; 
Then  let  tome  what  come  may 
To  a  life  that  has  been  so  sad, 
I  shall  have  bad  my  day. 


BlEDS  in.  the  high  Hall-garden 
When  twj%ht  was  fiilling, 

Maud,  Maud,  K^ud,  Maud, 

They  were  crying  and  calling. 


Where  was  Maud  ?  in  our  wood  ; 

jVnd  I,  who  else,  was  wifli  Iior, 
Gathering  woodland  lilies. 

Myriads  hlow  together. 


Maud  is  here,  here,  here 
In  among  the  lilies. 


I  kiss'd  her  slender  hand. 

She  took  the  kiss  sedately ; 

Maud  is  not  seventeen. 

But  she  is  tall  and  stately. 


I  to  Kry  out  on  pride 

Who  have  won  her  favor  I 
O  Maud  were  sure  of  Heaven 

If  lowliness  could  save  her. 
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I  know  the  way  aie  went 

Home  witii  her  maiden  posy. 

For  her  feet  have  touci'd  the  meadows 
And  left  the  daisies  rosy. 


Where  ia  Maudj'ilaud,  Maud, 
One  is  come  to  woo  her. 


Look,  a  horse  at  the  door, 

And  little  King  Charles  is  snarling. 
Go  back,  my  lord,  aci-oss  tha  moor. 

You  are  not  her  darling. 


Scobn'd,  to  bo  scorn'd  by  one  that  I  acorn, 

Is  that  a  matter  to  make  me  fret  ¥ 

That  a  calamity  hard  to  be  borne  ? 

Well,  he  may  live  to  hate  me  yet 

Fool  that  I  am  to  be  vext  with  hia  pride  I 

I  past  him,  I  was  crossing  his  larnJa ; 

He  stood  on  the  path  a  little  aside ; 

Hla  face,  as  I  erant,  in  spite  of  spite, 

Has  a  broad-blown  comdiness,  red  and  whiti.', 

And  six  loot  two,  as  I  think,  he  stands ; 

But  his  essences  tuva'd  the  live  air  ack. 
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To  give  Mm  tlie  grasp  of  fellowsiip ; 
But  while  I  past  he  was  liummina  an  a 
Stopt,  and  then  witli  a  riding-whip 
Leisurely  tapping  a  glossj  boot, 
And  curving  a.  contumelious  lip, 
Gorgonised  me  from  head  to  foot 
Wi&  a  stony  British  stare. 


Why  sits  he  here  in  his  father's  chair  ? 
That  old  man  never  comes  to  his  place : 
Shall  I  believe  him  ashamed  to  be  seen  ? 
For  only  once,  in  the  idlli^e  street, 
Last  year,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  fece, 
A  gray  old  wolf  and  a  lean. 
Scarcely,  now,  would  I  call  liim  a  cheat ; 
For  then,  perhaps,  aa  a  child  of  deceit, 
She  might  by  a  true  descent  be  untrue ; 
And  Maud  is  as  true  as  Maud  is  sweet : 
Tho'  I  fancy  her  sweetness  only  due 
To  the  sweeter  blood  by  the  oUier  side ; 
Her  mother  has  been  a  thing  complete. 
However  she  came  to  be  so  allied. 
And  fair  irithout,  faithful  within, 
Maud  to  him  is  nothing  akin : 
Some  peculiar  mystic  grace 
Made  her  only  the  child  of  her  mother. 
And  heap'd  the  whole  inherited  sin 
On  that  huge  scap^oat  of  the  race, 
All,  all  upon  the  brother. 

4. 
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Maud  has  a  garden  of  rosea, 
And  Idles  fair  on  a  lawn ; 
There  she  walks  in  her  state 
And  tends  upon  bed  and  bower, 
And  thither  I  elimb'd  at  dawn 
And  stood  by  her  garden-gate  ; 
A  lion  ramps  at  the  top, 
He  is  olaspt  by  a  pasaion-flower. 


Maud's  own  little  oak-room 

(Which  Maud,  like  a  precious  stone 

Set  in  the  heart  of  the  carven  gloom, 

Lights  with  herself,  when  alone 

She  sits  by  her  music  and  books, 

And  her  brother  lingers  late 

With  a  roystering  company)  looks 

Upon  Maud's  own  garden  gate  : 

And  I  thought  aa  I  stood,  if  a  hand,  as  white 

As  ocean-ftSm  in  the  moon,  were  laid 

On  the  hasp  of  the  window,  and  my  Delight 

Had  a  sudden  desire,  like  a  glorious  ghost,  to 

Like  a  beam  of  the  seventh  Heaven,  down 

There  were  but  a  step  to  be  made. 

Tlic  fancy  flatter"!!  my  mind. 
And  ^ain  seem'd.  overbold ; 
Now  Ithought  that  she  cared  for  me. 
Now  I  thought  she  was  kind 
Only  because  she  was  cold. 
4. 
I  heard  no  sound  where  I  stood 
But  the  rivulet  on  from  the  lawn 
Kunning  down  to  my  own  dark  wood ; 


H..,L=-jnGoogIc 


MAOD.  473 

Or  the  voice  of  the  long  sea-wave  as  it  sweli'd 

Now  and  then  in  the  dun-gray  dawn  ; 

Btit  I  look'd,   and  round,  all  round   tlie  house  I 

beheld 
The  death-white  curtain  drawn ; 
Felt  a  horror  over  me  creep, 
Prickle  my  skin  and  catch  my  breath, 
Knew  that  the  death- white  curtain  meant  but  sleep, 
Yet  1  aliudder'd  and  thought  like  a  fool  of  the  sleep 

of  death. 

XV. 
So  dark  a  mind  within  me  dwells, 

And  I  make  myself  such  evil  cheer. 
That  if  I  bo  dear  to  some  one  else, 

Then  some  one  else  may  have  much  \o  fear ; 
But  if  I  be  dear  to  some  one  else. 

Then  I  should  be  to  myself  more  dear. 
Shall  I  not  fake  care  of  all  that  I  think. 
Yea,  eVn  of  wretched  meat  and  drink, 
If  I  be  dear, 
If  I  be  dear  to  some  one  else. 

XVI. 


This  lump  of  earth  has  left  his  estate 

The  lighter  by  the  loss  of  his  weight ; 

And  so  that  ho  find  what  he  went  to  seek. 

And  fulsome  Pleasure  clog  him,  and  drown 

His  heart  in  the  gross  mud-honey  of  town. 

He  raa^  stay  for  a  year  who  has  gone  for  a  wi 

But  this  is  ike  day  when  I  must  speak, 

And  1  see  my  Oread  coming  down, 

0  this  is  the  day ! 

O  beautitul  creature,  what  am  I 

That  I  dare  to  look  her  way  ; 

Think  I  may  hold  dominion  sweet, 

Lord  of  lie  pulse  that  is  lord  of  her  breast, 
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And  dream  of  her  beauty  with  tender  'li'ead, 
From  tte  delicate  Arab  arch  of  her  feet 
To  the  ^ace  that,  bright  and  light  as  the  crest 
Of  a  peacock,  ate  on  ner  shining  head, 
And  she  knows  it  not :  O,  if  she  knew  it, 
To  know  her  beauty  might  half  undo  it. 
I  know  it  the  one  bright  thing  to  save 
My  yet  young  life  in  the  wilds  of  'Eme, 
Perhaps  from  madness,  perhaps  from  crime, 
I'erhapa  from  a  selfisii  grare. 


What,  if  she  be  fhsten'd  to  this  fool  lord, 

Dare  I  bid  her  abide  by  her  word  ? 

Should  I  love  her  so  well  if  she 

Had  gi^en  her  word  to  a  thing  so  low  7 

Shall  I  love  her  as  well  if  she 

Can  break  Ler  word  were  it  even  for  mo  1 

I  trust  that  it  is  not  so. 


Catch  not  my  breath,  O  clamorous  heart. 
Let  not  my  tongue  be  a  thrall  to  my  eye, 
For  I  must  tell  her  before  wo  part, 
I  must  tell  her  or  die. 


From  the  shining  fielda, 
Go  not,  happy  day, 
TiU  the  maiden  yields. 
Eosy  is  the  West, 
Eosy  is  the  South, 
Eoses  are  her  .cheeks. 
And  a  rose  her  mouth. 
When  the  happy  Yes 
Falters  from  her  lips, 
Pass  and  blush  the  news 
O'er  tlie  blowing  ships. 
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Over  bloiring  seas, 
Otei-  ECae  at  rest, 
Pass  the  happy  news, 
BiuBh  it  thro'  fhe  West ; 
Till  the  red  man  dance 
By  his  red  cedar  tree, 
juid  the  red  man's  babe 
Leap,  beyond  tlie  sea. 
Bluah  from  West  to  Bast, 
Blush  from  East  to  West, 
Till  the  West  is  East, 
Blash  it  thro'  the  West. 
Basy  is  the  West, 
Eosy  is  the  SonfJi, 
Eoses  are  her  cheeks. 
And  a  tosc  her  mouth. 


I  HAVE  led  her  home,  my  love,  my  only  friend. 

There  is  none  like  her,  none. 

And  never  yet  so  warmly  ran  my  blood 

And  sweetly,  on  and  on 

Calming  itself  to  the  long-wlsh'd-for  end, 

Full  to  the  banks,  close  on  the  promised  good. 


Hone  like  her,  none. 

Just  now  the  dry-tongued  laurels'  pattering 
Seem'd  her  light  foot  alon^  the  garden  wal 
And  shook  my  heart  to  think  she  comes  one* 
But  even  then  I  heard  her  close  the  door. 
The  gates  of  Heaven  are  closed,  and  she  is 


have  deceased. 
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Sighing  for  Lebanon, 

Dark  cedar,  flio'  tUy  limbs  have  here  increased, 

Upon  !i  pastoral  slope  as  fair. 

And  looking  to  the  South,  and  feii 

With  hone/d  laiu  and  drficate  air. 

And  haunted  by  the  starry  head 

Of  her  whose  eentle  ivill  has  changed  my  iate. 

And  made  my  life  a  perfumed  altar-flame ; 

And  over  whom  thy  darkness  must  have  spread 

"With  such  delight  as  theirs  of  old,  thy  great 

Forefiithers  of  Ihe  thornless  garden,  there 

Shadowing  the   snow-limb'd  Eve  from  whom  she 


Here  will  I  lie,  while  these  long  branches  sway, 

And  you  f^r  stars  that  crown  a  happy  day 

Go  in  and  out  as  if  at  merry  play, 

Who  am  no  more  so  all  forlorn. 

As  when  it  seem'd  fer  better  to  be  born 

To  labor  and  the  mattook-harden'd  hand, 

Than  nursed  at  ease  and  brought  to  understand 

A  sad  astrology,  the  boundless  plan 

That  mates  you  ^yrants  in  your  iron  skies. 

Innumerable,  pitiless,  passionless  eyes. 

Cold  fires,  yet  with  power  to  burn  and  brand 

5. 
But  now  shine  on,  and  what  care  I, 
Whoin  this  stormy  gulf  have  found  a  pearl 
The  counter-charm  of  space  and  hollow  sky. 
And  do  accept  my  madness,  and  would  die 
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In  our  low  world,  where  yet  'tis  ai 
Let  no  one  ask  me  liow  it  earner  to 
It  seems  that  I  am  happy,  that  to 
A  livelier  emerald  twinkles  in  the 
A  purer  sapphire  meits  into  the  be 


Not  die ;  but  lire  a  life  of  truest  breath, 

And  teach  true  life  to  flght  with  mortal  wrongs. 

0,  why  shonld  Love,  like  men  in  drinking-aonga. 

Spice  his  fair  banquet  with  the  dust  of  death  ? 

afake  answer,  Maud  my  bliss, 

Mand  made  my  Maud  by  that  long  lover's  kisa, 

life  of  my  life,  wilt  thou  not  answer  tiis  ? 

"  The  duiy  strand  of  Death  inwoTen  here 

With  dear  Love's  tie,  makes  Love  himself  more 

Is  that  enchanted  moan  only  the  swell 

Of  the  long  waves  that  roll  in  yonder  bay  1 

And  hark  Sie  clock  mthin,  the  silver  knell 

Of  twelve  sweet  hours  that  paat  in  bridal  white, 

And  died  to  live,  long  as  my  pulses  play ; 

But  now  by  this  my  k>ve  has  closed  her  sight 

And  {jjven  felse  death  her  hand,  and  std'n  away 

To  dreamful  wastes  where  foodess  fiincies  dwell 

Among  the  fragments  of  the  golden  day. 

May  nothina  there  her  maiden  grace  Mrighf  I 

Dear  heart,  I  feel  with  thee  the  drowsy  apeli. 

My  bride  to  be,  my  evermore  delight, 

My  own  heart's  heart  and  owneat  own,  farewell. 

It  is  but  for  a  little  space  I  go : 

And  ye  meanwhile  iar  over  moor  and  fell 

Beat  to  the  noiseless  music  of  the  night  I 

Has  our  whole  earth  gone  nearer  to  the  glow 

Of  your  soft  splendors  that  you  look  so  bright  7 

J  have  climb'd  nearer  out  of  bnely  HeU. 

Seat,  happy  stars,  timing  with  thin^  below. 

Beat  with  my  heart  more  blest  than  heart  can  tell. 
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Blest,  but  for  some  dark  undep-eurrent  woe 
That  Eeema  to  draw — but  it  shall  not  be  so : 
Let  all  be  well,  be  well. 


My  dream  ?  do  I  dream  of  bliss  ? 
I  cave  walk'd  awaJte  with.  Truth. 
O  when  did  a  moi-ning  shine 
So  rich  in  atonement  as  this  , 
For  my  dark-dawning  youth, 
Darken'd  watching  a  mother  decline 
And  that  dead  man  at  her  heart  and  mi 
For  who  was  left  (o  watch  her  but  1  ? 
Yet  so  did  I  let  my  freshness  die. 


I  ti'ust  that  I  did  not  talk 

To  gentle  Maud  in  our  walk 

fFor  often  in  louely  wanderings 

I  hare  cursed  him.  even  to  lifeless  tilings) 

Ent  I  trast  that  I  did  not  talk, 

Not  touch  on  her  fother's  sin  : 

I  am  sure  I  did  but  speak 

Of  my  mother's  faded  chook 

When  it  slowly  grew  so  thin, 

That  I  folt  she  was  slowly  dyin^ 

Yext  with  lawyers  and  Imrass'd  with  debt : 

For  how  often  I  caught  her  with  eyes  ail  wi 

Shalting  her  head  at  her  son  and  sighing 

A  world  of  trouble  within ! 
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And  Maud  too,  Maud  -was  moved 
To  speat  of  the  mother  she  loved 
As  one  scarce  less  forlorn, 
Dying  abroad  and  it  seems  apart 
From  him  who  had  ceased  to  share  her  heart, 
And  ever  mourning  over  the  feud, 
The  household  Fury  aprinkled  with  blood 
Bj'  which  our  hoases  are  torn : 
How  strange  was  what  she  said, 
When  only  Maud  and  the  brother 
Hung  over  her  dying  bed — 
-That  Mand'a  dark  father  and  mine 
Had  bound  us  one  to  the  other, 
Betrothed  us  over  their  wine. 
On  the  day  when  Maud  was  bom ; 
Seal'd  her  mine  from  lier  first  sweet  breath. 
Mine,  mine  by  a  light,  from  birth  till  death. 
Mine,  mine — our  fathers  have  sworn. 


But  the  true  blood  spilt  had  in  it  a  heat 
■To  dissolve  Uie  precious  seal  on  a  bond, 
That,  if  left  uncaneell'd,  had  been  so  sweet : 
And  none  of  us  thought  of  a  something  beyond, 
A  desire  that  awoke  in  the  heart  of  the  child. 
As  it  were  a  duly  done  to  the  tomb. 
To  be  friends  for  her  sake,  to  be  reconciled ; 
And  I  was  oursmg  them  and  my  doom, 
And  letting  a  dangerous  thought  run  wild 
While  often  abroiS  in  the  fragrant  gloom 
Of  foreign  churches— 1  see  her  there, 
Bright  !&iglish  lily,  breathing  a  prayer 
To  be  friends,  to  be  reeoneiled ! 


H..,L=-JnGoogIc 


6. 

Bat  then  what  a  flivit  is  he  1 

AlDroacI,  at  Florence,  at  Rome, 

I  find  whenever  she  toueh'd  on  mo 

This  brother  had  langh'd  her  down, 

And.  at  last,  when  each  came  home, 

He  had  darken'd  into  a  frown. 

Chid  her,  and  forbid  her  to  apeak 

To  me,  her  fi'iend  of  the  years  before ; 

And  this  was  wliat  had  redden'd  her  cheek 

When  1  bow'd  to  her  on  the  moor. 


Yet  Maud,  altho'  not  blind 

To  the  faults  of  his  heart  and  mmd, 

I  see  she  cannot  but  love  him, 

And  says  he  is  rough  but  kind, 

And  wishes  me  to  approve  him, 

And  teils  ma,  when  she  lay 

Sick  once,  with  a  fear  of  worse, 

That  he  left  his  wine  and  horses  and  play, 

Sat  with  her,  read  to  her,  night  and  day, 

And  tended  her  like  a  nurse. 


Kind  ?  but  the  deathbed  desire 
Spum'd  by  tliis  heir  of  the  liar — 
Rough  but  kind  ?  yet  1  know 
He  has  plotted  against  me  in  this, 
That  he  plots  ag^nst  me  slill. 
Kind  tiD  Maud  ?  that  were  not  ainisa. 
Well,  rough  but  kind ;  why,  let  it  be 
For  shall  not  Maud  have  her  will  ? 
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For,  Maud,  so  tender  and  true, 
Aa  long  aa  my  life  endures 
I  feel  I  shall  owe  you  a  debt. 
That  I  never  can  hope  to  pay ; 
And  if  ever  I  should  forget 
That  I  owe  this  debt  to  you 
And  for  yowr  sweet  sake  to  yours ; 

0  then,  what  then  sbail  I  say  ? — 
If  ever  1  should  forget, 

May  God  mate  me  more  wretched 
Than  ever  I  have  been  yet  I 

10. 
So  now  I  have  sworn  to  bury 
All  this  dead  body  of  hate, 

1  feel  so  free  and  so  clear 

By  the  loss  of  that  dead  weight, 

That  I  shonld  gi-ow  light-headed,  I  fear. 

Fantastically  merry ; 

But  that  her  brother  cornea,  like  a  blight 

On  my  freah  hope,  to  the  Hall  to-night. 


Stranob,  that  I  felt  so  gay, 
Strange,  that  I  tried  to-&y 
To  beguile  her  melancholy ; 
The  Sultan,  aa  we  name  bim, — 
She  did  not  wish  to  blame  him — 
But  he  Text  her  and  pei-plext  her 
Witli  his  worldly  talk  and  foUy : 
Was  it  gentle  to  reprove  her 
For  stealing  out  of  view 
Frran  a  litUe  lazy  lover 
Who  but  claims  her  aa  his  due  ? 
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Or  for  ehilling  Ms  caresses 
By  the  coldness  of  her  maaners, 
Nay,  the  plainness  of  Ler  dresses  ? 
Now  I  know  her  but  in  two, 
Nor  can  pronounce  npon  it 
K  one  should  ask  me  whether 
The  habit,  hat,  and  feather, 
Or  the  frock  and  gypsy  bonnet 
Bo  the  neater  anocoropleter ; 
For  nothing  can  be  sweeter 
Than  maiden  Maud  in  either. 


iw,  if  we  live. 
Our  ponderous  squire  will  give 
A  grand  politieal  dinner 
To  half  the  smurelinga  near ; 
And  Maud  will  wear  her  iewela. 
And  the  bird  of  prey  will  hover, 
And  the  titmouse  hope  to  win  her 
With  his  chirrup  at  her  ear. 


A  grand  politieal  dinner 

To  the  men  of  inany  acres, 

A  gathering  of  the  Tory, 

A  dinner  and  then  a  dance 

For  the  maids  and  marriage-makera. 

And  every  eye  but  mine  will  glance 

At  Maud  in  all  her  glory. 


For  I  am  not  invited. 
But,  with  the  Sultan's  pardon, 
I  am  aU  as  well  delighted. 
For  1  know  her  own  rose-gardi 
And  mean  to  hnger  in  it 
1511  the  dancing  will  be  over ; 
And  then,  O  tien,  come  out  tc 
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JTor  a  minute,  hut  Ibr  a  minute, 
Como  out  to  youi-  own  true  lover, 
That  your  true  lover  may  see 
Tour  glory  also,  and  render 
All  homage  to  Ms  own  darljns, 
Queen  l£,ud  in  all  lier  splendor. 


ElVDLET  crossing  my  ground. 

And  bringing  me  down  from  tie  Hall 

This,  garden-rose  that  I  found. 

Pointful  of  Maud  and  me, 

And  lost  in  trouble  and  moving  i-ound 

Here  at  the  head  of  a  tinkling  fall 

And  trying  to  pass  to  the  sea ; 

0  Kivnlet,  tmrn  at  the  Hail, 

My  Maud  has  aent  it  by  thee 

Of  I  read  her  sweet  will  right) 

Ott  a  blushing  mission  to  me, 

SajTug  in  odor  and  color,  'Ah,  ba 

Among  the  roses  to-night.' 


Comb  into  the  garden,  Maud, 
For  the  black  hat,  night,  haa  flown, 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 
I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone ; 

And  the  woodbine  spices  are  wafled  abroad. 
And  Ihe  must  of  the  roses  blown. 


For  a  breeze  of  morning  moves, 

And  the  planet  of  Love  is  on  high. 
Beginning  to  fiunt  in  the  light  that  she  loves 
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On  a  bed  of  dafTodU  sky, 

To  faint  in  the  li^ht  of  the  su 

To  faint  in  his  light,  and  tt 


All  night  have  the  roaas  heard 

The  flute,  yiolin,  bassoon ; 
All  night  has  the  casement  jessamine  fitLrr'd 

To  the  dancers  dancing  in  tune : 
Till  a  silence  fell  with  the  waking  Kvd, 

And  a  hush  with  the  setting  moon. 


I  said  to  the  lily,  "  The^e  is  but  one 

With  whom  she  has  heart  to  be  gay. 
When  will  the  dancers  leave  her  alone  ? 

She  is  weary  of  dance  and  play." 
Now  half  to  the  setting  moon  are  gone, 

And  half  to  the  rising  day ; 
Low  on  the  sand  and  loud  on.  the  stone 

The  last  wheel  echoes  away. 


I  said  to  the  rose,  "  The  brief  night  goes 

In  babble  and  revel  and  wine. 
O  young  lord-lover,  what  sighs  are  those. 


And  the  soul  of  the  rose  went  into  my  blood, 
As  the  music  clash'd  in  the  hall ; 


'V  J  hea' 


■d  yom-  rivulet  fall 

Prom  the  lake  to  the  meadow  and.  on  t 
r  wood,  tbat  is  dearer  than  all ; 
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From  the  meadow  yoar  wallcs  have  left  sc 
That  whenever  a  March-wind  sighs 

He  sete  the  jewel-print  of  your  feot 
In  violets  blue  as  your  eyes, 

To  the  woody  IioUows  in  which  wc  meet 
And  the  valleys  of  Paradise. 


The  slender  acacia  would  not  shake 

One  Ion"  milk-bloora  oa  the  tree ; 
The  white  lake-blossorQ  fell  into  the  lake, 

As  the  pimpernel  dozed  on  the  !ea ; 
But  the  rose  was  airake  all  uight  for  your  sake, 

Knowing  your  promise  to  me ; 
The  liUes  and  rosea  were  all  awake,  . 

They  agh'd  for  the  dawn  and  thee. 


Queen  rose  of  the  rosebud  garden  of  girls, 
Come  hither,  the  dances  are  done, 

In  gloss  of  satin  and  glimmer  of  pearls, 
Queen  Uly  and  rose  in  one ; 

Shine  out,  little  head,  aunnina  over  with  uurls, 
To  the  flowers,  and  be  their  sun. 

10. 
There  has  fidlen  a  splendid  tear 

From  the  passion-flower  at  the  gate. 
She  is  coming,  my  dove,  my  dear ; 

She  is  coming,  my  life,  my  fiite  ; 
The  red  rose  ones,  "  She  is  near,  she  is  near ; " 

And  the  white  rose  weeps,  "  She  is  late ; " 
The  larkspur  listens,  "  I  hear,  I  hear ; " 

And  the  lily  whispers,  "  1  wait.  " 


3he  IS  eommg,  my  owa,  my  sweet ; 
Were  it  ever  so  airy  a  tread. 


My  heart  would  hear  her  and  beat, 
Were  it  earth  in  an  earthy  bed ; 

Mvdust  would  heM  her  and  beat, 
Had  I  lain  for  a  century  dead  ; 

Would  start  and  tremble  under  her  feet, 
And  blossom  in  purple  and  red. 


"  The  feiilt  was  mine,  the  fenlt  was  mine  " — 

Why  am  I  atdng  here  so  stunn'd  and  still, 

Plucking  the  haimless  wild-flower  on  the  hill  ? — 

It  is  this  guilty  hand  I — 

And  there  rises  ever  a  passionate  cry 

From  underneath  in  the  darkening  land — 

What  is  it  that  has  been  done  ? 


The  fires  of  Hell  and  of  Hate ; 

For  ahe,  sweet  soul,  had  hardly  spoken  a  word, 

When  her  brother  ran  in  liia  rage  to  the  gate. 

He  came  with  the  babe-faced  lord ; 

Heap'd  on  her  terms  of  disgrace, 

And  while  she  wept,  and  I  strove  to  ba  cool , 

He  fiercely  gave  me  the  lie. 

Till  I  with  as  fierce  an  anger  spoke. 

And  he  struck  me,  madman,  over  the  fiice. 

Struck  me  before  the  languid  fool, 

Who  was  gaping  and  grinning  by ; 

Struck  for  himself  an  evil  stroke ; 

Wrought  for  his  house  an  irredeemable  woe ; 

For  front  to  front  in  an  hour  we  stood, 

And  a  miBion  horrible  bolloiring  echoes  broke 

From  the  red-ribb'd  hollow  behind  the  wood, 

iA.nd  Ihundei-'d  up  into  Heaven  the  Chrisfless  cot 

pbat  must  have  life  for  a  blow. 

Ever  and  ever  afresh  they  seem'd  to  grow. 
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Was  it  he  lay  there  with  a  feding  eye  ? 
"  The  iaiilt  was  mine,"  he  whisper'd, "  fly ! " 
Then  glided  out  of  the  joyous  wood 
The  ghastly  Wraith  of  ono  that  I  know; 
And  there  rang  on  a  sudden  a  passionate  cry, 
A  cry  for  a  brother's  blood ; 
It  will  ring  in  my  heart  and  my  eai-s,  till   I  die, 
I  die. 


Is  it  gone  ?  my  pulses  heat— 

What  was  it  ?  a  lying  trick  of  the  brEun  ? 

Tet  I  thought  1  saw  her  stand, 

A  shadow  there  at  my  feet. 

High  over  tlie  shadowy  land. 

It  IS  gone ;  and  the  heavens  fall  in  a  gentle  rain, 

When  they  should  burst  and  drawn  with  deluging 

The  feeble  vassals  of  wine  and  anger  and  lust, 
The  little  hearts  that  know  not  how  to  foi^ve ; 
Arise,  my  God,  and  strike,  for  we  hold  Thee  just, 
Strike  dead  the  whole  weak  race  of  ■ 

That  sting  each  other  here  in  the  dust ; 
We  are  not  worthy  to  live. 


See  what  a  lovely  shell, 
Small  and  pure  as  a  pearl, 
Lying  close  to  my  foot, 
Frail,  but  a  work  divine, 
Made  so  iairily  well 
With  delicate  spire  and  whor!, 

"" piisitely  minute, 

e  of  design  ! 


X 


H..,L=-JnGoogIc 


What  is  it  ?  a  learned  man 
Could  give  it  a  clumsy  nami 
Let  him  name  it  who  can, 
The  beauty  nould  be  the  a: 


The  tiny  cell  is  forlorn, 
Void  of  the  little  living  wiU 
That  made  it  stir  on  the  shore. 
Did  be  stand  at  the  diamond  door 
Of  his  house  in  a  rainbow  frill  ? 
Did  he  push,  when  he  vras  uncurl'd, 
A  golden  foot  or  a  faity  horn 
Thro'  his  Him  water-world  ? 


Slight,  to  be  cnish'd  with  a  IJi.p 
Of  my  finger-nail  on  the  sand, 
Small,  but  a  work  divine, 
Frail,  but  of  force  to  withstand, 
Year  upon  year,  the  shock 
Of  cataract  seaa  that  soap 
The  three-decker's  oaten  spine 
Athwart  the  ledges  of  rock. 
Here  on.  the  Breton  strand ! 


Breton,  not  Briton ;  hero 
Like  a  shipwreck'd  man  on  a  coast 
Of  ancient  fiible  and  fear- 
Plagued  with  a  flitting  to  and  fro, 
A  disease,  a  hard  mechanic  ghost 
That  never  came  from  on  high 
Nor  ever  arose  from  belowj 
But  only  moves  with  the  moving  eye. 
Flying  along  the  land  and  the  main — 
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Why  shonld  it  loot  like  Maud  ? 
Am  I  to  be  overawed 
By  what  I  cannot  hut  know 
Is  a  jaggle  bom  of  the  br^n  ? 

6. 
Back  from  the  Breton  coast, 
Sick  of  a  nameless  fear, 
Back  to  liie  dark  searline 
Looking,  thinking  of  all  I  have  lost ; 
An  old  song  yexes  mj'  ear ; 
But  tliat  of  Lamech  is  mine. 


For  years,  a  meaisureless  ill. 
For  years,  for  eyer,  to  part — 
But  she,  she  would  love  me  still ; 
And  as  long,  O  God,  aa  she 
Have  a  grain  of  love  for  me, 
So  long,  no  doubt,  no  doubt, 
Shall  Inurse  in  my  dark  heart, 
However  weary,  a  spark  of  will 
Not  to  be  trampled  ont. 


Strange,  that  the  mind,  wlicn  fraught 
With  a  passion  so  intense 
One  would  think  that  it  well 
Might  drown,  all  life  in  the  eye,— 
That  it  should,  by  being  so  overwroughl 
Suddenly  strike  on  a  sharper  sense 
For  a  shell,  or  a  flower,  little  things 
Which  else  would  have  been  past  by ! 
And  now  I  remember,  I, 
When  he  lay  dying  there, 
I  noticed  one  of  his  many  ri 

(For  he  had  ma 
t  is  his  mother' 


K 
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Who  knows  if  he  be  dead  ? 

Whether  I  nee<l  have  fled  ? 

Am  I  guilty  of  blood  7 

However  this  may  be, 

Comfort  her,  comfort  her,  all  things  good, 

While  I  am  over  the  sea  I 

Let  me  and  my  passionate  love  go  by, 

But  speak  to  her  all  things  holj  and  high, 

Whatever  happen  to  me  1 

Me  and  my  harmful  love  go  by ; 

But  come  to  her  wakii^,  find  her  asleep. 

Powers  of  the  height,  Powers  of  the  deep, 

And  comfoi-t  her  tho'  I  die. 


CouiSAGB,  poor  heart  of  stone ! 
I  will  not  ask  thee  why 
Thon  canst  not  understand 
That  thou  art  left  forever  alouH : 
Courage,  poor  stupid  heart  of  ston 
Or  if  I  ast  thee  why, 
Care  not  thou  to  reply : 
She  is  hut  dead,  and  the  tjme  is  ai 
When  thou  ahdt  more  than  die. 


After  long  grief  and  pain 

To  find  the  arms  of  my  true  love 

Bound  me  once  ag^n ! 


In  the  silent  woody  places 
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Mxt  with  kisses  sweeter,  aweetei 
Thaa  anything  on  earth. 

A  sliadow  flita  before  me, 

Hot  thou,  but  like  to  thee; 

Ah  Christ,  that  it  were  possible 

For  one  short  hoar  to  see 

The  soula  we  loved,  that  they  might  t 

What  and  where  they  be. 

4. 
It  leads  me  forth  at  evening. 
It  lightly  winds  and  steals 
In  a  cold  white  robe  before  me. 
When  all  my  spirit  reels 
At  the  shouts,  the  leagues  of  lights, 
And  the  i-oaving  of  the  wheels. 


Half  the  night  I  waste  in  sighs, 
Half  in  dveans  I  sorrow  after 
The  delight  of  early  skies ; 
In  a  wake&l  doze  I  sorrow 
For  the  hand,  the  lips,  the  eyes, 
For  the  meeting  of  the  morrow. 
The  delight  of  liappy  laughter. 
The  delight  of  low  replies. 


And  a  dewy  splendor  fells 
On  the  little  flower  that  clings 
To  the  turrets  and  the  walls ; 
'Tis  a  morning  pure  and  sweet, 
And  the  light  and  sliadow  fleet ; 
She  is  walking  in  the  meadow, 
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And  the  -woodland  echo  rings ; 
la  a  moment  we  sliall  meet ; 
She  is  Mngias  in  the  meadow, 
Aad  the  nvulet  a,t  her  feet 
Eipplcs  on  in  light  and  shadow 
To  the  ballad  that  she  singe. 


Do  I  hear  her  dng  as  of  old, 

My  bird  with  the  shining  head, 

My  own,  dove  with  the  tender  eye  ? 

But  there  rings  on  a  sudden  a  passionate  cry. 

There  is  some  one  dying  or  dead. 

And  a  sullen  thunder  is  roU'd ; 

For  a  tamuLt  shakes  the  city. 

And  I  wake,  my  dream  is  fled ; 

In  the  slmdderiog  daivn,  behold, 

Without  knowlei&e,  without  pity, 

By  the  curtains  of  my  bed 

That  abiding  phantom  cold. 


Get  thee  hence,  nor  come  again. 
Mix  not  memory  ivith  doubt. 
Pass,  thou  deathlike  type  of  pain, 

'Tis  the  blot  upon  the  brain 
That  will  show  itself  without. 


Then  I  rise,  the  eave-drops  iall. 
And  the  yellow  vapors  choke 
The  great  city  sounding  wide ; 
The  day  conies,  a  dull  i-ed  ball 
Wrapt  m  drifts  of  lurid  smoio. 
On  tlie  misty  river-tide. 

10. 
Thro'  the  hubbub  of  the  mai'ket 
I  steal,  a  wasted  frame, 
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It  croases  Iiere,it  crosses  there, 

Thro'  all  that  crowd  coafliaed  and  loud, 

The  shadow  still  the  same ; 

And  on  my  heavy  eyelids 

My  anguish  hangs  like  shame. 


Al^fi  for  her  tikat  met  me, 

That  heard  me  softly  call, 

Came  glimmering  thro'  the  laurels 

At  the  quiet  eventall. 

In  the  garden  by  the  turrets 

Of  the  old  manorial  hall. 

12. 
Would  the  happy  spirit  descend, 
From  the  realms  of  light  and  song, 
In  the  chamher  or  the  street. 
As  she  looks  among  the  blest, 
Should  I  fear  to  greet  my  friend 
Or  to  say  "  ibrgive  the  wrong," 
Or  to  ask  her,  "  take  me,  sweet, 
To  the  regions  of  thy  rest  ?  " 


But  tJie  broad  light  glares  and  beats, 

And  the  shadow  flits  and  fleets 

And  wiE  not  let  me  be ; 

And  I  loathe  the  squares  and  streets, 

And  the  feces  that  one  meets. 

Hearts  with  no  ioTC  for  me : 

Always  I  long  to  creep 

Info  some  still  cavern  deep. 

There  to  weep,  and  weep,  and  weep 

My  whole  sow  out  to  thee. 


H..,L=-JnGoogIc 


And  my  heart  is  a  handful  of  dust, 

And  the  wheels  go  o^er  my  head, 

And  my  bonea  are  ehaken  with  pain, 

For  into  a  shallow  grave  they  are  thrust, 

Oiily  a  yard  beneaQi  the  street, 

And  the  hoofs  of  the  horses  beat,  beat, 

The  hoofs  of  the  horses  beat, 

Beat  into  my  scalp  and  my  brain. 

With  never  an  end  to  tiie  stream  of  passing  feet, 

DriTing,  hurrying,  marrying,  burying, 

Clamor  and  rumble,  and  rin^ng  and  clatter, 

And  here  beneath  it  is  all  as  bad, 

For  I  thought  the  dead  had  peace,  but  it  is  not  bo  : 

To  have  no  peace  in  the  grave,  is  that  not  sad  ? 

But  up  and  down  and  to  and  fro, 

Ever  about  me  the  dead  men  go ; 

And  then  to  hear  a  dead  man  chatter 

Is  enough  to  drive  one  mad. 


Wretchedest  ago,  since  Time  began 

They  cannot  even  bury  a  man ; 

And  tho'  we  paid  our  tithes  in  the  days  that  are 

gone, 
Not  a  bell  was  rung,  not  a  prayer  was  read ; 
It  is  that  which  miies  us  loud  in  the  world  of  the 

There  is  none  tliat  does  his  work,  not  one ; 
A  touch  of  their  office  might  have  sufficed. 
But  tho  churchmen  fiiin  would  kill  their  church, 
As  the  churches  have  kiU'd  their  Christ, ' 
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Sec,  there  is  one  of  as  sobliing, 

No  liinit  to  his  distress ; 

And  another,  a  lord  of  all  things,  praying 

To  his  own  great  self,  as  I  guess ; 

And  another,  a  statesman  there,  betraying 

His  party-secret,  fool,  to  the  press ; 

And  yonder  a  yile  phj^eian,  blahbin^ 

The  case  of  his  patient — all  for  what  ? 

To  tickle  the  m^ot  horn  in  an  empty  head. 

And  wheedle  a  world  that  loves  him  not. 

For  it  is  hut  a  world  of  the  dead. 


Nothing  hut  idiot  gahhle  ! 

S'or  the  praphepy  given  of  old 

And  then  not  understood. 

Has  come  to  pass  as  foretold ; 

Not  let  any  man  thinic  for  the  public  good, 

But  babble,  merely  for  babble. 

For  I  never  whisper'd  a  private  alfidr 

Within  the  hearing  of  cat  or  mouse, 

No,  not  to  myself  jn  the  closet  alone. 

But  I  heard  it  shouted  at  once  from  the  top  of  the 


Everything  came  to  be  known  ; 
Who  told  Tiim  we  were  tiiere  ? 


a,  full  of  wolves,  where  he  used 
to  lie; 
lie  has  gather'd  the  bones  for  his  o'ergrown  whelp 

Oaclc  them  now  for  yourself,  and  howl,  and  die. 
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I  know  not  wbelier  ha  came  in  the  Hanover  ship, 

Sut  I  know  that  he  lies  and  listens  mute 

In  an  ancient  mansion's  crannies  and  holes ; 

Arsenic,  Arsenic,  sure,  would  do  it, 

Except  that  now  we  poison  our  babes,  poor  souls  1 

It  is  ail  used  up  for  liiat. 


Tell  him  now :  she  is  standing  here  at  my  head  ; 

Not  beautiful  now,  not  even  kiiid; 

He  may  take  her  now ;  for  she  never  apoaka  her 

But  is  ever  the  one  thing  silent  here. 

She  is  not  of  us,  as  I  divine ; 

She  comes  from  another  stiller  world  of  the  dead, 

Stiller,  not  Surer  than  mine. 


But  I  know  where  a  garden  grows, 

Fairer  than  aught  in  the  wowd  beside, 

Alt  made  np  of  the  lily  and  rose 

That  blow  by  night,  when  the  season  is  good, 

To  the  sound  of  dancing  muac  and  flutes : 

It  is  only  flowers,  they  &d  no  fruita, 

And  I  almost  fear  they  are  not  roses,  but  blood; 

For  the  keeper  was  one,  so  fiil!  of  pride, 

He  linkt  a  dJsad  man  there  to  a  spectral  bride ; 

For  he,  if  he  hiid  not  been  a  Sultan  of  brutes. 

Would  he  have  that  hole  in  his  side  ? 


But  what  will  the  old  man  say  ? 

He  laid  a  cruel  snare  in  a  pit 

To  catch  a  friend  of  mine  one  stormy  day ; 

Yet  now  I  could  even  weep  to  think  of  it ; 

For  what  will  the  old  man  say 

When  he  comes  to  the  second  corpse  in  the  pit  ? 
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Friend,  t 

Then  to  strike  Mm  and  ky  b 

That  -wei-e  a  public  merit,  far, 

Whatever  the  Quaker  holde,  irom  mt, 

But  the  red  life  spilt  for  a  private  blow — 

I  Bwear  fo  vou,  lawful  and  lawless  war 

Are  scarcely  even  akin. 

0  me,  why  have  they  not  burled  me  deep  eno 
Is  it  kind  to  have  made  me  a  grave  so  rough, 
Me,  that  was  never  a  quiet  sleeper  ? 
Maybe  still  I  am  but  half  dead ; 

Then  I  cannot  be  tvhoUy  dumb ; 

1  will  ery  to  the  steps  above  my  head, 

And  somebody,  surely,  some  kind  heart  will  ci 
To  bury  me,  bury  me 
Deeper,  evei'  so  little  deeper. 


Mv  hfe  has  crept  so  Ions  on  a  broken  wing 
Thro'  cells  of  madness,  haunts  of  horror  and  fear. 
That  I  come  to  bo  grateful  at  last  for  a  little  thing : 
My  mood  is  chan^d,  for  it  fell  at  a  time  of  year 
WTien  the  fece  of  night  is  fiur  on  the  dewy  downs, 
And  the  shining  daffodil  dies,  and  the  Charioteer 
And  starry  Gemini  hang  like  glorious  crowns 
Over  Orion's  grave  low  down  m  the  west. 
That  lite  a  alent  lightning  under  the  stars 
She  seem'd  to  divide  in  a  dream  ftom  a  band  of  the 

West, 
And  spoke  of  a  hope  for  the  world  in  the  coming 

"  And  in  that  hope,  dear  soul,  let  trouble  have  rest. 
Knowing  1  tarry  for  thee,"  and  pointed  to  Mars 
As  iie   giow'd  like  a  ruddy  shield  on  the   Lion's 
breast. 
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And  it  was  liut  a   dream,  yet  it  yielded  a  deaf 

delight 
To  have  look'd,  tlio'  but  in  a  dream,  upon  eyes  so 

That  had  been  in  a  weary  world  my  one   thing 

bright ; 
And  it  was  hat  a  dream,  yet  it  h"hten'd  my  despair 
When  I  tliought  that  a  war  would  arise  in  defence 

of  the  right, 
That  an.  iron  tyranny  now  should  hend  or  caaae. 
The  ^ory  of  manhood  stand  on  his  ancient  height, 
Nor  Britain's  one  sole  God  he  the  milUonnalre  : 
No  more  shall  commerce  he  idl  in  all,  and  Peace 
Kpe  on  her  pastoral  hillock  a  languid  note, 
And  watch  her  harvest  ripen,  her  herd  increase, 
Nor  the  cannon-bullet  rust  on  A  slothftil  shore. 
And  the  cobweb  woven  across  the  cannon's  throat, 
ShaE  shalie  its  threaded  tears  in  the  wind  no  more. 

8. 
And  as  months  ran  on  and  rumor  of  battle  grew, 
"  It  ia  lime,  it  is  IJme,  0  pas^onate  heart,"  sad  I 
(For  1  cleaved  to  a  cause  that  I  felt  to  be  pure  and 

"  It  ia  time,  O  passionate  heart  and  morbid  eye. 
That  old  hysterical  mock-disease  should  die." 
And  I  stood  on  a  giant  deck  and  mix'd   my  breath 
With  a  loyal  people  ahouiing  a  battle  cry, 
Till  I  saw  the  dreary  phantom  arise  and  fly 
Far  into  the  North,  and  battle,  and  seas  of  death. 


Let  it  go  or  stay,  so  I  wake  to  the  higher  aims 
Of  a  land  that  has  lost  for  a  little  her  lust  of  gold. 
And  love  of  a  peace  that  was  full  of  wrongs  and 

shames. 
Horrible,  hateful, 
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And  liall  once  more  to  the  baiuier  of  liattle  un- 

roll'd ! 
Tlio'  many  a  light  shall   darken,  and  many  shall 

For  those  that  are  cnish'd  in  the  elaah  of  jarring 

claims, 
Yet  God's  just  wrath  shall  be  mreak'd  on  a  giant 

And  many  a  darkness  into  the  light  shall  leap. 
And  shine  in  the  sudden  makiuo;  of  splendid  names 
And  Doble  thought  be  freer  under  the  sun, 
And  the  heart  of  a  people  heat  with  one  desire ; 
For  the  peace  that  I  deemed  no  pence  is  over  and 

And  now  by  the  side  of  the  Blaok  and  the  Baltic 

And    deathiiil- grinning    mouths    of   the   fortress, 

flames 
The  blood-red  blossom  of  war  with  a  heart  of  fira. 


Let  it  flame  or  fadfi,  and  the  war  roll  down  lilte  a 

wind, 
We  have  proved  we  have  hearts  in  a  cause,  we  are 

noble  stjil. 
And  myself  have  awaked, as  it  seems,  to  the  better 

It  is  better  to  fight  for  the  good,  than  to  rail  at{ 

the  iU ; 
I  have  felt  with  my  native  land,  I  ain  one  with  mj* 

I  embrace  the   purpose  of   God,  and   the  doom) 
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THE  BROOK; 


One  whom  Aa  strong  sons  of  the  world  deapiae ; 
For  lu(i:y  rhjmes  toTuro  were  scrip  and  share, 
And  mellow  coetres  more  than  cent  for  cent; 
Nor  could  he  understand  how  money  breeds, 
Thought  it  a  dead  thing ;  yet  hhnaelf  could  make 
The  mmg  that  ia  not  aa  tbe  thing  that  is. 

0  had  he  lived  I    In  our  achool-bookg  we  say. 
Of  those  that  held  their  heads  above  the  crowd, 
They  flourish'd  then  or  thSn ;  but  life  in  him 
Could  scarce  be  said  to  flourish,  only  touch'd 
On  such  ii  time  as  goes  before  the  leaf, 

When  all  the  wood  atauda  in  a  mist  of  green, 
And  nothing  perfect :  yet  the  brook  he  loved. 
For  which,  m  branding  sranmers  of  Bengal, 
Or  ev*n  the  sweet  half-En<!;lish  Neilgherry  air, 

1  panted,  seems,  as  I  re-Hsfen  to  it, 
Prattling  the  primrose  fancies  of  the  boy. 

To  me  that  loved  him ;  for  '  0  brook,'  he  ^ys, 
'  0  babbling  brook,'  says  Edmund  in  his  rhyme, 
'  Whence  come  you  ? '  and  the  bi-ook,  why  not  ? 

I  come  from  hanntB  of  coot  find  hern, 
'  oake  a  sadden  sally 


By  tliirty  liilla  I  hurry  down, 

Or  slip  betwBan  the  ridges, 

Bytwentvtli i-^i- 


AndhnlfftliHndre- 
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"  Poor  lad,  he  died  at  Florence,  quite  worn  out, 
Travelling  to  Naples.     There  is  Darnley  bridge, 
It  liaa  more  ivy ;  thei-o  the  river ;  and  there 
Stands  Philip's  fiirm  where  brook  and  river  meet. 

I  e^ntter  oyer  stony  ways, 

III  little  sharps  and  trebles, 
I  bubble  into  eddying  hays, 

I  babble  on  tlie'  pebbles. 


:h  mnny  n 


a  field  and  fellow, 
s  fairy  foreland  set 


"  But  Philip  ehatl«r'd  more  than  brook  oi 
Old  Philip ;  all  about  the  fields  you  caught 
His  weary  daylong  chirping,  like  the  dry 
ffigh-dbow'd  grigs  that  leap  in  summer  gra 

Iwina  i^ont,  and  in  and  out. 
With  here  a  blossom  snilius, 

And  hara  and  there  a  Inaly  trout, 
And  liera  and  there  R  gi'nyling, 


Upo 
WitRi 


^  and  there  a  foamy  fiake 
--  -  -  - 1  ti-avel. 


Above  tu 
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"  0  darling  Katie  Willows,  his  one  cWld ! 
A  maiden  of  our  century,  yet  most  meek ; 
A  daughter  of  our  meadows,  yet  not  coarse ; 
Straight,  but  as  lissome  i^  a  hazel  ivand ; 
Her  eyes  a  bashful  azure,  and  her  hair 
In  §loss  and  hue  the  chestnut,  when  the  shell 
Divides  three&ld  to  show  the  fruit  within. 

"  Sweet  Katie,  once  I  did  her  a  good  turn. 
Her  and  her  far-off  cousin  and  betrothed, 
James  Willows,  of  one  name  and  heart  with  her. 
For  here  I  came,  twenty  years  back — ihe  week 
Before  I  parted  witb  poor  Edmund ;  crost 
By  that  old  bridge  which,  half  in  ruins  then. 
Still  makes  a  hoary  eyebrow  for  the  gleam 
Beyond  it,  where  the  waters  marry — crost, 
WhistMnc  a  random  bar, of  Bonny  Doon, 
And  push'd  at  Philip's  garden-gate.     The  gale, 
Half-parted  from  a  weak  and  scolding  hinge. 
Stuck ;  and  he  clamor'd  from  a  casement,  "  ran," 
To  Katie  somewhere  in  the  walks  below, 
"  Run,  Katie ! "  Katie  never  ran ;  she  moved 
To  meet  me,  winding  under  woodbine  bowers, 
A  little  flutter'd,  with  her  eyelids  down, 
Fresh  apple-blossom,  blushing  for  a  boon. 

"  What  was  it  ?  less  of  sentiment  than  sense 
Had  Katie ;  not  illiterate ;  neither  one 
Who  dabbling  in  the  fonnt  of  Active  tears. 
And  nursed  br  mealy-mouth'd  philanthropies, 
Divorce  the  Feeling  from  her  mate  the  Deed. 

"  She  told  me.    She  and  James  had  quarrell'd. 
Why? 
What  cause  of  qaarrel  ?     None,  she  said,  no  cause ; 
James  had  no  cause  :  but  when  I  prest  the  cause, 
I  learnt  that  James  had  ilickerin"  jealonaies 
Which  anger'd  her.     Who  angerd  James  ?     I  said 
But  Katie  snatch'd  her  eyes  at  once  from  mine. 
And  sketching  with  her  slender  pointed  foot 
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Some  figure  like  a  wizard's  pentagram 

On  earden  gravel,  let  my  querj^  pass 

Unctiim'd,  in  flushing  Mlenee,  till  I  ask'd 

If  James  were  coming.    '  Coming  every  day,' 

She  answered, '  ever  toning  (o  explwn, 

But  evermore  her  father  came  across 

With  some  long-winded  tale,  and  bi'oke  him  short ; 

And  James  departed  vext  with  hira  and  her.' 

How    could  i    help  her  ?       '  Would  I — was    it 

wrong  ?' 
(Claspt  hands  and  that  petitionary  grace 
Of  Eweet  seventeen  subdued  me  ere  she  spoke) 
'  O  would  I  take  her  fether  for  one  hour, 
For  one  half-hour,  and  let  him  talk  to  me  I ' 
And  even  while  she  apoke,  I  saw  where  James 
Made  toward  tis,  like  a  wader  in  the  Eurf^ 
Beyond  the  brook,  -WMstdeep  in  meadow-sweet. 

"  O  Katie,  what  I  suffer'd  for^our  sake  I 
Por  in  I  went,  aad  KtU'd  old  Philip  out 
To  show  the  form :  full  irillingly  he  rose  : 
He  led  me  thro'  the  short  sweet-smelling  lanes 
Of  his  wheat-suburb,  babbling  as  he  went. 
He  praised  his  land,  his  horses,  his  machines; 
He  praised  his  ploughs,  hia  cows,  his  hc^s,  his  dogs ; 
He  praised  his  tens,  his  geese,  lus  guinea-hens ; 
His  pigeons,  who  ia  sesaon  on  their  roofe 
Approved  Hm,  bowing  at  their  own  deserts : 
Then  fi-om  the  plaintive  mother's  teat  he  took 
Her  blind  and  shuddering  (roppies,  naming  each. 
And  naming  those,  his   mends,   for  whom  they 

Then  crost  the  common  into  I>amley  chase 
To  show  Sir  Arthur's  deer.     In  copse  and  fern 
Twinkled  the  innumerable  ear  and  t&U, 
Then,  seated  on  a  serpent-i'ooted  beech. 
He  pointed  out  a  pasturinjr  colt,  and  said : 
'  That  was  the  foar-year-old  1  sold  tie  Squire.' 
And  there  he  told  a  long  long-winded  tale 
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Of  how  the  Squire  liad  seen  the  colt  at  grasg, 

And  how  it  was  the  thing  his  daughter  wish'd, 

And  how  he  sent  the  balds'  to  the  farm 

To  learn  the  price,  and  what  the  price  he  asli'd, 

And  how  the  Dailiff  swoi*  that  he  was  mad, 

But  he  stood  firm ;  and  so  the  matter  hung ; 

He  gave  them  hue :  and  five  daja  after  that 

He  met  the  bailiff  at  the  Golden  Fleece, 

WIio  then  and  there  had  offer'd  something  more, 

But  he  stood  firm ;  and  so  the  matter  hung ; 

He  knew  the  man ;  the  colt  would  fetch  ita  price ; 

He  gave  them  line  r  and  how  by  chance  at  last 

(It  might  be  Mar  or  April,  ho  foreot, 

The  last  of  April  or  the  first  of  m.r') 

He  found  the  bailiff  riding  by  the  rarm. 

And,  falting  from  the  point,  he  drew  him  in. 

And  there  he  mellow'if  all  his  heart  with  ale, 

Until  they  closed  a  bargain,  hand  in  liand. 

"  Then,  while  I  breathed  in  right  of  haven,  he. 
Poor  feltow,  could  he  help  it  ?  recommenced, 
And  ran  thro'  all  the  coltish  chronicle. 
Wild  "Wm,  Black  Bess,  Tantivy,  Tallyho, 
Eefonn,  White  Eose,  BeJlerophon,  the  Jilt, 
Arbaces,  and  Phenomenon,  and  the  rest. 
Till,  not  to  die  a  listener,  I  arose. 
And  irith  me  Plulip,  talking  still ;  and  so 
We  tum'd  our  foreheads  from  the  felling  sun, 
And  following  our  own  shadows  thnce  as  long 
Aa  when  they  folIoVd  as  from  Philip's  door. 
Arrived,  and  &nnd  tlie  sun  of  sweet  content 
Re-risen  in  Katie's  eyes,  and  all  things  well. 

I  eteai  by  liiwns  and  grassy  plots, 

1  slide  by  hnze!  cotbvs  ; 
I  move  the  awaat  fors;Bt-m3-iiots 

That  grow  for  happy  lovers. 
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!  murmur  imdeF  moan  ncd  stun 
In  bnimbly  wilderneasBa  ; 

'.  linger  by  my  shingly  burs  ; 
1  loiter  I'omid  my  cresses  [ 


But  I  go  on  foreTer. 


^il  ff  .  .  ... 

Not  by  the  well-known  stJ-oam  and  rustic  spire, 

But  unfamiliar  Amo,  and  the  dome 

Of  Brunelleachi. ;  sleeps  in  poEice;  and  he. 

Poor  Philip,  of  all  hia  laTish  waste  of  words 

KemEuns  the  lean  P.  W.  on  his  tomb ; 

I  scraped  the  lichen  from  it  r  Katie  walks 

By  the  Ion"  waab  of  Anatralaaian  aeaa 

Far  off,  and  holds  her  head  to  other  stars, 

And  breatliea  in  converse  aeasons.     All  are  gone." 

So  Lawrence  Aylmer,  seated  on  a  atJIe 
In  the  long  hedge,  and  rolling  in  bis  mind 
Old  wiufii  of  rhyme,  and  bowing  o'er  the  brook 
A  tonaured  head  in  middle  age  forlorn, 
Mused,  and  was  mnte.    On  a  sudden  a  low  breath 
Of  tender  air  made  tremble  in  tbe  hedge 
The  framle  bindweed-bells  and  biiony  rings ; 
And  he  look'd  up.     ITiere  stood  a  maiden  near. 
Waiting  to  paaa.    In  much  ajnaze  he  stared 
On  eyes  a  Bashful  azure,  and  on  hair 
In  glosa  and  hue  the  chestnut,  when  tbe  abell 
Dividea  threefixld  to  show  the  fruit  iritMn : 
Then,  wondering,  ask'd  her,  "Are   yon   from  the 

"  Yes,"  ansivcr'd  she.—"  Pray  stay  a  little :  pardon 
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What  do  they  call  you  ?  "— "  Katie."—"  That  were 

What  surname  ?  "— "  Willows."—"  No !  "— "  That 

"  Indeed ! "  and  here  he  look'd  so  self-perplext, 
That  Katie  laugh'd,  and  laughing  Uush'd,  till  he 
Laugh'd  also,  hnt  aa  one  before  he  wakes, 
Who  ieels  a  glimmering  strangeness  in  hia  dream. 
Tiien  looHnw  at  her ;  "  Too  happy,  fresh  and  ;^r, 
Too  freah  and  fair  in  our  sad  world's  best  bloom. 
To  be  the  ghost  of  one  who  bore  your  name 
About  these  meadows,  twenty  years  ago." 

"  Have  you  not  heard  ?  "  siud  Elatie,  "  we  came 

We  bought  the  fkrm  we  tenanted  before. 
Am  I  so  like  her  ?  so  they  siud  on  board. 
Sir,  if  you  knew  her  in  her  Kngliah  days, 
My  mother,  as  it  seems  you  did,  the  days 
That  most  she  loves  to  bjk  of,  come  with  me. 
My  brother  James  is  in  (he  bairvest-field  : 
But  she — yoTi  will  be  welcome — 0,  come  in ! " 
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1. 
Still  on  the  toiver  stood  the  vane, 

A  black  yew  gloom'd  the  stagnant  air, 
I  peer'd  atlinart  the  cliancel  pane 

And  saw  the  aJtar  cold  and  bare. 
A  dc§  of  lead  was  round  my  feet, 

A  band  of  pain  across  my  hrow ; 
"  Cold  altar,  Heaven  and  earth  shall  meet 

Before  you  hear  my  marriage  vow." 
2. 
I  tum'd  and  humm'd  a  hitter  song 

That  moek'd  the  wholesome  human  heart, 
And  then  we  met  in  ivrath  and  wrong, 

We  met,  but  only  meant  to  part. 
Full  cold  my  greeting  was  and  dry ; 

She  6,intly  smiled,  she  hardly  moved ; 
I  saw  withlw,lf-ur ' 


e  the  colors  I  approved. 
S. 
She  took  the  little  ivory  chest, 

With  half  a  anh  she  tum'd  the  key, 
Then  raised  her  head  with  lipa  comprest. 

And  gave  my  letters  back  to  me. 
And  gave  the  trinkets  and  the  rings. 

My  gifts,  when  ^fls  of  mine  co^d  pleast 
As  looks  a  father  on  the  things 

Of  his  dead  son,  I  look'd  on  these. 
i. 
She  told  me  all  her  friends  had  s^d ; 

I  rj^ed  against  the  public  liar ; 
She  taLk'd  as  if  her  love  were  dead. 

But  in  ray  words  were  seeds  of  fire. 


H..,L=-jnGoogIc 


"  No  more  of  love ;  yonr  sex  ia  known : 
I  never  will  be  twice  dcooived. 

Henceforth  I  tmst  the  man  filone, 
The  woman  eiinnot  be  believed. 


"  Thro"  slander,  meanest  spawn  of  Hell 

(And  women's  dander  is  the  worst), 
And  yon,  whom  once  I  loved  ao  well, 

Thro'  yon,  my  life  will  be  accurst." 
I  spoke  with  heart,  and  heat  and  fiirce, 

I  sbook  her  breast  with  vaj^ae   ' 
Like  toiTents  from  a  mountain  st 

We  msli'd  into  each  other's  ar 


We  parted ;  sweetly  gloam'd  flie  stars, 

And  sweet  the  vapor-braided  blue, 
Low  breezes  &nn.'d  the  belfry  bars, 

Aa  homeward  by  the  church  I  drew. 
The  very  graves  appear'd  to  smile, 

So  fresh  they  rose  in  shadow'd  swells; 
"  Dark  porch,"  I  said,  "  and  silent  aisle. 

There  comes  a  sound  of  marriage  bells." 


ODE  ON  THE  DEATH 


THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON. 


BlJKY  the  Great  Duke 

With  an  empire's  lamentation. 
Let  us  bury  the  Great  Duke 

Totlie  noise  of  the  mourning  of  a  mighty  nah 
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Mourning  when  their  leaders  fell , 
Warriors  carry  the  wanior's  pall, 
And  soiTOiv  darkens  hamlet  and  hall. 

S. 
Where  shall  we  lay  the  man  whom  wo  doplof 
Hore,  in  gtreamin"  liondon's  cenlral  roar. 
Let  the  sound  of  fliose  he  wrought  for, 
And  the  feet  of  those  he  fought  for, 
Eoho  round  his  bones  for  evonaore. 


Lead  out  the  pageant :  sad  and  slow, 

As  fits  aa  universal  woe, 

Let  the  long,  long  procesaon  go. 

And  let  the  sorrowing  cmwd  about  it  grow. 

And  let  the  mournful  martial  music  blow ; 

The  kst  great  Englishman  is  low. 

Mourn,  for  to  us  ha  soema  the  last, 

Remembering  all  his  greatness  in  the  Past. 

No  more  in  soldier  fashion  will  he  greet 

With  lilted  hand  the  gazer  in  the  street. 

0  friends,  our  chief  state-oracle  is  mute : 

Mourn  for  the  man  of  long-enduring  blood. 

The  stateaman-warrior,  moderate,  resolute. 

Whole  in  hin^elf,  a  common  good. 

Mourn  for  the  man  of  amplest  influence, 

Yet  clearest  of  ambitious  crime, 

Our  greatest  yet  with  least  jiretence, 

Gi-eat  in  counwl  and  great  in  war, 

Foremost  captain  of  his  time, 

Bieh  in  saving  common-sense. 

And,  as  the  greatest  only  are. 

In  his  ^mplicity  sublime. 

O  good  gray  head  which  all  men  knew, 

O  voice  from  which  their  omens  all  men  drew 

0  fall'n  at  length  that  tower  of  strength 
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Whieli  stood    foursquare   to    all  the   winds    that 

Such  was  he  whom  we  deplore. 

The  long  eelf-sacrifice  of  hfe  is  o'er. 

The  great  Wbrld-vietor's  victoi'  will   be   seen  no 


All  is  over  and  done : 

Hender  thanks  to  the  Giver, 

England,  for  thy  son. 

Let  the  bell  be  toU'd. 

Render  thanks  to  the  Giver, 

And  render  him  to  the  mould. 

Under  the  cross  of  gold 

That  shines  over  city  and  river, 

There  he  shall  rest  forever 

Among  the  irise  and  the  bold. 

Let  the  bell  be  toll'd : 

And  a  reverent  people  behold 

The  towerini;  ear,  the  sable  steeds  r 

Bright  let  it  be  with  his  blazon'd  deeds, 

Dark  in  its  fimeral  fold. 

Let  the  bell  be  toll'd : 

And  a  deeper  knell  in  the  heart  be  knoU'd ; 

And  the  sound  of  the  sorrowing  anthem  roli'd 

Thro'  the  dome  of  the  golden  cross; 

And  the  volleying  cannon  thunder  his  loss ; 

He  knew  their  voices  of  old. 

Tor  many  a  time  in  many  a  clime 

His  capfain's-ear  has  heard  them  boom 

Bellowing  victory,  bellowing  doom ; 

When  he  with  those  deep  voices  wrought. 

Guarding  realms  and  kings  from  shame  ; 

With  those  deep  voices  our  dead  captain  taught 

The  tyrant,  and  asserts  his  claim 

In  that  dread  sound  to  the  great  name. 

Which  he  has  worn  so  pure  of  blame, 


In  praise  and  in  dispraise  the  S£ 
n  of  well-attemper'd  frai 
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0  civic  muse,  to  saeh  a  name, 
To  sueh  a  name  for  ages  long. 
To  such  a  name, 
Preserve  a  broad  approach  of  fame, 


Who  is  he  that  cometh  like  an  honor'd  guest, 
With  banner  and  with  music,  with  soldier  and  with 

With  a  nation  weeping,  and  breaking  on  my  rest  ? 

Mighty  seaman,  this  is  he 

Was  great  by  land  as  thou  by  sea. 

Thine  island  loves  thee  weil,  thou  famous  man. 

The  greatest  sailor  since  our  world  began. 

Now,  to  the  roll  of  muffled  drums. 

To  thee  the  greatest  soldier  comes ; 

For  tins  is  he 

W^  great  by  land  as  thou  by  sea ; 

His  foes  were  thine ;  he  kept  us  free ; 

O  give  him  welcome,  this  is  he, 

Worthy  of  our  goiweous  riws, 

And  woi'lhy  to  be  laid  by  thee ; 

For  this  is  England's  greatest  son. 

He  that  gain'd  a  hundred  fights. 

Nor  eter  lost  an  English  gun ; 

This  is  he  that  tar  away 

AgMist  the  myriads  of  Assaye 

Cfesh'd  with  bis  fiery  few  and  won  ; 

And  underneath  another  sun. 

Warring  on  a  later  day. 

Bound  affiighted  Lisbon  drew 

The  treble  works,  the  vast  designs 

Of  his  laboT'd  rampart  lines. 

Where  he  greatly  stood  at  bay. 

Whence  he  issued  forth  anew. 

And  ever  great  and  greater  grew. 

Beating  from  the  wasted  vines 

Back  to  France  her  banded  swarms, 
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Back  to  France  witli  countleas  blows, 
Till  o'er  the  hills  her  eagles  flew 
Past  the  Pyrenean  pines, 
FoUow'd  up  in  valley  and  glen 
With  blare  of  bugle,  clamor  of  men, 
Boll  of  cannon  and  claeb  of  arms. 


Again  their  ravening  eagle  rose 

In  anger,  wheel'd  on  Eavope-shadowing  wings, 

And  barldng  for  the  thrones  of  tings ; 

nil  one  that  sought  but  Duty's  iron  crown 

On  that  loud  sabbath  shook  the  spoiler  down ; 

A  day  of  onsets  of  despair ! 

Dash'd  on  every  roclty  square 

Their  sur^g  chaises  foam'd  themselves  away; 

Last,  the  Prussian  trumpet  Mew ; 

Through  the  long-tormented  iur 

Heaven  flash'd  a  sudden  jubilant  ray, 

And  down  we  swept  and  charged  and  overthrew 

So  great  a  soldier  taught  us  there, 

What  long-enduring  hearts  could  do 

In  that  world's  eartSquake,  Waterloo  I 

Mighty  seaman,  tender  and  true, 

And  ^ure  as  he  flrom  tiuut  of  craven  guile, 

0  saviour  of  the  silrei^Doasted  isle, 

0  shaker  of  the  Baltic  and  the  Nile, 

If  aught  of  things  that  here  beiall 

Touch  a  spirit  among  things  divine, 

If  love  of  coutttty  move  thee  there  at  all, 

Be  glad,  because  his  bones  are  laid  by  thine ! 

And  thro'  the  centuries  let  a,  people's  voice 

In  full  acclaim, 

A  people's  voice, 

The  proof  and  echo  of  all  human  fame, 

A  people's  voice,  when,  they  rejoice 

At  civio  revel  and  jwmp  and  game, 

Attest  their  great  commander's  clium 

With  honor,  honor,  honor,  honor  to  Lim, 

Eternal  honor  to  his  name. 
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A  people's  voice  I  wo  are  a  people  yet 
Tho'  ail  men  else  their  nobler  flreams  forget 
Confused  by  brainless  moba  and  lawless  rowers ; 
Thank  Him  wlio  isled  us  here,  and  roughly  set 
HU  Saxon  in  blown  seaa  and  storming  showers, 
We  have  a  voice  with  which  to  pay  the  debt 
Of  boundless  love  and  reverence  and  regret 
To  those  great  men  who  fought,  and  kept  it  oura^ 
And  keep  it  ours,  O  God,  from  brulfi  control ; 
O  Statesmen,  guard  ua,  guard  the  eye,  the  soul 
Of  Europe,  keep  our  noble  England  whole, 
And  save  the  one  true  seed  of  freedom  sown 
Betwixt  a  people  and  their  ancient  thrane, 
That  sober  freedom  out  of  which  there  springs 
Our  loyal  passion  for  our  temperate  kings ; 
For,  saving  that,  ye  help  to  save  mankind 
Till  public  wrong  be  crumbled  info  dust, 
And  drill  the  raw  world  for  the  march  of  mindi 
Till  crowds  at  len^h  be  sane  and  crowns  be  just 
But  wink  no  more  in  slothful  overtrust. 
Remember  liim  who  led  your  hosfs ; 
He  bade  you  guard  the  sacred  coasts. 
Your  cannons  moulder  on  the  seaward  wall ; 
His  voice  is  silent  in  your  council-hatl 
Forever;  and  whatever  tempests  lower 
Forever  alent ;  even  if  they  broke 
In  thunder,  silent ;  yet  remember  all 
He  spoke  among  you,  and  the  Man  who  spoke ; 
Wl\o  never  sold  iie  truth,  to  serve  the  hour, 
Nor  palter'd  with  Eternal  God  for  power ; 
Who  let  the  turbid  streams  of  rumor  flow 
Thro"  eitlier  babbling  world  of  high  and  low ; 
Whose  life  was  work,  whose  language  rife 
With  rugged  maxims  hewn  from  life ; 
WliO  never  spoke  against  a  foe  ; 
Whose  eighty  winters  freeze  with  one  rebuke 
All  great  self-seekera  trampling  on  the  right! 
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Trutl-teller  was  our  England's  Alfred  naraed; 
Trntii-loTer  was  our  En^ish  Duke ; 
WhaWyev  record  leap  to  light 
He  ne^er  shall  be  shamed. 


Lo,  the  leader  in  these  elorioua  wars 

Now  togloiiijua  burial  slowly  borne, 

Follow'd  by  the  brave  of  other  lands, 

He,  on  whom  from  both  her  open  hands 

I-avish  Honor  shower'd  all  her  stars, 

And  affluent  Fortune  emptied  all  her  horn. 

Yea,  let  ^  good  things  awmt 

Him  who  cares  not  to  he  great, 

But  as  he  saves  or  serves  the  state. 

Not  once  or  twice  in  our  rough  island-story, 

The  path  of  duty  ^was  the  way  to  glory : 

He  that  walks  it,  only  thirsting 

For  the  right,  and  learns  to  deaden 

Love  of  sdf,  before  his  journey  closes, 

He  shall  find  the  stubborn  thistle  bursting 

!&ifo  glossy  purples,  which  outredden 

All  voluptuous  garden-roses. 

Not  once  or  twice  in  our  Mx  island-story. 

The  path  of  duly  was  the  way  to  glory  : 

He,  that  ever  following  her  commands. 

On  with  tml  of  heart  and  knees  and  hands, 

Thro'  the  long  gorge  to  the  far  light  has  won 

His  path  upward,  and  prevail'd, 

Shall  find  the  toppling  crags  of  Duty  scaled 

Are  close  upon  the  shining  table-lands 

To  which  our  God  Hi«is&  is  moon  and  sun. 

Such  was  he :  his  work  is  done ; 

But  while  the  races  of  mankind  endure, 

Let  his  great  example  stand 

Colossal,  seen  of  every  land, 

And  keep  the  soldier  firm,  ttie  statesman  pure ; 

Till  in  all  lands  and  tbvo'  all  human  story 

The  path  of  duty  be  the  way  to  glory : 
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And  let  tlie  land  whose  hearths  he  aaved  fi-om  shame 
For  many  and  many  an  ^e  proclaim 
At  civic  revel  and  pomp  and  game, 
And  ■when  the  long-illumined  cities  flame, 
Their  ever-Ioyal  iron  leader's  fiime, 
With  honor,  honor,  honor,  honor  to  him, 
Eternal  honor  to  his  name. 


Peace,  his  ti'iumph  will  he  si 

siiall  not  St 


Peace,  it  is  a  day  of  pain 

For  one  about  whose  patriarchal  knee 

Late  the  Uttle  children  clung ; 

O  peace,  it  ia  a  day  of  pain 

For  one,  upon  whose  hand  and  heart  and  hriua 

Once  the  waght  and  fete  of  Europe  hung. 

Ours  the  pain,  he  his  the  gain ! 

More  than  ia  of  man's  degree 

Must  he  with  us,  watching  here 

At  this,  our  great  solemnity. 

Whom  we  see  not  we  revere. 

We  revere,  and  we  refrain 

From  talk  of  battles  loud  and  vain. 

And  brawUng  memories  all  too  free 

For  such  a  wise  hnmilily 

As  befits  a  solemn  fane  : 

We  j^vere,  and  while  we  hear 

The  tides  of  Muse's  golden  sea 

Setting  toward  eternity. 

Uplifted  high  in  heart  and  hope  are  we. 

Until  ive  doubt  not  that  for  one  so  true 

There  must  be  other  nobler  work  to  do 

Than  when  he  fought  at  Waterloo, 

And  "Victor  he  must  ever  be. 

For  tho'  the  Giant  Ages  heave  the  hill 

And  break  the  shore,  and  evermore 

Make  and  break,  and  work  th«r  will  j 
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Tho'  worlds  on  worlds  in  myriad  myriads  roll 

Roand  us,  each  with  different  powers, 

And  other  forma  of  life  than  oaxn, 

What  know  we  greater  than  the  aoul  ? 

On  God  and  Gmlike  men  we  build  our  trust 

Hush,  the  Dead  March  wiuls  in  the  people's  ears : 

The  dark  crowd  mores,  and  there  are  aohs  and  tears : 

The  black  earth  yawns ;  the  mort^  disappears ; 

Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust ; 

He  is  gone  who  seem'd  so  great. — 

Gone ;  hut  nothing  can  bereave  him 

Of  the  force  he  imide  his  own 

Being  here,  and  we  believe  him 

Something  fer  advanced  in  State, 

And  that  he  wears  a  truer  crown 

Than  any  wreath  that  man  can  weave  him. 

But  speak  no  more  of  his  renown, 

Lay  your  earthly  fancies  down, 

And  in  the  vast  cathedral  leave  him. 

God  accept  him,  Christ  receive  him. 


THE    DAISY. 


0  Love,  what  houra  were  thine  and  mi 
In  lands  of  pakn  and  southern  pine  ; 

In  lands  of  palm,  of  orange-blossom. 
Of  ohve,  aloe,  and  m^ze  and  vine. 

What  Koman  strength  Turbia  ahom'd 
In  ruin,  by  the  mountain  road  ; 

How  Uke  a  gem,  beneath  the  city 
Of  little  Monaco,  basking,  glow'd. 
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How  richly  down  the  rocky  dell 
The  toi-ront  vineyard  streaming  fell 

To  meet  the  sun  and  sunny  waters, 
That  only  heaved  with  a  sununer  swell 

What  slender  campanili  grew 

By  bays,  the  peacock's  neck  in,  hue ; 

Where,  here  and  there,  on  sandy  beaches 
A  milty-bell'd  amaryllis  blew. 

How  young  Columbus  seem'd  to  rove, 
Yet  present  in  his  natal  grove. 

Now  watching  high  on  mountain  cornice, 
And  stearing,  now,  from  a  purple  cove, 

Now  pacing  mute  by  ocean's  rim ; 
Till,  in  a  narrow  street  and  dim, 

I  stay'd  the  wheels  at  Cc^letto, 
And  drank,  and  loyally  drank  to  hizn. 

Nor  knew  we  well  what  pleased  us  most. 
Not  the  dipt  palm  of  which  they  boast ; 

But  distant  color,  happy  hamlet, 
A  moulder'd  citadel  on  the  coast, 

Or  tower,  or  high  hill-convent,  seen 
A  light  amid  its  olives  green ; 

Or  olive-hoary  cape  in  ocean  ; 
Or  rosy  blossom  in  hot  ravine, 

Where  oleanders  flush'd  the  bed 
Of  silent  torrents,  gravel-spread ; 

And,  crossing,  oft  we  saw  the  glisten 
Of  ice,  far  off  on  a  mountain  head. 


Wo  loved  that  hall,  tho'  white  and  cold, 
Those  niched  shapes  of  noble  mould, 
A  princely  people's  awful  princes, 
The  grave,  severe  Genovese  of  old. 
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At  Florence  too  what  golden  hours, 
In  those  long  galleries,  were  ours ; 

What  drives  about  the  fresh  CascittS, 
Or  walks  m  Boboli's  dueal  bowers. 

Itt  bright  -rignettea,  and  each  complete, 
Of  tower  or  duomo,  sunny-sweet, 

Or  palace,  how  the  city  glitter'd. 
Thro'  cypress  avenues,  at  our  feet 

But  when  we  crest  the  Iximbardpltun 
itemember  what  a  plague  of  rain ; 

Of  rain  at  Eeggio,  i-ain  at  Parma ; 
At  Lodi,  rain,  Fiacenza,  Km. 

And  stem  and  sad  (so  rare  the  smiles 
Of  sunhght^  took'd  the  Jjomhard  piles ; 

Porch-pillars  on  the  lion  resting. 
And  sombre,  old,  colonnaded  aisles. 

0  Mian,  O  the  chanting  quires, 
The  giant  windows'  blazon'd  fires, 

The  height,  the  space,  the  gloom,  the  glory! 
A  mount  of  marble,  a  hundred  spires ! 

1  climb'd  the  rooft  at  break  of  day ; 
Sun-smitten  Alps  before  me  lay. 

I  stood  among  the  silent  statues. 
And  statued  pinnacles,  mute  as  they. 

How  feintly-iush'd,  how  phantom-feir. 
Was  Monte  Eosa,  hanging  there 

A  thousand  shadowy-peneill'd  valleya 
And  snowy  dells  in  a  golden  air. 

Remember  how  wo  came  at  last 
To  Como ;  shower  and  stoi-m  and  blast 
Had  blown  the  lake  beyond  his  limit. 
And  all  was  flooded ;  and  how  we  past 
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prom  Como,  when  the  light  waa  gray, 
And  in  my  hssd,  ibr  half  the  day, 

Tlie  rich  Vii^ilian  rustic  meaatire 
Of  Lari  Maxume,  all  the  way, 

Lite  ballad-burthen  music,  kept, 
As  on  The  Lariano  crept 

To  that  fair  pott  below  the  castle 
Of  Queett  Theodolind,  where  we  slept ; 

Or  hardly  slept,  but  wateh'd  awake 
A  cypress  in  the  moonlight  shake, 

ihe  mooulight  touching  o'er  a  terrace 
One  tall  Agave  above  the  lake. 


I  pluek'd  a  daigy,  I  gave  it  you. 

It  fold  of  England  then  to  me, 
And  now  it  tells  of  Italy. 

O  love,  we  two  shall  go  no  longer 


So  dear  a  life  your  arms  enfold 
Whose  crying  is  a  cr^  for  gold ; 

Yet  here  to-night  m  this  dark  city, 
When  ill  and  weary,  alone  and  cold, 

X  Ibund,  tho'  crush'd  to  hard  and  dry, 
This  nursling  of  another  sky 

StiU  in  the  little  book  you  lent  me, 
And  where  you  tenderly  laid  it  by ; 

And  I  forgot  the  clouded  Forth, 

TJie  gloom  that  saddens  Heaven  and  Earth, 

The  bitter  east,  the  misty  summer 
And  gray  metropolis  of  the  NortL 
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Perchance,  to  lull  the  throbs  of  paio, 
Porchaiice,  to  charm  a  vacant  brtUD, 

Percliance,  to  dream  you  still  beside 
My  fancy  fled  to  the  South  again. 


TO    THE  EEV.  F.  D.  MAUKICE. 

Come,  ivhen  no  graver  cares  employ, 
GodfatJier,  come  and  see  your  boy : 

Tour  presence  will  be  sun  in  ■winter, 
Making  the  litlle  one  leap  for  joy. 

For,  being  of  that  honest  few, 
Who  give  the  Fiend  himself  his  due, 

Should  eitthty  thoustmd  colloge-oouncUs 
Thunder  "  Anathema,"  friend,  at  you ; 

Should  all  onr  churclunen  foam  in  spite 
At  you,  so  careful  of  the  right, 

Yet  one  lay-hearth  woula  give  you  welcome 
(Take  it  and  come)  to  the  lale  of  Wight ; 

Where,  far  from  noise  and  smoke  of  town, 
I  watch  the  twilight  falling  brown 

All  round  a  careless-order'd  garden 
Close  to  the  ridge  of  a  noble  down. 

You'll  have  no  scandal  while  you  dine, 
But  honest  talk  and  wholesome  wine, 

And  only  hear  the  magpie  gossip 
Garrulous  under  a  roof  of  pine ; 

For  groves  of  pine  on  either  hand. 
To  break  the  blast  of  winter,  stand ; 

And  further  on,  the  hoary  Channel 
Tumbles  a  breaker  on  chalk  and  sand ;         .  . 


H..,L=-jnGoogIc 


Where,  if  below  the  millcy  steop 
Some  ship  of  battle  slowly  creep, 

And  on  thro'  zonea  of  light  and  shadow 
GUnuuer  away  to  the  lonely  deep. 

We  might  d'.acuag  the  Northern  an 
Which  made  a  selfish  war  begin ; 

Dispute  the  clMma,  arrao^e  tho  chances ; 
Emperor,  Ottoman,  which  shall  ititt : 

Or  whether  war's  avenging  rod 
Shall  liish  all  Europe  into  olood ; 

Till  you  should  timi  to  dearer  mattera, 
Dear  to  the  man  IJiat  is  dear  to  God ; 

How  best  to  help  the  slender  store, 
How  mend  the  dwelling,  of  tlie  poor; 

How  gain  in  life,  i     '  " 
Valor  and  charity  n: 

Come,  Maurice,  com 

Is  hoar  with  rime,  oi 

But  when  the  wif 


Or  later,  pay  one  visit  here. 

For  those  are  few  we  hold  as  dear ; 

Nor  pay  but  one,  but  come  for  many, 
Many  and  many  a  happy  year. 
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Nor  all  Calamity's  hugest  waTes  confound, 
Who  seems  a  promontory  of  Kick, 
That,  compaas'd  raund  with  turbulent  sound, 
In  middle  ocean  meets  the  sui^ng  shook, 
Tempeat-buffoted,  citadel-crowii'iC 


But  ill  for  him  who,  bettering  not  with  time, 

Corrupts  the  strength  of  heaven-descended  Will, 

And  ever  weaker  grows  thro'  acted  crime, 

Or  seeming-genial  venial  feult, 

Becurring  and  Bu^esling  still  I 

He  seems  as  one  whose  footsteps  halt, 

Toilin"  in  immeasurable  sand. 

And  o\r  a  weary  sultry  land, 

Par  beneath  a  blazing  vault, 

Sown  in  a  wrinkle  of  the  monstrous  hill, 

The  city  sparkles  like  a  gi-ain  of  salt. 


CHARGE  OF  THE  LIGHT  BRIGADE. 


Haip  a  league,  half  a  league. 

Half  a  league  onward, 
All  in  the  vEdley  of  Death 

Eode  the  six  hundred. 
"  Forward,  the  Light  Brigade  I 
"  Charge  for  the  guns  I  "he  sai( 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 
Kodo  the  six  hundred. 
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"Forward,  the  Li^lit  Brigade  I' 
Was  there  a  man  dismay'd  ? 
Not  tho'  tUe  soldier  koew 

Some  one  had  Hunder'd : 
Theirs  not  to  make  reply, 
Tlieira  not  to  reason  why, 
Theirs  but  to  do  and  die, 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 

Kodo  the  six  hundred. 


Cannon  to  right  of  them, 
Cannon  to  left  of  them, 
Cannon  iii  front  of  them 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd ; 
Sfonn'd  at  with  shot  and  shell, 
Boldly  they  rode  and  well, 
Into  the  jaws  of  Death, 
Into  the  mouth  of  Hell 

Bode  the  six  hundred. 


Flash'd  all  their  sabres  bare, 
Flash'd  as  they  turn'd  in  air, 
Sabring  the  gunners  there, 
Chaising  an  army,  while 

All  the  world  wonder'd : 
Plunged  in  the  battery-smoke 
lUght  thro'  the  line  they  broke ; 
Cossack  and  Russian 
Beel'd  from  the  sabre-stroke 

Shatter'd  and  sunder'd. 
Then  they  rode  back,  but  not 

Not  the  six  hundred. 
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